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SONGS OF TWO WORLDS. 

FIRST SKKIKS (1872). 


SOUL-MUSIC. 

My soul is as a bird 
Singing in fair weather. 

Deep in shady woodlands through tlie 
evening's dewy calm ; 

Every glossy feather 
On her full throat stirrcLl, 

As she pours out, rapt, unconscious, all 
the sweetness of her psalm ; 
Mounting high, and higher, higher, 
Soaring now, now falling, dying ; 
Now through silvery pauses sigh¬ 
ing : 

Throbbing now with joyous strife, 
And rushing tides of love and life, 
Till some ray of heavenly fire 
Shot obliquely throi^h the shade. 
Pierces her; and lo ! the strain 
Of the music she has made 
l^Ils her with a sudden pain. 

Then she forgets to sing 
Her former songs of gladness ; 
Sitting mute in silence sweeter than the 
old forgotten lays; 

Till anon some note of sadness. 
Long-drawn, languishing, 

^aint at first, swdls onward slowly to ' 
a subtler dqpth of praise, | 


As the low, wild, minor, broken 
By the ghosts of gayer fancies, 
Like a rippling stream advances, 
Till the full tide grown too deep, 
Whispers first, then falls asleep. 
Then, qs souls with no word spoken 
Grow together, she, mute and still. 
Thrills throu|dfwith a secret voice. 
Which the farthest heaven can fill, 
And constrains her to rejoice. 

And the passer-by who hears, 

Not the burst of pleasure. 

Swelling upward, sweet, spontaneous, 
to the portals of the sky, 

But a chastened measure. 

Low and full of tears; 

And anon the voiceless silence, when 
the last notes sink and die. 
Deems some influence malign, 
Checks the current of her song; 
For that none are happy long. 

Nay ; but to the rapt soul come 
Sounds that strike the singer dumb, 
And the silence is Divine ; 

For when heaven gives back the 
strain, 

All its joyous tones are o'er ; 

First the low sweet notes of pain, 
Iben, the singer sii^ no more. 

n 
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LOVERS MIRROR—-ON A YOUNG POET, 


LOVERS MIRROR. 

I SEE myself reflected in thine eyes, 

The dainty mirrors set in golden flame 

Of eyelash, quiver with a sweet sur* 
prise, 

And most ingenuous shame. 

Like Eve, who hid her from the dread 
command 

Deep in the dewy blooms of paradise ; 

So thy shy soul, love calling, fears to 
stand 

Discovered at thine eyes. 

Or, like a tender little fawn, which lies 

Asleep amid the fern, and waking, 
hears 

Some careless footstep drawing near, 
and flies, 

Yet knows not what she fears: 

So shrinks thy soul; but, dearest, shrink 
not so; 

I.<ook thou into mine eyes as I in 
thine: 

So our reflected souls shall meet and 
grow, 

And each with each combine 

In something nobler; as >vhen one has 
laid 

Opposite mirrors on a cottage w'all; 

And lo 1 the never-ending colonnade, 

The vast palatial hall. 

So our twin souls, by one sweet suicide. 

Shall lade into an essence more sub¬ 
lime ; 

Idvii^ through death, and dying glori¬ 
fied. 

Beyond the touch tittle. 


ON A YOUNG POET. 

Here lay him down in peace to take 
his rest, 

Who tired of siting ere the day was 
done. 

A little time, a little, beneath the sun, 

He tarried and gave forth his artless 
song; 

The bird that sings with the dawn, 
sings not for long, 

Only when dew is on the grass his 
breast 

Quivers, but his voice is silent long ere 
noon. 

So sang he once, but might not long 
sustain 

The high pure note of youth, for soon, 
too soon 1 

He ceased to know the sweet creative 
pali 

Made still one voice, amid the clamorous 
strife. 

And proved no more the joys or pains 
of life. 

And better so than that his voice should 
fail, 

And sink to earth, and lose its heaven- 
lici tone; 

Perchance, if he had stayed, the sad 
world’s moan. 

The long low discord of incessant 
wrong, 

Had marred the perfect mdence of his 
song, 

And made a grosser music to prevail. 

But now it falls as pure upon the ear, 

As sings the brown bird to the star of 
eve, 

Or child’s vcice in grey minster qairinf 

dev. 



TO THE SETTIHG SUH 


3 


Rather then, g^ve we thanks for him 
than grieve. 

Thoughts of pure joys which but in 
memory live, 

More joy than lower present joys can 
give. 

For him, deep rest or high spontaneous 
strains; 

For us, fierce strife and low laborious^ 
song; 

For him, truth’s face shining out clear 
and strong; 

For us, half lights, thick cloiuls, and 
darkling days. 

No longer w'alks his soul in mortal 
ways. 

Nor thinks our thoughts, nor feels our 
joys or pains 

Nor doubts our doubts, nor any more 
pursues. 

Knowing all things, the fal^'Otf search- 
Icss cause; 

Nor thrills with art, or nature’s fairest 
hues, 

Oa^ing on absolute beauty’s inmost 
laws; 

Or lies for ever sunk in dreamless sleep, 

Nor recks of us and therefore ’lis we 
weep. 

Ihit surely if he sleep, some fair faint 
dream, 

Some still small whisper from his an¬ 
cient home, 

Not joy, nor pain, but inixt of each 
shall come; 

Or if he wake, the thought of earthly 
days 

.Shall add a tender sweetness to his 
fuaise; 

Tempering the unbroken joyance of his 
theme. 


And by-and-by the time shall come 
when we, 

Laden with all our lives, once more 
shall meet, 

Like friends, who after infinite wastes 
of sea, 

Look in each other’s eyes; and lo! the 
sweet 

Sad fount of memory to its depths is 
stirred, 

And the past lives again, without a 
word. 

Mourn not for him! perchance he lends 
his voice 

To swell the fulness of the eternal 
psalm; 

Or haply, wrapt in nature’s holy 
calm. 

Safe hid within the fruitful womb of 
earth, 

He ripens slowly to a higher birth. 

Mourn not for him I but let your souls 
rejoice. 

Wc know not what wo shall be, but arc 
sure 

The spark once kindled by the eternal 
breath, 

Goes not out quite, but somewhere 
doth endure 

In that strange life we blindly christen 
death. 

Somewhere he is, though where wc can¬ 
not tell; 

13ut wheresoe’er God hides him, it is 
well. 


TO THE SETTING SUN, 

Stay, O sweet day, nor fleet so fast 
away 

For now it is that life revives ogain. 
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THE TREASURE OF HOPE. 


As the red tyrant sinks Iwneath the 
hill; 

And now soft dews refresh the arid 
plain; 

And now the fair bird’s voice begins to 
thrill; 

With hidden dolours making sweet 
her strain 

And wakes the woods that all day were 
so still. 

Stay, O sweet day, nor fleet so fast 
away j 

Fur now the rose and all fair flowers 
that blow 

(live out sweet odours to the perfumed 
air, 

And the white palace marbles blush 
and glow. 

And the low, ivy>hidden cot shows 
fair. 

Why are time’s feet so swift, and 
ours so slow ? 

Haste, laggard ! night will fall ere you 
are there. 

Slay, O sweet day, nor fleet so fast 
away; 

Soon the pale full-faced moon will 
slowly climb 

Up the steep sky and quench the star 
of love. 

Moonlight is fair, but fairer far the 
time 

When through the leaves the dying 
shafts above I 

Slope, and the minster sounds its 
curfew chime, 

And the long shadows lengthen through 
the grove. 

Stay, O sweet day, nor fleet so fast 
away; 


For, hark! the chime throlK from 
the darkling tower; 

Soon for the last time shall my love be 
here: 

Fair day, renew thy rays for one 
brief hour. 

O sweet day, tarry for us, tarry near ; 

To-morrow, love and time will lose 
their power, 

And sighs be mine, and the unbidden 
tear. 

Stay, O sweet day, nor fleet fa!»t 
away. 

But, ah ! thou mny’st not; in the 
far-off west 

Impatient lovers weary till you rise ; 

Ur may be caring naught thou 
traversest 

The plains betwixt thee and thy final 
skies: 

Go, then; though darkness come, 
we shall be blest. 

Keeping sweet daylight, in each other’s 
eyes. 


THE TRE.4SURE OF HOPE. 

O FAIR bird, singing in the woods, 

To the rising and the setting sun. 
Does ever any throb of pain 
Thrill through thee ere thy song be 
done; 

Because the summer fleets so fast; 

Because the autumn fades so soon; 
Because the deadly winter treads 
So closely on the steps of June ? 

O sweet maid, opening like a rose 
In love’s mysterious, honeyed air. 
Dost think sometimes the day will come 
When thou shaft be no longer fair; 
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When love will leave thee and pass on 
To younger and to brighter eyes; 

And thou ^alt live unloved, alone, 

A dull life, only dowered with sighs ? 

O brave youth, panting for the hght, 

To conquer wrong and win thee fame, 

Dost see thyself grown old and spent, 
And thine a still unhonoured name : 

When all thy hopes have come to naught, 
And all thy fair schemes droop and 
pine 

And wrong still liAs her hydra heads 
To fall to younger arms than thine ? 

Nay; song and love and lofty aims 
May never be where faith is not ; 

Strong souls within the present live; 
The future veiled,—the past forgot: 

Grasping what is, with hands of steel. 
They bend what shall 1>e, to their will; 

And blind alike to doubt and dread, 
The End, for which they arc, fulfil. 


THE LEGEND OF FAITH. 

They say the Lord of time and all the 
worlds. 

Came to us once, a feeble, ncw<born 
child; 

All'wise, yet dumb; weak, though om¬ 
nipotent : 

Surely a heavea*sent vision, for it tells 

How innocence is godlike. And the 
Lord ■ 

Renews, through childhood, to our 
wodd'dimmed eyes, 

The half forgotten splendours of the 
skies. 

Asid because motherhood is sacreder 

And purer for than any fatherhood, 


White Bowers are fairer than red fruit, 
and sense 

Brings some retributive pain ; the vir¬ 
gin queen 

Sits 'mid the stars, and clustered courts 
are filled 

With vain regrets, dead lives, and 
secret sighs, 

And the long pain of weary litanies. 

And because wc, who stand upon the 
shore, 

See the cold w'ave sweep up and take 
with it 

While s{)otless souls, and others lightly 
soiled, 

Vet with no stain God deems indelible: 

These are His saints mighty to intercede. 

Those in some dim far country tarry, 
and there 

Are purified ; and both are reached by 
prayer. 

And as the faith once given changes not, 

But we are weak as water; yet is life 

A process, and where growth is not is 
death. 

God gave His priests infallible power to 
tell 

The true faith as it is, and how it grew: 

And lo 1 the monstrous cycle shows 
complete. 

And the Church brings the nations to 
her feet. 


BY THE SEA. 

A LITTLE country churchyard, 

On the verge of a cliff by the sea ; 
Ah 1 the thoi^hts of the long years past 
and gone 

That the vision brings back to me. 
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BY THE SEA. 


For two ways led from the village,-«> 

. One, by the rippled sand«» 

With their pink shells fresh from the 
ebbing wave 
For childish little hands. 

And one 'mid the heath, and the 
threat’ning 

Loud bees with the yellow thighs. 
And, twinkling out of the golden furze, 
The marvellous butterflies. 

And the Iwoin of the waves on the 
shingle, 

And the hymn of the lark to the sun ; 
Made Sabbath sounds of their own, ere 
the chime 

Of the church-going bell had begun. 

I remember the churchyard studded 
With peasants who loitered and read 
The sad little legends, half effaced, 

On the moss-grown tombs of the 
dead. 

And the gay graves of little children, 
Fashioned like tiny cots; 

With their rosemary and southernwood, 
And blue-eyed forget-me-nots. 

Till the bell by dq;i'ees grew impatient, 
Then ceased as the parsonage door 
Opened wide for the surpliced vicar, 
And we loitered and talked no more. 

I remember the cool, dim chancel, 

And the drowsy hum of the prayers; 
And the rude psalms vollied from sea¬ 
faring throats 

As if to take heaven unaware 

1111, when tertnon-time came, by per- 
missima 

We ilnle out among the graves, 


And eaw the great ocean a-blase in the 
And the deep roar of the waves. 

And clung very close together, 

As we spelt out with wonder and 
' tears, 

I low a boy lay beneath who was 
drowned long ago, 

And was “ Aged eleven years.” 

And heard, with a new-bom terror. 

The first surge of the infinite .Sea, 

Whose hithcr-shorc is the shore of 
Death, 

And whose further, the Life to be. 

“ Did the sea swallow up little children ? 
Could God see the wickedness done? 

Nor spare one swiA-winged seraph to 
save 

From the thousands around His 
throne ? ” 

» 

‘*Was he still scarce older than we 
were, 

Still only a boy of eleven ? 

Were child-angels children always 
In the beautiful courts of heaven ? ” 

Ah me ! of those childish dreamers, 
One has solved the dark riddle since 
then: 

And knows the dread secret which 
none may know 
Who walk in the ways of men. 

• t 

The other has seen the splendour 
And mystery fading away; 

Too wise or too dull to take thought or 
care 

For aught but the needs of Uw 
day. 
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VOICES. 

Ok ] sometimes when the solemn organ 
rcdls 

Its stream of sound down gray historic 
aisles; 

Or the fulli high*pitched struggling 
symphony 

Pursues the fleeting melody in vain : 

Like a fawn through shadowy groves, 
or heroine 

Voiced like alark, i>ours out in burning 
song 

Her love or grief; or when, t<» the 
rising stars 

Linked village maidens chant liie liyinn 
of eve; 

Or Sabbath concourse, flushed and 
dewy>eyed 

Booms its full bass; or ticfore tasks 
begun, 

Fresh childish voices sanctify the morn: 

My eyes grow full, my heart forgets to 
beat. 

What is this mystic yearning flits my 
being? 

Hark 1 the low music wakes, and soft 
and slow 

Wanders at will through flowery fields 
of sound ; 

Climbs gentle hills, and sinks in sunny 
. vales, 

And stoops to cull sweet way>sidc 
blooms, and weaves 

A dainty garland; then, grown tired, 
casts down 

With careless hand the fragrant coronal. 

And child-like «ngB itself to sleep. 

Anon 

The kind stndn rises like a ntrong kn^ht 
armed. 


Battling with wrong; or passionate seer 
of God 

Scathing with tongue of fire the hollow 
shows, . 

I'he vain deceits of men; or law*giver, 

Parting in thunder from the burning 
hill 

With face ade^ne; or with fierce rush 
of wings 

And biasing brand, upon the crest ot 
Sin, 

The swift archangel swooping; or the 
roll 

Which follows on the lightning ;-~nU 
are there 

In that great hurry of sound. 

And then the voice 

Grows thinner like a lark's, and soars 
and soars, 

And mounts in circles, higher, higher, 
higher. 

Up to heaven’s gate, and lo I the un¬ 
earthly song 

Thrills some fine inner chord, and the 
swift soul, 

Eager and fluttering like a prisoned 
bird. 

Breaks from its cage, and soars aloft to 
join 

The enfri^nchiscd sound, and for a 
moment seems 

To touch on some dim Ixirder-land of 
being, 

Full of high thought ami glorious 
enterprise 

And vague creative fancies, till at 
length 

Waxed grosser than the thin ethereal 
air. 

It sinks to earth again. 

And then a strain 

Sober as is the tender voice of home. 

Unbroken like a gracious life, and lo 
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VOICES. 


Young children sit around me, and the 
love 

I never knew is mine, aftd so my 
eyes 

Grow full, and all my being is thrilled 
with tears. 

What is this strange new life, this finer 
sense, 

This passionate exaltation, which doth 
force 

Like the weird Indian juggler, instantly 

My soul from seed to flower, from 
flower to fruit, 

Which lifts me out of self, and bids me 
tread 

Without a word, on dim aerial peaks, 

Impossible else, and rise to glorious 
thoughts, 

High hopes, and inarticulate fantasies 

Denied to soberer hours ? No spoken 
thought 

Of bard or seer can mount so far, or 
lift 

The soul to such transcendent heights, 
or work 

So strong a spell of love, or roll along 

Such passionate troubled depths. No 
painter's hand 

Can limn so clear, the luminous air 
serene 

Of Paradise, the halcyon deep, the 
calm 

Of the eternal snows, the eddy and 
whirl 

Of mortal fight, the furious flood let 
loose 

From interlacing hills, the storm which 
glooms 

Over the shoreless sea. Our .speech too 
oft 

Is bound and fettered by such narrow 
laws, j 


That words which to one nation pierce 
the heart, 

To another are but senseless sounds, or 
weak 

And powerless to stir the soul; but this 
Speaks with a common tongue, uses a 
speech 

Which all may understand, or if it bear 
Some seeds of difference in it, only 
such 

As separates gracious sisters, like in 
form, 

But one by gayer fancies touched, and 
one 

Rapt by sueet graver thoughts alono, 
and both 

Mighty to reach the changing moods of 
the soul, 

Or grave or gay, and though sometimes 
they be 

Mated with unintelligible words. 

Or feeble and unworthy, yet can lend 
A charm to gild the worthless utterance, 
And vdng the sordid chrysalis to float 
Amid the shining stars. 

Oh strange sweet power. 
Ineffable, oh gracious influence, 

1 know not whence thou art, but this 
1 know. 

Thou boldest in thy band the silver key 
That can unlock the sacred fount of 
tears, 

Which falling make life green; the 
hidden spring 

Of purer fancies and high sympathies * 
No mirth is thine, thou Art too high h>r 
mirth,— 

Like Him who wept but smiled not *»*, 
mirth is bom 

On the low plains of thoughts best 
reached by words. 

But those who scale the untTotlden 
mountain peak, 
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Or sway upon the trembling spire, are 
far 

From laughter; so thy gracious power 
divine, 

Not sad but solemn, stirs the well of 
tears, 

But not mirth's'sliallow spring: tears 
are divine. 

But mirth is of the earth, a creature 
horn 

Of careless youth and joyance ; satisfied 

With that which is; parched by no 
nobler thirst 

For that which might be ; pained by 
no regret 

For that which was, but is not: but for 
thee. 

Oh, fair mysterious power, the whole 
great scheme 

Lies open like a book; and if tltc 
charm 

Of its high beauty makes thee some* 
times gay, 

'Yet 'tb an awful joy, so mix^d with 
thought, 

That even Mirth grows grave, and 
evermore 

The myriad possibilities unfulfilled, 

The problem of Creation, the immense 

Impenetrable depths of thought, the 
vague 

Perplexities of being, touch thy lips 

And keep thee solemn always. 

• Oh, fair voice, 

Oh virginal, sweet interpreter, reveal 

Our iimer selves to us, lay bare the 
springs^ 

^,The hidden depths of life, the high 
desires 

Which Iqik there tmsospected, the 
remorse 

Which sicver woke before; unclothe 
the soul 


Of thb its shroud ctf sense, and let it 
mount, 

On the harmonious beat of thy light 
wings, 

Up to those heights where life is so 
attuned, 

So pure and self-concordant; filled so 
deep 

With such pervading beauty that no 
voice 

Mars the unheard ineRable harmony, 

And o’er white plain and breathless 
summit reigns 

A silence sweeter than the sweetest 
sound. 


WEAKNESS MADE STRONG. 

If I were poor and weak. 

Bankrupt of hope, and desolate of 
love; 

Without a tongue to speak 
The strange dumb thoughts of thee 
which through me move; 

Then would 1 freely venture, sweet, 

To cast my soul down at thy feet. 

Or were I proud and great; 

Were all men envious, and all women 
kind*, 

And yet my high estate 
Showed poor beside the riches of my 
mind: 

llien would I boldly stoop, to rise 

Up to the height of thy dear eyes. 

But being not weak nor strong. 

Cast in the common mould nf. 
coarser clay; 

Sure ’(were to do thee wrong 
To set my humble homage in ihy 
way, 
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And cloud thy sunny morni which I 
would fain 

Keep clear and fair, with my poor 
private pain. 

Only since love and 1 are so ingrown, 
That for my weakness is my love so 
strong; 

And scarce I know what love’s is, .what 
mine own, 

Nor whether love or I inspire my 
song: 

Take thou my weakness to thy strength, 
and give 

Strength to my weakness, sweet, and 
bid me live. 


WAKING. 

Oi>KN, iny soul, thy stately portals 
wide; 

Open full wide, and let thy King 
come in ! 

How shall he come ? In royal pomp 
and pride, 

Ushered by braying trumpets’ clamor¬ 
ous din; 

Clothed round with purple; crowned 
with burning gold: 

A kingly presence, glorious to behold ? 

Nay; for he is no mortal king, to come 

With trumpet peals and crowds and 
garish state; 

But silent to the soul he makca his 
. home. 

He enters by some lowly postern 
gate! 

And she, within her chamben far with* 
drawn* 

Cries like the wakeful bird that greets 
the dawn. 


It may be ‘ she is seated 'mid the 
throng. 

Crowned with the flowers of life and 
youth and health; 

Thrilled through by breathing art or 
passionate song, 

Or faint with hot pursuit of fame or 
wealth; 

Rapt by the gimrious thoughts of saints 
or scers, 

Or radiant with the blessed dew of 
tears. 

And then the wicket swings without a 
sound, 

And lo! a ghostly presence, pale artd 
gray,-’ 

Sad eyes which dwell not on the things 
around, 

But gaze for ever on the Far-off 
Day I 

Then a low voice, whispering, "Thy 
King is come; 

Rejoice, be glad, for here he makes 
his home.” 

Then rises she and hastens to the 
gate,— 

Her royal gate, and there she casts 
her down: 

Prone at his feet bewails her low 
estate, 

Yet prays him he will enter to bis 
own I 

Spurns from her all her robes of pride, 
and stands, 

Knowing her shame, to do her Lord's 
commands, 

^ % 

Whom with a touch he fashions fpr her 
part; 

Dowers with the jnecious ^ts of bard 
or sage; 
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The hand to fix the dreams of deathless 
art# 

The imperial will, the patriot’s noble 
rage: 

Or fills with such fine affluence of love, 

That she grows holy as the saints above. 

Then open, O my soul! thy portals 
wide, 

Open, and let thy Lord and Ruler 
come; 

Open, if haply he may here abide, 

And make within thee his eternal 
home. 

Open thy gatec, thy halls, thine inmost 
shrine. 

Till all are flooded with the Light 
tlivine. 


AT HAVRE DR GRACE. 

Above the busy Norman town, 

The high precipitous sea-clifls rise, 
And from their summit looking down 
The twin-lights shine with lustrous 
eyes; 

Far out upon the fields of foam, 

The first to greet the wanderer home. 

Man here has known at last to tame 
Nature’s wild forces to his will; 
Those are the lightning’s fires which 
flame, 

From yon high towers wdth ray so 
still : 

And knowledge, piercing through the 

ni^t 

Of time, has summoned forth the light. 

' And there, hard the lighthouse door, 
The earthly set by the divine; 

’ At ft ttoni's cast, or scarcely more, 
lUses a little pagan shrine, 


Where the rough seamen come to piay, 
And wives, for dear ones Ihr away. 

There^ on a starry orb, there stands 
A heavenly goddess, proud and fair; 
No infant holds she in her hands 
Which must a queenly sceptro hear. 
Nay; wonder not, for this is she 
Who rules the fury of the sea. 

Star of the sea, they call her, yet 
Liker to Her^ doth she show, 

Than Aphroditd, rising wet 
From the white U-aves, with limbs 
aglow. 

Cnliner she sooins, more pure ;uul 
sweet. 

To the poor kncelers at her feet. 

before her .still the ve.stnl fires 
Bum unextinguished day and night ; 
And the sweet IVankincense expires 
And fair flowers blow, and gems are 
bright: 

For a great power in heaven is she. 
This star and goddess of the sea. 

.\round the temple, everywhere, 

Rude tablets hung, attest her might; 
Here the fierce surge she smooths, and 
there » 

Darts downward on a bar of light; 
To quench the blazing ship, or save 
The shipwrecked from the hungry 
wave. 

And sea-gifts round the shrine are Uiii, 
Poor offerings, costlier far than gold ; 
Such 08 the earlier heathen made, 

To the twin Deities of old,-~- 
Toy ships, shells, coral, glittering spar. 
Brought here by grateful hands from 
far. 
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AT HAVRE DE GRACE, 


A very present help indeed. 

This goddess is to whom they bow ; 
We seek Thy face with hearts that 
bleed. 

And straining eyes, dread Lord ! but 
Thou 

Hidesf Thyself so far away, 

Our thou<;hts scarce reach Thee os we 
pray. 

But is this she, whom the still voice 
Of angels greeted in the night; 
Bidding the poor maid’s heart rejoice, 
With visions hid from wiser sight: 
This heathen nymph, this tinselled 
queen. 

First of all mothers who have been ? 

\ 

Gross hearts and purblind eyes, to 
make 

An idol of a soul so sweet I 
Could you no meaner essence take, 

No braren image with clay feet; 

No saint from out the crowd of lies, 
False signs and shameful prodigies ? 

s * 

For this one bears too great a name, 
Above all other women blest; 

The blessM mother,—all her fame 
Is His who nestled to her breast: 
They do but dull her glory down, 
These childless arms, this earthly 
crown. 

Poor peasant mother 1 scarce a word 
Thou spak’st, the long-drawn years 
retain j 

Only thy womb once bare the Lord; 
G^y thou knew'st the joy, the 
pain, 

The li^ hope seeming quenched in 
blood 

That marked thy awful motherhood. 


No trace of all thy life remains. 

From .His first childhood to the 
cross; 

A life of little joys and pains, 

Of humbl.e gain and trivial loss : 
Contented if the ewes should bear 
Twin lambs, or wheat were full in car. 

Or if sometimes the memory 
Of that dread message of the night 
Troubled thy soul, there came to thee 
New precious duties ; till the flight, 
The desert sands, the kneeling kings, 
Showed but as half-forgotten things. 

Or sometimes, may be, pondering 
deep 

On miracles of word and deed, 
Vague doubts across thy soul would 
creep, 

Still faithful to the older creed : 
Could this thy son indeed be He, 

This child who prattled at thy knee ? 

And of thy after-life, thy t^ge. 

Thy death, no record; not a line 
On all the fair historic page 
To mark the life these hold divine : 
Only some vi^e tradition, faint 
As the sick story of a saint. 

But thou no longer art to-day . 

The sweet maid-mother, fair, and 
pure; 

Vast time*wom reverend temples gray. 
Throne thee in majesty obscure ; 
And Imig aisles stretch in minsters 
high, 

Twixt thee, fidr peasant, ai^ the sky, 

They seek to honour thee^ who art 
B^ond ell else a mother indeed; 
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With hateful vows that blight the heart, 
With childless lives, and souls that 
bleed: 

As if their dull hymns* barren strain 
Could fill a mother with aught but 
pain ! 

To the gross earth Uiey bind thee clown 
With coils of fable, chain on chain ; 
From plague or war to save the town ; 

To give, or hold ; the sun, or rain ; 
' 1*0 whirl through air a favourite 
shrine,— 

'I'hese arc thy functions, and divine. 

vVntI see, in long procession rise 
The fair Madonnas of all time; 

They gaze from sweet maternal eyes, 
The dreams of every Christian clime : 
Brown girls and icy queens, the breast 
And childish lips proclaim them blest. 

Till as the gradual legend grew, 

Born without stain, and scorning 
death ; 

Heavenward thou soarest through the 
blue, 

While saints and seers aspire bencntli: 
And fancy*nurtured cam'st to be 
(Jueen over sky and earth and sea. 

Oh, sin ! oh, shame! oh, folly ! R's;; 
Poor heathen, think to what you 
bow; 

Consider, beyond God’s equal skies, 
What pains that faithful soul must 
know,— 

She a poor peasaht on the throne 
Raised for the Lord of Life, alone. 

I O sweet 1 O heart of hearts J O pure 
Above all purest maids of earth ! 

IO simple efaild, who didst endure 
The harden of that awful birth : 


Heart, th|t the keenest sword didst 
know, 

Soul bowed by alien loads of woe ! 

Sweet soul! have pity ; intercede, 

Oh mother of mothers, pure and 
meek; 

They know no evil,—rise and plead 
For these poor wandering souls and 
weak ; 

Tear off those pagan rags, and lead 

Their worship where *tis due indeed. 

For wheresoever there is home. 

And mothers yearn with sacred 
love. 

There, since from Heaven itself they 
come, 

Are symbols of the life above: 

Again the sweet maid-mother mild. 

Again the fair Eternal child. 


fV//EAr J AM DEAD, 

WTien' I am dead and turned to 
dust, 

[.ct men say what they will, I care not 
aught; 

Let them say 1 was careless, indolent. 

Wasted the psecious hours in dreaming 
thought, 

Did not the good I might have done, 
but spent 

My soul upon myself,—sometimes let 
rise 

Thick mists of earth betwixt me and 
the skies; 

What must be must. 

But not that 1 betrayed a trust.; 

Broke some girl’s heart, and left her to 
her shame; 
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LOVE*S SC/ICIDE-—Tff£ RIVER OF LIFE, 


Sneered young souls out of Cuth; rose 
by deceit; 

Lifted by credulous mobs to wealth and 
fame; 

Waxed fat while good men waned, by 
lie and cheat; 

Cringed to the strong; oppressed the 
poor and weak: 

When men say this, may sonic find 
voice to speak, 

'riiuugh I am dust. 


LOVES SUICIDE. 

Ai.as for me for that my luve is dead ! 

Buried deep down, and may not rise 
again ; 

Self-murdcrcd, vanished, gone beyond 
recall, 

And this is nil my pain. 

*Ti.s not that she I loved is gone from 
me. 

She lives and grows more lovely day 
by day; 

Not Death could kill my love, but 
though she lives, 

My love has died away. 

Nor was it that a form or face more fair 

Forswore my troth, for so my love 
had proved 

l‘'ye<dcep alone, not rooted in the soul: 

And 'twas not thus 1 loved. 

Nor that by too long dalliance with 
del^ht 

And recompense of love, my love had 
grown 

Surfeit with sweets, like some tired bee 
that flags 

'Mid roses over>blown. 


None of these slew iny love, but some 
cold wind, 

Some chill of doubt, some shadowy 
dissidence, 

Born out of too great concord, did o’er* 
cloud 

Love’s subtle inner sense. 

So one sweet changeless chord, too long 
sustained, 

Falls at its close into a lower tone : 

.So the swift train, sped on the long, 
straight way, 

Sway.s, and is overthrown. 

For difltTcncc is the soul of life and 
love, 

And not the barren oneness weak 
souls prize: 

Rest springs from strife, and dissonant 
chords beget 

Divinest harmonics. 

rilE RIVER Of LIFE, 

Bright with unnumbered laughters, 
and swollen by a thousand tears. 

Rushes along, through upland and low¬ 
land, the river of life; 

Sometimes foaming and broken, and 
sometimes silent and slumbrous. 

Sometimes through rocky glens, and 
sometimes through flowery plains. 

Sometimes the mountains draw.near, 
and the block depths swirl at 
their bases. 

Sometimes the limitless meads fede on 
the verge of the sky. 

Sometimes the forests stand round, and 
the great trees cast terrible 
shadows, 

Sometimes the golden wheat waves, and 
^irls fill their pitchers and idng. 
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the same strange flow, through 
changes and chances unchanging, 
Always—in youth and in age, in calm 
and in tempest the same— 
Whether it sparkle transparent and 
give back the blue like a mirror, 
Or sweep on turbid with flood, and 
black with the garbage of 
towns— 

Whether the silvery scale of the min* 
now flash on the pebbles, 

Or whether the poisonous ooze cling 
for a shroud round the dead— 
Whether it struggle through shoals of 
white blooms and feathery 
grasses. 

Or bear on its liosom the hulls of ocean- 
tost navies—the same. 

Flow on, O mystical river, flow on 
through desert and city ; 

Broken or smooth, flow onward into 
the Infinite sea. 

W’ho knows what urges thee on, what 
dark* laws and cosmical forces 
Stain thee or keep thee pure, and 
bring thee at last to thy goal ? 
What is the cause of thy rest or unrest, 
of thy foulness or pureness ? 
What is the secret of life, or the painful 
riddle of death ? 

^^^ly is it better to be than to cease, to 
flow on than to stagnate ? 

Why is the river-stream sweet, while 
the sea is as bitter as gall? 

Surely we know not at all, but the 
cycle of Being is eternal, 

Life is eternal as death, tears are eternal 
os joy. 

As the stream flowed, it will flow; 

*tis sweet, yet the sea 
win be bitter: , 


Foul it with filth, 3 ret the deltas grow 
green and the ocean is clear. 
Always the sun and the winds will strike 
its broad surface and gather 
Some purer dro|>s from its depths, to 
float in the clouds of the sky 
Soon these shall fall once again, and 
replenish the full-flowing river. 
Roll round then, O mystical cycle! 
flow onward, ineffable strenin ! 


A HEATHEN HYMN. 

O Lord, the Giver of my days, 

My heart is ready, my heart is ready ; 

1 dare not liold my peace, nor pause, 
For 1 nm fain to sing I'hy praise. 

I praise Thee not, with impious pride, 
For that I'hy partial hand has given 
Bounties of wealth or form or brain, 
Good gifts to other men denied. 

Nor weary Thee with blind rec|uc.st, 
For fancied goods Thy hand withholds; 
I know not what to fear or ho|ie. 

Nor aught but that Thy will is best. 

Nut whence I come, nor whither I go, 
Nor wherefore I am here, I know; 

Nor if my life’s talc ends on earth. 

Or mounts to bliss, or sinks to woe. 

Nor know I auglit of Thee, O Lord ; 
Behind the veil Thy face is hidden: 

We faint, and yet Thy face is bidden; 
We cry,—Thou answerest not a word. 

But this I know, O Lord, Thou art, 
And by Thee I too live and am; 

We stand together, face to face, 

Thou the great whole, and I the part. 



IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE, 


We stand together, soul to soul, 

Alone ftmidst Thy waste of worlds: 
Unchanged, though all creation fade, 
And Thy swift suns forget to roll. 

• 

Wherefore, because my life is Thine, 
Ilecause, without Thee I were not; 
Because, as doth the sea, the sun. 

My nature gives back the Divine. 

Because my l>cing with ceaseless flow 
Sets to Thee as the brook to the sea; 
Turns to Thee, as the flower to the sun, 
And seeks what it may never know. 

Because, without me Thou hadst been 
For ever, seated midst Thy suns; 
Marking the soulless cycles turn, 

Yet wert Thyself unknown, unseen. 

I praise Thee, everlasting Lord, 

In life and death, in heaven and hell: 
What care I, since indeed Thou art. 
And I the creature of Thy word. 

Only if such a thing may be ; 

Wlicn all Thy infinite will is done, 
lake back the soul Tliy breath has 
given, 

And let me lose myself in Thee. 


IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE. 

Under the picture gallery wall, 

As a sea-leaf clings to a wave-worn 
rock, 

Nor shrinks from the surging impetu¬ 
ous shock 

Of the breakers which gather and 
whiten and fidl-^ 

A child*s form crouches, nor seems to 
heed 


I The ceaseless eddy and whirl of men: 

Men and women with hearts that bleed, 

Men and women of wealth and fame, 

High in honour, or sunk in shame. 

Pass on like phantoms, and pass again. 

And he lies there like a weed. 

A child's form, said 1; but looking 
ng.niii 

It is only the form that is childish now, 

For age has furrowed the low dull 
brow. 

And marked the pale face with its lines 
of pain. 

Vet but few years have fled, since 1 
first passed by, 

For a dwarf’s life is short if you go by 
the sun. 

And marked in worn features and lus¬ 
treless eye 

Some trace of youth’s radiance, though 
faint and thin, 

But now, oh, strange jest I there’s a 
beard to his chin. 

And he lies there, grown old ere liis 
youth is done, 

With his iioor limbs bent awry. 

What a passer-by secs, is a monstrous 
head. 

With a look in the eyes as of those who 
gase 

On some far-olT sight with a dumb 
amaae; 

A face as pate as the dieeted dead,' 

A frail body propped on a padded 
crutch, 

And lean long fingers, which flutter the 
keys 

Of an old accordion, returning their 
touch 

With some poor faint echoes of popular 
song, 
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Tmiftl lit fill titties and obsolete long, 
Paalm-tuaes, and African melodies, 
Not difierii^ vmy mudu 

And there he sits nightly in heat and 
cold» 

When the fountains fall soft on the 
stillness of June, 

Or when the sharp East sings its own 
shrill tune, 

Patiently playing and growii^ old. 

'llie long year waxes and wanes, the 
great 

Flash by in splendour from rout or ball, 
Statesmen grown weary with long 
debate, 

Hurry by homev/ards, and fling him 
alms; 

Pitiful women, touched by the psalms, 
Bringing back innocence, sloop by the 
wall 

Where he lies at Dives’ gate. 

What are his thoughts of, stranded 
there? 

While life ebbs and flows by, again and 
again, 

Docs the old sad Problem vex his poor 
brain? 

Why is the world so pleasant and 
fair. 

Why, am I only who did no wrong 
Crippled and bent out of human form ? 
Why other men tall and strong ? 
Surdy if all men were made to rejcuce, 
^Seeing that we come without will or 
choice, • 

I were better to crawl for a day like a 
worm, 

I |o tie ^e this ib long! 

htind shttfles by with a tap of 
Ids staff. 


The tired tramp plods to the workhouse 
ward,— 

But he carries his broad back as straight 
as a lord 

And the blind man can hear his little 
ones laugh, 

While I lie here like a weed on the 
sand. 

With these crooked limbs, paining me 
night and day. 

Is it true, what they tell of a far-off land, 

In the sweet old faith which was 
preached for the poor,— 

Where none shall be weary or pained 
any more. 

Nor change shall enter nor any decay, 

And the stricken down shall stand ?'’ 

And perhaps sometimes when the sky 
is clear, 

And the stars show like lamps on the 
sweet summer night. 

Some chance chord struck with a sud¬ 
den delight. 

Soars aloft with his soul, and brings 
Paradise near. 

And then—for even nature is some¬ 
times kind— 

He lies stretched under palms with a 
harp of gold; 

Or is whirled bn by coursers as fleet as 
the wind; 

And is no more crippled, nor weak nor 
bent; 

No mofe painful nor impotent; 

No more hungry, nor weary nor cold,— 

But of perfect form and mind. 

Or maybe his thoughts are of humbler 
cast. 

For hunger and cold are real indeed; 

And he looks for the hoar when fail 
toil shall be past, 


c 
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And he with sufficient for next day's 
need: 

Some humble indulgence of. food or 
fire. 

Some music'hall ditty, or marvellous 
book, 

Or whatever it he such poor souls 
desire; 

And with this little solace, for God 
would fain 

Make even his measures of joy and 
pain, 

lie drones happily on in his (|uii.-t 
nook, 

With hands that never tire. 

Well, these random guesses must go 
for nought 

Seeing it is wiser and easier far 

To weigh to an atom the faintest star, 

Than to sound the dim depths of a 
brother's thought. 

liut whenever I hear those poor snatches 
of song. 

And see him lie maimed in body and 
soul, 

While I am straight and healthy and 
strong, 

I seem to redden with a secret shame, 

'I'hat wc should so differ who should be 
the same, 

Till I hear their insolent chariot wheels 
roll 

The millionaires along. 


WATC/r. 

Oil, hark 1 the languid air is still, 

The fields and woods seem hushed 
and dtimt^ 

But listen, and yon shall hear a thrill, 
An inner voice of lienee come, 


Stray notes of birds, the hum of bees« 
The brook’s light gossip on its way. 
Voices of chil^en heard at play. 
Leaves whispering (A a coming breeze. 

Oh, look 1 the sea is fallen asleep, 

The sail hangs idle evermore; 

Yet refluent from the outer deep. 

The low wave sobs upon the shore. 
Silent the dark cave ebbs and fills, 
Silent the broad weeds wave ond 
sway: 

Yet yonder fairy fringe of spray 
U lK)rn of surges vast as bills. 

Oh, see ! the sky is deadly dork, 

1'here shines not moon nor any 
star; 

But gaze awhile, and you shall mark 
Some gleam of glory from afar: 
Some half-hid planet’s vagrant roy; 
Some lightning flash which wakes 
the world; 

Night’s pirate banner slowly furled j 
eastward, some faint flush of day. 


JJAVtrAED. 

Only eighteen winters old ! 

Lay her with a tender hand 
On the delicate, ribbed sea-sand: 
Stiff and cokl; ay, stiff imd cold. 

^ • • 
What she has been, who shall care? 

Looking on her as she lies 
, With those stony, sightless eyes, 

' And the sea-weed in her hair. 

Think, C mothe%) how the deep 
All the dreary night did lave; 
Thundoif^ foam and crested 
While your darlings lay askep. . 
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How »h« deft the midnight air; 

And the idiot eurge beneath 
Whirled her iea>ward to her death, 
Angry that she was so fair. 

Tossed her, beat her, till no more 
Rage could do, through all the night; 
Then with mcMming’s ghastly light, 
Flung her down upon the shore. 

Mother! when brief years ago 
You were happy in your child. 
Snuling on her as she smiled, 
Thought you she would perish ? 

M.in 1 who made her what she i.s; 
What, if when you falsely swore 
^’ou would love lier more and more, 
You had seen her lie like this. 

And, O Infinite Cause ! didst Thou, 
When Thou inad’st this hapless 
child, 

Dowered with passions, fierce and 
wild, 

See her lie as she lies now ? 

Filled with wild revolt and rage, 

All 1 feel I may not speak; 

Fate so strong, and we so weak, 

Like rats in a cage,—-like rats in a 
cage. 


THE WANDERER, 

1 KKAKfiD my Virgin Soul on dainty 
food, 

1 fed her with rich ^it and garnered 
gold 

JPiom gand^ planted by the ffions 
care 

Qfiiba wise dend of old. 


I The kuig procession of the fabulous 
i Past, 

Rolled by fw me—‘the earliest dawn of 
time; 

The seven great Days { the garden and 
the sword; 

The first red stain of crime; 

The fierce rude ctdefs who smote, an«l 
burned, and slew, 

And all for God; the pitiless tyrants 
grand. 

Who piled to heaven the eternal monu¬ 
ments, 

Unchanged amid the sand ; 

The fairy commonwealths, where Free¬ 
dom first 

Inspired the ready hand and glowing 
tongue 

To a diviner art and sweeter song 
Than men have feigned or sung; 

I 

j ITjc strong bold sway that held man¬ 
kind in thrall, 

Snklier and jurist marching side by side, 
Till came the sure slow blight, when 
all the world 

Grew sick, and swooned, and died; 

Again the long dark night, when 
Learning dosed 

Safe in her cloister, and the world 
without 

Rang with fierce shouts of war and 
cries of pain, 

Base triumph, baser rout \ 

Till rose a second dawn of light again, 
Again the freemen stood in firm array 
Befalnd the foat, and P<^ and Kaiser 
caoWf 

Wondered and tuned away i 



30 


THE WANDERER. 


And then the broadening stream, till 
the sleek priest 

Aspired to tread the path the i*agan 
trod, 

And Rome fell once again, and the 
brave North 

Rose from the church to Go<l. 

All these passed by for me, till the 
vast tide 

Grew to a sea too wide for any shore; 

Then doubt o’erspread me, and a cold 
disgust. 

And 1 would look no more. 

For something said, The Past is dead 
and gone. 

Let the dead bury their dead, why 
strive with Fate? 

Why seek to feed the children on the 
husks 

Their rude forefathers ate ? *’ 

** For even were the Past reflected back 

As ill a mirror, in the historic page. 

For us its face is strange, seeing that 
the race 

Betters from age to age.*’ 

" And if, hearing the tale we told our* 
selves, 

Wc marvel how the monstrous fable 
grew; 

How in these far-off ^ears shall men 
discern 

The Active from the true ? ” 

Then turned 1 to the broad domain of 
Art» 

To leek if l^ply Truth lay hidden there; 

Well knowing that of old close liidis 
ewmect 

The tmenhings and the fair. 


Fair forms I found, and rounded limbs 
divine, 

The maiden’s grace, the tender curves 
of youth, 

The majesty of happy perfect years. 

But only half the truth. 

For there is more, I thought, in man, 
and higher. 

Than animal graces cunningly com¬ 
bined ; 

since oft within the unlovely frame is 
set 

The shining, flawless mind. 

So 1 grew weary of the pallid throng. 

Deep - bosomed maids and stalwart 
heroes toll. 

One type 1 saw, one earthy animal seal 

Of comeliness in all! 

But not the awful,mystical human soul— 

The soul that grovels and aspires in 
turn— 

The soul that struggles outwards into 
light 

Tlirough lips and eyes that burn. 

So, from the soulless marbles, white 
and bare 

And cold, too-perfect art, I turned and 
sought 

The canvases, where Christian hands 
have left 

The fruits of holy thought. 

Passion I found, and love, and godlike 
pain, 

The swift soul rapt by mingjied hc^s 
and fears, 

£y^ lit with gloikms li^ from tii 
Unseen, 

Or dim with sacitd tears. 
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But evexywhere around the living tree 

1 marked the tangled growths of fable 
twine, 

And gross material images confuse 

The earthly ami divine. 

I saw the Almighty Kulcr of the 
worlds, 

The one unfailing Source of Light and 
I^ve, 

A sullen gray-beard set on rolling 
clouds. 

Armed with the Irolts of Jove. 

The Eternal Son, a shapeless new-ljorn 
child. 

Supine upon His peasant * mother’s 
knees, 

Or else a ghastly victim, crushed and 
worn 

By physical agonies. 

The virgin mother—now a simple girl; 

Or old and blurred with tears, and wan 
with sighs; 

And now a goddess, oft-times giving 
back 

The harlot-model’s eyes. 

1'ilt faring on what spark of heaven 
was there, 

(irew pale, then went out quite; and 
in its stead, 

Dull dopies of dull common life usurped 

The empire of the dead. 

Or if jKnnetimes, rapt in a sweet sus¬ 
pense, 

I knew a passionate yearning thrill my 
Soa]« 

a*** 

As down lor^ aUles from lofty quires 
I heard 

Ike soteron musk roll; 


Or if at last the long-drawn aymphony, 

After much weary wandering seemed to 
soar 

To a finer air, and subtle measures born 

On some diviner shore, 

I thought how much of poor mechani¬ 
cal skill. 

How little (ire of heart, or force of 
brain, 

Was theirs who first devised or now 
declared 

That magical sweet i^train; 

And how the art was partial, not im¬ 
mense, 

As Truth is, or os Beauty, but confined 

To this our later Europe, not spread 
out, 

Wide as the width of mind. 

* • * » 

So then from Art, and all its empty 
shows 

And outward-seeming truth, I turned 
and sought 

The secret springs of knowledge which 
lie hid 

Deep in the wells of thought. 

The hoary thinkers of the Past I knew; 

Whose dim vast thoughts, to too great 
stature groivn, 

Fla.shed round as fitful lightning flashes 
round 

The black vault of the Unknown. 

Who, seeing that things are Many, and 
yet are One; 

That all things suffer change, and yet 
remain— 

That opposite flows from opposite, Life 
and Death, 

Love, Hatred, Pleasure, Pain-— 
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Railed high upon the mystical throne 
of life 

.Some dim abstraction, hopeful lo un¬ 
wind 

The tangled maze of things, by one 
rude guess 

Of an untutored mind. 

The sweet Ideal Essences revealed, 

To that high poet-thinker’s eyes I 
saw; 

The archetypes which underset the 
world 

With one broad perfect Law. 

The fair fantastic Commonwealili, too 
fair 

For earth, wherein the wise alone bore 
rule— 

So wise that oftentimes the sage himself 

Shows duller than the fool; 

And that white soul, clothed with a 
satyr’s form, 

^^'hich shone beneath the laurels day 
by day, 

.'ind, 6red with burning faith in (iod 
and Right, 

Doubted men's doubts away ; 

And him who took all knowledge for 
Ills ow‘n, 

And with the same swift lineal sword 
laid bare 

The depths of heart and mind, the 
mysteries 

Of earth and sea and air; 

And those on whom the visionary East 

Worked in such sort, that knowledge 
grew to seem 

An ecstasy, a sudden blase, revealed 

To crown the mystic’s dream; 


Till, once again, the old light faded 
out, 

And left no trace of that fair day re¬ 
main— 

Only a barren method, binding down 

Men’s thoughts with such a chain 

That knowledge sank self-slain, like 
some stout knight 

Clogged by his harness; nor could w'it 
devise 

Aught but ignoble quibbles, subtly 
mixed 

With dull thcolc^ies. 

Not long I paused Avith these; but 
ixxsscd to him 

Who, strippings like a skilful wrestler, 
cast 

From his strong arms the precious 
deadly web, 

The vesture of the past; 

And looked in Nature’s eyes, tuid, foot 
to foot, 

.Siiove with her daily, till the witch at 
length 

Cave up, reluctant, to the questing 
mind 

The seci*ct of her strength. 

And then the old fight, fought on 
modern fields,— 

Whether we know by sense or inward 
sight— 

Whether a law within, or use alone, 

Mark out the bounds of right— 

All these were mine; and that the 
ancient doubt, 

Which scarce kept silence as this master 
taught 
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Tlie undying soul, or that one subtly 
probed 

The (urocess of our thought, 

And shuddered at the dreadful innocent 
talk 

To the cicala's chirp beneath the 
trees— 

Love poised on silver wings, love fallen 
and fouled 
By black iniquities; 

And laughed to scorn their quest of 
cosmic law, 

Saw folly in the Mystic and the Schools, 

And in the Newer Method gleams of 
truth 

Obscured by childish niles ; 

Rose to a giant's strength, and always 
inied—* 

You shall not find the truth here, she 
is gone; 

What glimpse men had, was ages since, 
and these 

Co idly babbling on— 

Jangles of opposite creeds, alike un¬ 
true. 

Quaint ]>uxzles, meaningless logoma¬ 
chies. 

Efforts to pierce the infinite core of 
things 

With purblind finite eyes. 

Go, get you gone to Nature, she is kind 

To n(as(»iable worship; she alone 

Thinks scorn, when humble seekers 
ask for bread, 

To oifor them a stone, 
a • * • 

And Kature drew me to her, and 
awhile 


Enchained me. Day day, things 
strange and new 

Rose on me; day by day, I seemed to 
trend 

Fresh footsteps of the (rue. 

1 laid life's house bare to its inmost 
room ^ 

With lens and Hcal^x;!, marked the 
simple cell 

Which might one day be man or creep¬ 
ing worm. 

For aught that sense could tell,— 

I'hruKt life to its utmcMit home, a speck 
of gray 

No more nor higher, traced the 
wondrous plan, 

The wise appliances which seem to 
shape 

The dwelling-place of man,-— 

Nor halted here, but thirsted still to 
know'. 

And, with half-blinded eyesight, loved 
to j)ore 

On that scarce visible world, bom of 
decay 

Or stranded on the shore. 

Marked how^ the Mother works with 
earth and gas, 

And with w'hat subtle alchemy knows 
to blend 

The vast conflicting forces of the world 

To one harmonious emi; 

And, nightly gazing on the i^tlendid 
stars, 

Essayed in vain with reverent eye to 
trace 

The chain of miracles by which men 
learnt 

The mysteries of s]>ace; 
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And toiled Bwhile with spade and 
hammer, to learn 

The long long sequences of life, and 
those 

Unnumbered cycles of forgotten years 
£rc life’s faint light arose; 

And loved to trace th£ strange sweet 
life of flowers. 

And all the scarce suspected links 
which span 

I'he gulf betwixt the fungus and the 
tree, 

And ’twJxt the tree and man. 

Then suddenly, “What is it that I 
know? 

I know the shows and changes, not the 
cause: 

I know but long successions, which 
usurp 

The name and rank of Laws. 

“And what if the design I think I 
see 

Be but a pitiless order, through the 
long 

Slow wear of chance and suffering 
working oat 

.Salvation for the strong ? 

“«How else, if scheme there be, can I 
explain 

The cripple or the blind, the ravening 
jaw, 

TTie infinite waste of life, the plague, 
the sword, 

The evil, thriftless law, 

r 

'*Or seeming errors of design, or 
strange 

Complexities of structure, which 
suggest 


A will which spoHetl with its power, 
or worked 

Not carefiil for the liest?” 

I could not know the scheme, nor 
therefore spend 

Nfy soul in painful efforts to conform 

With those who lavished life and brain 
to trace 

The story of a worm ; 

Nor yet with those who, prizing over¬ 
much 

The unmeaning jargon of their science, 
sought 

To hide, by arrogance, from God and 
man 

Their poverty of thought, 

And, blind with fact and stupefied by 
law, 

Lost sight the Creator, and became 

Dull bigots, narrowed to a hope1c.vs 
creed, 

And priests in all but name. 

« * « « 

Thus, tired with seeking truth, and not 
contept 

1 o dwell with those weak scads who 
love to feign 

Unending problems of the life and love 
Which they can ne’er explain; 

Nor those who, parrot*like, are proud 
to clothe 

In twenty tongues the nothii^ (hat they 
know; 

Nor those whom barren lines and 
numbers blind 
To all things else bdow; 

And half'Suspeotmg, when the poet aai^ 

And drew my soul to his, nMmd 
roe cast 
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Fine cords of fancjr, but a sleight of 
M'ords, 

Part stolen from the past— 

X thought, My life lies not with books, 
but men! 

Surely the nobler part is his who 
guides 

I he State’s great ship through hidden 
rocks and sands. 

Rude winds and popular tides, — 

A freeman amongst freemen,—and 
contrives, 

By years of thought and lalx>ur, to 
withdraw 

Some portion of their load from lives 
bent down 

By old abusive law ! 

A noble task; but how to walk with 
those 

Who by fate's subtle irony ever hold 

The freeman’s ear—the cunning fluent 
knave. 

The dullard big with gold ? 

And how’, when worthier souls bore 
rule, to hold 

Faction more dear than Truth, or sloop 
to cheat. 

With cosening words and shallow 

. flatteries 

The Solons of the street ? 

Or, failing this, to wear a hireling 
sword— 

RsAdy, w^e’er the cause, to kill and 

slay, 

, Ai^ float meanwhile, a gilded butter- 
' My brief inglorious day— 


Or, in the name of Justice, to confuse, 

For hire, with shameless toi^fue and 
subtle brain, 

Dark riddles, which, to honest minds 
unwarped, 

Were easy to explain— 

Or, with keen aalufn \7 knife, to carve 

For hire the shrinking limb; or else to 
feign 

Wise words and healing powers, though 
knowing naught 
In face of death and pain— 

Or grub all day for pelf 'mid hides and 
nils. 

Like a mole in some dark alley, to rise 
at last, 

After dull years, to wealth and ease, 
when all 

The use for them is past— 

Or else to range myself with those who 
seek 

By reckless throws with chance, by 
trick and cheat, 

Suift riches lacking all the sest of toil, 
And only bitter-sweet. 

Or worst, and still for hire, to feign to 
hear 

A voice which called not, calling me tv 
tell 

Now of an indolent heaven, and now, 
obscene 

Threats of a bodily hell. 

• # * * 

Then left I all,and ate the husks of sense; 

Oh, passionate coral lips ! oh, shameful 
fair! 

Bright eyes, and careless smiles, and 
reckless mirth I 
Oh,, golden rippling hair ! 
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Ohf rose<strewn feasts, made glad with 
wine and song 

And laughtcr-Ut! oh, whirling dances 
sweet. 

When the mad music faints awhile and 
leaves 

Low beats of rhythmic feet I 

Oh, glorious terrible moments, when 
the sheen 

Of silk, and straining limbs dash 
thundering by, 

And name and fame and honour itself, 
await 

Worse hazard than the die ! 

All these were mine. Then, thought I, 
1 have found 

The truth at last; here comes not doubt 
to pain; 

Here things arc what they seem, not 
figments, born 

Of a too busy brain. 

J!ut soon, the broken law avenged 
itself; 

For, oh, the pity of it! to feel the lire 

lirow colder daily, and the soaring 
soul 

Sunk: deep in grosser mire. 

And oh, the pity of it 1 to drag down 
lives 

Which had been happy else, to ruin, 
and waste 

The precious affluence of love, which 
dse 

Some Jmmble home had graced. 

And oh I the weariness of feasts and 
wine; 

The jests where mirth was not, the 
nerves unstrung, 


The throbbing brain, the tasteless joys, 
which keep 

Their savour for the young. 

These came upon me, and a vague uii> 
rest. 

And then a gnawing pain ; and then I 
fled. 

As one some great destruction passes, 
flees 

A city of the d^. 

• « • • 

Then, pierced by some vague sense of 
guilt and pain, 

“God help me!” I said. “There is 
no help in life, 

Only continual passions waging war, 

Cold doubt and endless strife ! *’ 

But lie is full of peace, and truth, and 
rest, 

I give myself to Him ; I yearn to 
find 

What words divine have fallen from age 
to age 

Fresh from the Eternal mind. 

And so, upon the reverend page I 
dwelt, 

Which show's Him formless, self-ron* 
tained, all-wise, 

Passionless, pure, the soul of visible 
things, 

Unseen by mortal eyes; 

Who oft acro» dim gulft of time re 

vealed, 

Grew manifest, then passed ^d left a 
foul 

Thick mist of secular eifor to ob* 
scure 

The upward gazing aoul; 
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Ami that which told uf Opposite 
Principles) 

Of Light frith Darkneu warring ever¬ 
more ; 

Ah me I ’twos nothing new, I had felt 
the fight 

Within my soul before. 

And those wise Answers of tlie far-oft' 
- sage, 

.So wise, they shut out Ood, and can 
enchain 

To-day in narrow bonds of foolishness 

The subtle Eastern brain. 

And last) the hallowed pages dear to 
all. 

Which bring God down to earth, a 
King to fight 

With His people’s hosts; or speaking 
awful words 

From out the blare of light,-- 

Which tell how earthly chiefs wljo 
loved the right, 

\Vare dear to Him ; and how the jioet 
king 

Sang, from his full repentant heart, the 
strains 

Sad hearts still love to sing. 

And how* the seer was filled with word.*^ 
of fire. 

And'passionate scorn and lofty hate of 

ni. 

So pure, that we who hear them seem 
to hear 

God apeaking to ns still. 

But mixed with these, dark tales of 
fraud and Uood, 

Like weeds in some fair garden; till I 
said, 


** Tliese arc not His; how shall a man 
discern 

The living fi'om the dead ? 

I will go to that fnir Life, the flower 
of lives i 

I w ill prove the fidinite pity and love 
which shine 

From each recorded word of Him who 
once 

W'as human, yet Divine. 

“Oh, pure sweet life, crowmed by a 
godlike death; 

Oh, tender healing hand ; oh, words that 
give 

Rest to the weary, solace to the sad. 

And bid the hopeless live ! 

Oh, pity, spurning not the penitent 
thief; 

Oh, wisdom, stooping to the little 
child; 

Oh, inflnitc purity, taking thought for 
lives 

Jiy sinful stains deftleil! 

“ With thee, will 1 dwell, with thee.” 
But as I mused. 

Those pale ascetic words renewed iny 
doubt: 

The cheek, which to the smiter dmuld 
be turned, 

The offending eye plucked out. 

The sweet impossible counsels which 
may seem 

Too perfect for our need; nor recog¬ 
nise 

A duty to the world, not all reserved 

For that beyond the fkie«». 
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And was it truth, of some too reverent 
dream 

Which scorned God’s precious processes 
of birth, 

And spurned aside for Him, the 
diangeless laws 

Which rule all things of earth ? 

Or how shall some strange breach of 
natural law 

Be proof of moral truth ; yet how deny 

That He who holds the cords of life and 
death 

Can raise up those who die ? 

'* Vet how to doubt that God may be 
revealed; 

Is J Ic more strange, incarnate, shedding 
tears, 

Than when the unaided scheme fulfils 
itself 

Through countless painful years ? 

*' But if revealed He be, how to escai>e 

'Fhe critic who dissects the sacred page. 

Till God’s gift hangs on grammar, and 
the saint < 

Is weaker than the sage ! ’’ 

These warring thoughts held me, and 
more; but when 

The simple life divine shone forth no 
more. 

And the fair truth came v'ciled in stately 
robes 

Of philosophic lore; 

And *twas the apostle spoke, and not 
the Christ; 

The scholar, not the Master; and the 
Church 

Defined itself, and sank to earthly 
thrones; 

“Surely,” I said, “my search | 


“ Is vain; ” and u'hen with magical 
rite and spell 

I They killed the Lord, and sought with 

' narrow creed, 

Half fancy, half -of barbarous logic 
born. 

To heal the hearts that bleed ; 

And heretic strove with heretic, and 
the Church 

Slew for the truth itself had made: 
again, 

“Can these things be of Him?** I 
thought, and felt 
The old undying pain. 

And yet the fierce false prophet turned 
to God 

The gross idolatrous East; and far away. 

Beyond the horrible wastes, the lewd 
knave makes 
A Paradise to-day. 

* « * 

Vet deep within my being still I kept 

Two sacred fires alight through all the 
strife,— 

Faith in a living God; faith in a soul 
Dowered with an endless life. 

And therefore though the world’s 
foundations shook, 

I was not all unhappy; knowing well 

That He whose hand sustained* me 
would not bear 
To leave my soul in helL 

But now 1 looked on nature with 
strange eyes. 

For something whispered, “ Surely aQ 
things pass; 

All life decays on earth or air or sea,— 
All wither like the grass.** 
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** These are, then have been, we our- 
aelves decUne, 

And cease and turn to earth, and are 
as they: 

Shall our dear animals rise; shall the 
dead flowers 
Bloom in another May ? 

*'The seed springs like the herb, hut 
not the same; 

And like us, not the same, our children 
rise i 

The type survives, though siiflering 
gradual change, 

'fhe individual dies. 

**llow shall one seek to sever, eVn in 
thought, 

' Boiiy and soul; how show to doubting 
ej'es 

Thai this returns to dust, while the 
other soars 

Deathless beyond the skies ? 

** And if it be a lovely dream—no more, 

And life is ended with our latest breath, 

May not the same sweet fancy })ave 
devised 

The Lord of life and death? 

^*We know Him not at all, nor may 
conceive 

B^inning or yet ending. Is it mure 

; To inuge on Eternal World, than one 

W^re nothii^ was before ? 

1 

** Whence came the Maker? Was He 
nncieate? 

mmt afll things else created 
he? 

I'Wns He created? Then, the Lord 1 
seiw, 

' Lies'CiTihcrnflr than He. 


** Or if He be indeed, yet the soul dies. 

Why, what is He to us? not here, not 
here 1 

His judgments fall, wrong triumphs 
here-^right sinks; 

What hope have we, or fear ?'* 

I could not answer, yet when others 
came, 

Affirming He was not, and bade me 
live 

In the present only, seising unconcerned 
What pleasure life could give, 

' » • 

My doubt grown fiercer, scoffed at 
them, ** Oh fools. 

And blind, your joys T know ; the uni¬ 
verse 

Confutes you ; can you see right yield 
to might. 

The better to the worse,— 

** Nor burn to adjust them ? If it were 
a dream, 

Would all men dream it? Can your 
thought conceive 

'1 he end you tell of better than the life. 
Which all men else believe ? 

**Or if we shrink as from a hateful 
voice, 

From mute analogies of frame and 
shape, 

Surely no other than a breath Divine 
Gave reason to the ape.*’ 

** What made all men to call on Go<) ? 
what taught 

The soarii^ soul its lofly heavenward 
flight? 

What led us to discern the strait bounds 
set. 

To sever wrong from ri^t? 
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Be lure, no easier is it to declare 

He is not than He is:’* and I who 
sought 

Firm ground, saw here the same too 
credulous faith 

And impotence of thought. 

And when they brought me their fan¬ 
tastic creed, 

With a figment for a god—mock cere¬ 
monies— 

Man worshipping himself -mock priests 
to kill 

The soul’s high liberties. - 

1 spurned the folly with a curse, nnd 
turned 

'I'd dwell with my own soul apart, and 
there 

l‘'ottnd no companion but the old doubt 
grown 

To an immense despair. 

• • • • 

Then, as a man who, on a sunny day, 

Feeling some trinal ache, unknown be¬ 
fore, 

Cioes careless from his liappy home, 
and seek» 

A wise physician’s door. 

Ami when he comes forth, neither 
heeds nor sees 

The joyous tide of life or smiling sky. 

But always, always hears a ceaseless 
voice 

Repeatii^ "Thou shall die.” 

V 

So all the world flowed by, and all my 

. ^ays 

hhe im empty vision, and l-said, 

** tlierf is no help in life j seeming to 
live, 

Vftf are bat as the dead** 


And thus, I tossed alxtut long time; 
at last 

Nature rebelled beneath the constant 
pain, 

And the dull sleepless care forgot itself, 
In frenzy of the brain. 

And sometimes all was blackness, tin* 
relieved, 

And sometimes I would wander day 
and night, 

Through fiery long arcades, which 
seared my brain 
With flakes of blinding light. 

And then 1 lay unmoved in a gray 
calm; 

Not life nor death, and the past came 
to seem 

Thought, act, faith, doubt, things of 
but lu Je worth 
A dream within a dream. 

• • • « 

But, when I saw my country like a 
cloud. 

Sink in the East, and the free ocean- 
wind 

Fanned life’s returning flame nnd 
roused again 

Slow pulse and languid mind ; 

Soon the great rush and mystery of the 
sea, 

The grisly depths, ^e great waves 

• surging tm, 

Dark with white i^uming crests which 
threaten death, 

Swoop 1^, and so are gone. 

And the strong ^ise of wesiuMssi, M. 
Vesped—' 

Tossed hij^, plui^e^ Ipw, thna^ 
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And slept in laith, that some poor 
seaman woke 

To guide our course aright. 

AU lightened something of my load, 
and seemed 

To solace me a little, for they taught. 

That the impalpable unknown might 
stretch, 

Even to the realms of thought. 

And so 1 wandered into many lands, 

And over many seas; I fell the chill 

Which in mid*ocean strikes on those 
who near 

The spirC'Crowned icy hill, 

And threaded fairy straits beneath the 
palms, 

Wliure, year by year, the tepid waters 
sleep; 

And where, round coral isles, tlie 
sudden sea 

Sinks its unfathomed deep. 

Upon the savage feverish swamp, I trod 

The desert sands, the fat low plains of 
the East; 

On glorious storied shores and those 
where man 

Was ever as the beast. 

And, day by day, I felt my frozen soul, 

.Soothed by the healing influence of 
change, , 

Grow softer, registering day by day, 

Things new, unknown, and 
strai^e. 

Not therefore, holding urhat it spumed 
before, 

Nor tolvii^ riddles, which before per- 
pfoxed; 


But with new springs of sympathy, no 
more 

By impotent musings vexed. 

• « ^ • * 

And last of all I knew the lovely land 

Which was most mighty, and is still 
most fair ^ 

Where world-wide rule and heaven¬ 
ward faith have left 
Their traces everywhere. 

And as from province to province I 
wandered on, 

City or country, all was fair and sweet; 

The air, the fields, the vines, the dark- 
eyed girls. 

The dim arcaded street; 

The minsters lit for vespers, in the cool; 

Gay bridals, solemn burials, soaring 
chant, 

Spent ill high naves, gray cross, and 
wayside shrine, 

And kneeling suppliant; 

And painting, strong to aid the eye of 
faith, 

And sculpture, figuring awful destinies: 

Thin campaniles,crowning lake-lit hills, 
And sea-worn palaces. 

Then, as the sweet days passed me one 
by one. 

New tides of life through body and 
soul were sent; 

And daily sights of beauty worked a 
calm 

Inefiable content. 

And soon, as in the spring, ere ftost^ 
are done, 

Deep down in earth the black roots 
quicken and start. 
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I seemed to feel a spring of faith and 
love 

Stir through my frozen heart. 

• » » « 

Till one still summer eve, when as I 
roused 

By a fair lake, from many a silvery bell, 

Thrilled from tall towers, I heard the 
Angel us, 

Deep peace upon me fell. 

And following distant organ swells, I 
passed 

Within the circuit or.n lofty wall, 

And thence within dim aisles, wherein 
I heard 

The low chant rise and fall. 

And clark forms knell upon the ground, 
and all 

Was gloom, save where some dying 
day*beam shone, 

High in the roof, or where the votive 
lamp 

Burned ever dimly on. 

Then whether some chance sound or 
solemn word 

Across my soul a precious influence cast. 

Or whether the fair presence of a faith 

Born of so great a Past, 

Smote me t the wintry glooms were 
past and done. 

And once again the Spring-time, and 
once more 

Faith from its root bloomed heaven¬ 
ward—and I sank 

Weeping upon the floor. 

« • * » 

Long time within that peaceful home 
I dwdt 

With those grave brethren, spending 
silent days 


And watchful nights, in solemn reverent 
thought, 

Mode glad by fre<luen^praise. 

And the awakened longing for the 
Truth, 

With the great dread of what had been 
before, 

The ordered life, the nearer view' of 
heaven, 

Worked on me more and more. 

So that, I lived their life of prayer and 
praise, 

Alike in summer he.'ils and wintry 
snows. 

Facing chill cloisters *neath the waning 
stars, 

Long ere the slow sun rose. 

And speaking little, and bringing down 
iny soul 

With frequent fast and vigil, s.iw at 
length 

Truth’s face show daily clearer and 
more clear 

To failing bodily strength. 

For living in a mystical air, r'r.d 
parched 

With thirst for faith and truth; at last 
1 brought 

The old too-active Ic^c to enforce^ 

The current of my thoi^ht. 

And wishing to believe, I took fm 
true 

The duundess subtleties which dare to 
tell 

How the Eternal charged one band to 
hold 

The keys of heaven and beU. 
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**For if a faith be gtven» then must 
there be 

A Church to guard it» end a tongue to 
speak, 

.And an unerring mind to rule alike 
The strong souls and the weak.’* 

'*And, because God's high purpose 
stands not still, 

But He is ever with His own, the tide 

Of miracle and dogma ceases not, 

But flows down strong and wide, 

• 

**To the world’s ending.” So my 
mind fell prone. 

Before the Chur^; and tcachinf^ new 
and strange; 

. llie wafer, which to spirit and sense 
sustains 

Some dim incredible change— 

The substance which tho’ altered yet 
retains 

The self-same accidents; the Virgin 
Queen, 

Immaculate in birth, and without death, 
Soaring to worlds unseen— 

The legends, sometimes foolish, ofttimes 
fair, 

Of saints who set all natural laws at 
naught; 

The miracles, the portents, not the 
duurhij 

Of the old Pagan thought— 

Hkm d»o<dc me not at all, who only 
kMBged 

To drain th* healing draught of faith 

AjmI dreaded, with a eoward dread, the 

fho^ght 

Of .iht cM Iminer pain* 


The more incredible the tale, the more 

The merit of belief; the more I sought 

To reason out the truth, 1 knew the 
more 

The impotence of thought. 

.And thus the swift,months pMsed in 
prayer and pmise, 

Bringing the day when those toll gates 
should close, 

And shut me out from thought and 
life and all 

Our heritage of woes. 

• • » * 

Then, one day, when the end drew 
very near. 

Which should blot out the past for 
ever, and I 

Waited impatient, longing for the hour 

When my old self should die; 

I k"nelt at noon, within the darkened 
aisle. 

Before a doll tawdry with rich bro¬ 
cade, 

And all ablaze with gems, the precious 
gifts 

Which pious hands had made: 

Nor aught of Grange 1 saw, so changetl 
was 1, 

In that dull fetish; nay, heaven’s gate 
unsealed. 

And the veiled angels bent before the 
throne. 

Where sat their Lord revealed. 

While like a flood the ecstasy of faith 

Surged high and higher, swift to fall at 
last 

Lower and lower, when the rapture 
failed 

And ftuled, and wa<i past. •' 
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Lo, a sweet sunbeam, straying through 
the gloom 

Smote me, as when the first low shaf^ 
of day 

Aslant the night-clouds shoots, and 
momently 

Chases the mists away. 

And that ideal heaven was closed, and 
all 

That reverend house turned to a dark¬ 
ened room, 

A den of magic, masking with close 
fumes 

The odours of the tomb. 

« • « « 

Then passed I forth. Again my soul 
was free; 

Again the summer sun and exquisite air 

Made all things smile; and life and joy 
and love 

Beamed on me everywhere. 

And over all the earth there went a 
stir, 

A movement, a renewal. Round the 
spring 

In the broad village street, the dark¬ 
eyed girls 

Were fain to dance and sing 

For the glad time. The children 
played their play, 

Like us who play at life; light bursts 
of song 

Came from the fields, and to the village 
dkurch 

A bridal passed along. 

Far on the endkss plain, the swift 
steam drew ' I 

A soft white riband. Down the lazy! 
flow 


Of the broad stream, I marked, round 
sylvan bends, 

The seaward barges go. 

The brown vtne-dresser, bent among 
his vines. 

Ceased sometimes from his toil to hold 
on high 

His laughing child, while his deep- 
bosomed wife 
Cheerful sat watching by. 

And nil the world was glad, and full 
of life, 

And 1 grew glad with it, and quickly 
came 

To sec my past life as it was, and 
feel 

A salutary shame. 

For what was it I had wished ? To set 
aside 

The perfect scheme of things, to live 
apart 

A sterile life, di\'orced from light and 
love, 

Sole, with an empty heart. 

And wherefore to fatigue the Etmnal 
ear 

W'ith those incessant hymns of barren 
praise? 

Does not a sweeter sound go • up to 
Him 

From wdl-spent toilsome days,— 

And natural life, refined by honest 
love, 

And sweet unselfish lituigiesof home, . 

Heaven's will, borne onward ^ 
obedient souls, 

Careless iA whm vaay cofme? 
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Whttt need has He for praise? Forest 
and field, 

The winds, the seas, the plains, the 
monntains, praise 

Their Maker, wi^ a grander litany 
Than our poor voices raise. 

What need has He of them? And 
looking back 

To those gray walls which late had 
shown so fair, 

I felt as one who from n dungeon 
’scapes 

To free unfettered air. 

And half distrustful of myself, and full 

Of terror of what might be, once more 
fled. 

With scarce a glance behind, os one 
who flees 

A city of the dead. 

• • • • 

All through that day and night 1 jour* 
neyed on 

To the northward. With the dawn a 
tender rose 

Blushed in mid-heaven, and looking 
up, 1 saw 

Far off, the eternal snows. 

Then all day higher, higher, from the 
plain, 

Beyond the tinkling folds, beyond the 
fair 

Dense, self-sown chestnuts, then the 
scented pines. 

And then an eager air, 

i And tfien the ice-flelds and the cloud¬ 
less heavens; 

[ And ever as I ditnfaed, t seemed to cast 

, My former self bdidnd, and oil the ra|^ 
Of thai nrilovdy past: 


The doubts, the superstitions, the 
regrets, 

The awakening; as the soul which 
hears the loud 

Archangel summon, rising, easts be¬ 
hind 

Corruption and the shroud. 

For I was come into a higher land, 

And breathed a 4 >urer air than in the 
past; 

And He who brought me to the dust 
of death 

Had holpen me at last. 

• # * • 

What then ? A dream of sojourn 'mid 
the hills, 

A stir of homeward travel, swift and 
brief, 

Because the very hurry of the change 

Brought somewhat of relief. 

A dream of a fair city, the chosen 
seat I 

Of all the pleasures, impotent to stay 

The thirsty soul, whose water-springs 
were laid 

In dear lands far away. 

t 

A dream of the old crowds, the smoke, 
the din 

Of our dear mother, dearer far than 
fair; 

The home of lolly souls and busy 
brains, 

Keener tot that thick air. 

Then a long intm-val of patient toil, 

Building the gradual framework of my 
art. 

With eyes which cared no more to seek 
the whole, 

Fast fixed upon the part. 

# 
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And mind, which shunned the general, 
absorbed 

In the particular only, till it saw 

What boundless possibilities lie for 
men 

Twixt matter and high law I 

How that which may be rules, not that 
which must; 

And absolute truth ^revealed, would 
serve to blind 

The soul's bright eye, and scar viih 
tongues of flame 

The sinews of the iniml. 

How In the web of life, the ihrcatl of 
truth 

Is woven with error; yet a vesture 
fair 

Comes from the loom—a precious royal 
robe 

Fit for a god to wear. 

Till at the lost, upon the crest of toil 

Sat Knowledge, and I gained a newer 
truth: 

Not the pale queen of old, but a soft 
maid, 

Filled with a tender ruth. 

And, ray by ray, the clear*faced unity 

Orbed itself forth, and lo I the noble 
throng 

Of patient souls, who sought the truth 
in act, 

And grew, throngh silence, strong. 

Till prising union more than dissidcnce, 

And hrddtng dear the race, 1 came to 
prove 

A qwing ctf qnnpathy within, which 
swelled 

To a deep stream of love. 


And Knowledge gave me gold, and 
power, and fame, 

And honour; and Love, a clearer, 
surer view: 

Thus in calm depths I moored my 
weary soul 

Fast anchored to the True. 


And now the i>ast lies far aw.iy, and 1 

Cnn scarce recall those vanished days 
again; 

No more the old faith stirs me, and no 
more 

Comes the old liarren |uiiii. 

For now each day brings its appointed 
toil, 

And every hour its grateful sum of care; 

And life grows sweeter, and the gracious 
world 

.Shows day by day more fair. ^ 

Fur now I live a two-fold life; my own 

And yet another's; and another heart 

Which beats to mine, makes glad the 
lonely world 

Where once I lived opart. 

And little lives are mine to keep un¬ 
stained. 

Strange mystic growths, which day by 
day expand. 

Like the flowers they are, and set me 
in a fair 

► 

Perpetual wonderland. 

New senses, gradual hu^age, dawnhig 
mind, ^ 

And with e^ day that panes, traced 
larae strong 

On those white tablets, awfid charaetm 

That tdl of ri|^t and'wvoag. 
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And what hud wrote them ? One brief 
life declined. 

Went from ns, ud is not. Ah! what 
and where 

Is that fair soul ? Surely it somewhere 
blooms 

In purer, brighter air. 

What took it hence, and whither ? Can: 
I bear | 

To think, that 1 shall turn to a herb, a 
tree, 

A little earth or lime, nor core for these, 
Whatever things may l>e ? 

Or shall the love ud pity 1 feel for 
these 

End here, nor find a higher type or 
task? 

1 am as God to them, bestowing more 
Thu they deserve or ask. 

And shall I find no Father ? Shall my 
being 

Aspire in vain for ever, and always tend 

To an impossible goal, which none 
shall reach,— 

An aim without an end ? 

Or, dtall 1 heed them when they bid 
me take 

No care for aught but what my brain 
may prove ? 

1, throngb whose inmost depths from 
Imth to death. 

Strange buveoward currents 
move i 

Vague wbispeta, in^piratiens, memories, 

SaactMei, yeamingi, secret question¬ 

ing 

And oft amid rise fidlest blase of noon, 
lliertiriiof Iddden wings? 


Kay; my soul spurns it! Less it is to 
know 

Than to have faith: not theirs who cast 
away 

The mind God gave them, eager to adore 

Idols of baser clay, 

but tlieii^ who marking out the bounds 
of mind, ' 

And where thought rules, content to 
understand. 

Know tliot beyond its kingdom lies a 
dread 

Immeasurable land. 

A land which is, tliough fainter than a 
cloud. 

Full of sweet hopes and awful destinies: 

A dim lud, rising when the eye is clear 

Across the trackless seas. 

• * # * 

O life ! O death ! O faithful wandering 
soul! 

O riddle of being, too liard to under¬ 
stud ! 

These are Thy dreadful secrets. Lord; 
and we 

The creatures of Thy hand. 

O wells of consciousness, too deep for 
thoughti 

These are Thy dwelling, awful Lord 
Divine; 

Thine are we still, the creatures of 'ilty 
hud. 

Living and dying. Thine. 

THE WEARY RIVER. 

There is a ceaseless river, 

Which flows down evermcoe 

Into a wailing ooeu, 
j A sea without a ^ore 
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Broken by laughing ripple^ 
Foaming with angry swell, 

Sweet music os of heaven, 

Deep thunder as of helK 

Gay fleets float down upon it, 

And sad wrecks, full of pain : 

But all alike it hurries 
To that unchanging main. 

Sometimes *tis foul and troubled. 
And sometimes clear and pure ; 

But still the river flows, and still 
The dull sea doth endure. 

And thus ’twill flow for ever, 

Till time shall cease to be : 

O weary, weary river, 

O bitter, barren sen. 


TRUTH IH FALSEHOOD. 

Your little hand in mine I rest: 

Tlie slender fingers, white and long, 
Lie in my broad palm, rude and 
strong, 

Like birdjings in their nest. 

Yours, like yourself, so soft and while. 
So delicately free from soil; 

Mine sunbrowned, hard with moil 
and toil. 

And seamed with scars of fight. 

Dear love 1 sometimes your innocence 
Strikes me widi sudden chills of fear; 
What if you saw before you, dear, 
Tlte secret gulfs of sense ?— 

The coarseness, the deceit, the sin. 

We know, who 'mid the sordid crowd 
Mutt press, nor midst the tumult loud 
Can hear the voice within ? 


What if you saw me with the eyes 
Of others,—nay, my (Own,—or heard 
The unworthy tale, the Uting word, 
The sneer that worldlings prize ? 

Or knew me as I am indeed, 

No hero free from blot or stain, 

But a poor soul who drugs his chain 
With halting feel that bleed,— 

Who oft'tim'e slips and falls, content, 
Though bruised and weary, faint and 
worn, 

He toils all night, if with the mom 
When life and strength are spent, 

He sees some far-off struggling ray. 
Dispel the pal|>able obacure, 

And on the eastern liills, the pure 
White footprints of the day? 

But you, oh love, can never know 
These darkling paths; for you the 
light 

Shines always changeless, always 
bright, 

The self'samc tempered glow. 

And love with innocencp combined 
The nunnery of your heart riiall 
guard, 

And faith with eye bnfuUng ward 
The jev/el of your mind. 

« 

So be it: 1 would socmer be 
Steeped to the lips in lie and cheat,. 
A very monster ^ deedt, 

Than bare myself to thee. 

Nay, rather would I ^re to hear 
At that great Day from Ups of flame^ 
Kown to all fioirii tale of 
Than whispered in thine ear. 
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Stnwge riddle* to those who never 
knew 

Of good with evil intertwined 
The two'fold self, the links that bind 

The false things to the true ; 

But to the seeing eye more dear 
Than blaee of noonday. So be sure 
If such deceit might keep thee 
pure, 

Td glory in it* dear. 

riVO VOYAGES. 

Two ships which meet upon the ocean 
waste* 

And htay a little while, and interchange 

Tidings from two strange lands, which 
lie beneath 

l^acb its own heaven and particular 
stars, 

And fain would tarry; but the im< 
patient surge 

Calls, and a cold wind from the setting 
sun 

Divides them, and they sadly drift apart, 

And fade, and sink, and vanish, ’ncath 
the verge-— 

One to the breathless- plains and 
treacherous seas 

Smitten the tyrannous Sun, where 
foiM alone 

Withers amid the bounteous outer- 
world. 

And prodigal Nature dwarfs and chains 
the man— 

(One to eold rains, rude winds, and 
hmigty wavea 

|\Spilt mi the frowi^tig granite, niggard 


And snows and mists which starve the 
vine and palm, 

But nourish to more glorious growth 
the man. 

One to the scentless flowers and song¬ 
less birds, 

Swift storms and poison stings and 
ravening jawa: 

One to spring violets and nightingales, 

Sleck-coated kine and honest gray-eyed 
skies. 

One to lie helpless on the stagnant sea, 

Or sink in sleep beneath the hurricane; 

One to speed on, ivhite-winged, through 
hummer oins, 

Or BOW the rocks w'ith ruin—who 
shall leli ? 

So with two souls which meet on life's 
broad deep, 

And cling tc^cthcr but may not stay; 
for Time 

And Age and chills of Absence wear 
the links 

Which bind them, and they part for 
evermore— 

One to the tropic lands of fame and 
gold, , 

And feverish thirst and weariness of 
soul; 

One to long struggles and a wintiy life, 

Decked with one sweet white bloom of 
happy love. 

For each, one fate, to Jive and die 
apart, 

Save for some passing smile of kindied 
souls; 

Then drift away alone, on opposite 
tides, 

To one dark harbour .ind iiivittble goal- 
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THE WISE RULE, 

" Time 6ies too fast, too fast our life 
decays.” 

Ah, faithless I in the present lies our 
being; 

And not in lingering love for vanished 
clays! 

“ Come, happy future, when my soul 
shall live.” 

Ah, fool! thy life is now, and not 
again: 

The future holds not joy nor pain to 
give t 

** Live for what is: future and past are 
naught.” 

Ah, blind I a flash, and what shall 
be, has been. 

Where, then, is that for which thou 
takest thought ? 

Not in what has been, is, or is to be. 

The wise soul lives, but in a wider 
time. 

Which U not any, but contitins the 
thi-ec! 

77/E VOICE OF ONE CRYING. 

** Cry, cry aloud in the land, cry aloud 
in the streets of the city; 

Cry and proclaim that no more shall 
Uie blood of the people be shed. 

Too long have the great ones waxed 
> strong, without justira or any 

pity. 

Too long have they ground down the 
po(^, and eatm the people as 
bread.” 

Thus siud the voice hmm the dead. 


** Terrible voice, I said, immodente, 
voice of unreason, 

Not of themselves do the lowly ones 
mourn, dr the great ones rejoice; 

He who hath made them unequal, 
hath mode all things in their 
season; 

If they are mighty and strong, they 
were made without freedom or 
choice.” 

“ Cry, cry aloud,” said the voice, 

"'How shall the sins of the few be 
reckoned against the many ? 

Are there no tender hearts and kind 
’midst the selfish and proud ; 

Merciful souls and pure, full of love for 
their sufiering brothers; 

Pitiful, touched with compassion and 
care for the desolate crowd ? ” 
“Cry,” said the voice, “cry aloud.” 

“ Nay, but the world is ruled by merd* 
less rules unbending; 

The feeble folk fade from the Arth, 
and only the mighty remain; 

Not men alone, but all thixq^ send 
upwards a clamour unending; 

Always the whole creation travails in 
sorrow and pain. ’ 

“Ciy, 'said the voice, “cryagain.” 

“Are not our sins and our fathers* 
worked out in our chiMren’s. 
sorrow? 

Does not excess of laughter sink at its 
dose in a righ ? 

Mirth and enjoymwt to^lay tom to 
pain and repentance to*iiKwrow; 

Thousands are bom every hour, th Ihe'^ 
place of the thousands who die.” 
**Cry,” said the stubborn vc^s^ 
“cry.” 
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*\Lo! He hath made all things; good 
and evil, sorrow and (deasnre; 

Not as your ways are ills wap, yet are 
ye not all in His hand ? 

Just is He, though ye know not the 
measnre wherewith He will 
measure; 

Dark thii^ shall one day be clear; 
to cdiey is to understand t ” 

Thus that voice, solemn and grand. 


; OTHER HAys. 

V) Thrush, your song is passii^ sweet, 
But never a song that you have sung 
Is half so sweet as thrushes sang 
When my dear love and I were young. 

O Roses, you are sweet and red, 

Vet not so red nor sweet as were 
The roses that my ndstress loved 
To bind within her flowing hair. 


If In thy heart thou bearest seeds of 
hell. 

Though all nrtn smile, yrt wlmt shall 
be thy gain? 

Though all men frown, if truth and 
right Umain, 

Take thou no thought ibr aught; for it 
is well. . 

Take thott no thought for aught; nor 
deem it shame 

To lag behind while knaves and duUards 
rile; 

Thy soul asks higher guerdon, purer 
fame, 

Than to loom large and grand invu^r 
eyes. 

Though thou shouldst live thy life in 
vile estate. 

Silent, yet knouing that deep within 
thy breast 

Unkindl^ sparks of genius Ue re* 
pressed,*** 

Oieater is he who is, than scemetb. 


s 


Time flidies fragrance from the flower; 
Time steals the sweetness from the 
song; 

l<ove only scorns die tyrant's power, 
And with the growing yean grows 
'Strong. 


THE TRUE MAH. 

I 

Take thou no thought for aught sat* 
i^andtntth, 

IJfltholdli for finer soi^ no equal prtst j 
wndlh are baubles to th* 

wiafeiM 

wH^ 

And |lleiwm» fflet on swifter wing thin 
jonth. 


great. 

If thou shouldst spend long years of 
hope deferred. 

Chilled thro^h with doubt, and sicken* 

I tog to despair; 

I If as cares thideen friends grow edd 

{ and rate, 

; Nor fevoortog voice to all the throng 

I beheaid; 

If all nim praise him whom tbmi 
' know'sttobe 

Of lower aims and duller brain diaa 
thine^*— 

Take thou no tora^t, thengh all men 
die combine 

foi thy des^te; thdr praise is nangbl 
to thee. 
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Bethink thee of the irony of fete, 

How great men die inglorious and 
alone; 

How Dives sits within upon his thronCf 

While good ipen croudi with Lazarus 
at the gate. 

Our tree of life set on Time’s hither 
shore 

Blooms like the secular aloe once an 
age: 

The great names scattered on the 
historic page 

Are few indeed, but the unknown are 


Waste is the rule of life: the gay 
flowers spring, 

The fat fruits drop, upon the untrodden 
plaint 

Sea<safids at ebb are silvered o'er with 
pain; 

The fierce rain beats and mars the 
feeble wing; 

Fair forms grow fairer still for deep 
disease; 

Hearts made to bless are spent apart, 
alone. 

What claim hast thou to joy, while 
others moan? 

God made us all, and art thou more 
than these? 

Tidte thou no care for aught save truth 
and right; 

Cantent, Ifraehthy fiite,todteobsettrei; 

Wedth palls and honours, Fame may 
ji^ endure, 

sottls soon weary of delight. 

Keep IhnoiBei^ I be a31 n true aaa 
ought t 

lit neltlSr ^easttrt tempt, nor peins 
appal i 


Who hajh this, he hath all things, 
having naught; 

Who hath it not, hath nothing, having 

fdl. 


I PASS/ATG. 

j 

I To spring, to bloom, to fade,— 
This is the sum of the laborious years ; 
Life preludes death as laughter ends in 
tears: 

All things Uiat God has mode 
Sufler perpetual change, and may not 
tong endure. , 

We alter day by day; 

Each little moment, as life's current 
rolls, 

Stamps some faint impress on our 
yielding souls; 

We may not rest nor stay. 

Drifting on tides unseen to one dread 
goal and sure* 

I Our being is compassed rouml 
I With miracles; on this our Ufe>long 
I sleep, 

I Strange whispers rise from the suto 

rounding deep, 

Like that W'etrd ocean sotthd 
Borne in still aummer nights on weary 
watching ears, 

The selves we leave behind 
Affright us like the ghosts of friende 
long dead; 

The old love vaaidicd in file pnaest 
dread, . , 

They nat us to fod 
New sorrows, alten liopes, stnffige 

^ pleasures, other fears. 
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FETTERS, 

0 

Oil who dhall say that we are free! 
Surely life's chains are strong to 
bind 

From youth to age, from birth to death. 
Body find mind. 

\Vc run the riotous race of youth, 

Then turn from evil things to good : 
’Tis but a slower pulse, a chill 
Of youth’s hot blood. 

We mount the difficult steeps of thought, 
Or pace the dusty paths of gain : 

’Tis but that sense receding leaves 
A keener brain. 

Time takes this too, and then we turn 
Our dim eyes to the hidden shore; 
Life palls, and yet we long to live,— 
Ay, nothing more. 

AVC/f AND ir/SE. 

Wild flowers in spring were sweet to 
childish hands 

As riches to the wretch possessing 
naught; 


And as the water^springs in desert 
lands 

Are the pale victories of patient 
thought: 

But sweeter, dearest, sweeter far, 

The hours when we together are. 

No more 1 know ihe childish joys of 
old, 

Nor yet have lenmt the grave delights 
of age: 

A miser, gloat I on thy locks* rich 
gold S 

A student, ponder on thy soul’s fair 
page* 

Thus do I grow both rich and wise, 

On these fair locks and those deep 
eyes. 

Therefore in wit and wealth do 1 in¬ 
crease. 

Poring on tliee, as on a fair writ 
book; 

No panic-fcar can make that rich stream 
cease, 

Nor doubt confuse the cryst.'il of thy 
look. 

Some to the mart, some to the oratory. 

May turn them : thou art both to me. 


/.OFF IN DEATH. 

Deak. heart! what a little time it is since Francis and I used to w*a1k 
From church in the still June evenings together, busy with loving talk ; 

And now he is gone, far away over seas, to some strange foreign country,*-*and 1 
Shall never rise from my bed any more, till the day when I come to die. 

I tried not to think of him during the prayers; but when his dear voice t heard, 
1 Mled to take part in'the hymn; for my heart fluttered up to my thrmt like a 
l»td, 

i And sontely a word of the sermon I ca^ht I doubt ’twas a grievous sin ; 
EBot *twaa only one poor tittle hour in the week that I had*to be happy in. 
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When the blessing was giiren, and we left the dim aisles for the light of the even* 
ing star; 

Though 1 durst not lift up my eyes from the ground} yet 1 knew that he was not 
far. 

And I hurried on, though 1 fain would have stayed, till 1 heard his footstep draw 
near; 

And love rising up in my breast like a dame, cast out every shadow of fear. 

Ah me I ’twas a pleasant pathway home,—•a pleasant pathway and sweet; 

Ankle deep through the purple clover; breast high ’mid the blossoming wheat; 

I can hear the landrails prate through the dew, and the night-jars' tremulous 
thrill, 

And the niglitingalc pouring her passionate sung from the hawthorn under the 
hill. 

One day, when \vc came to the wicket gate, 'neath the elms, where we used to 
part, 

His voice liegan to falter and break as he told me I had his heart. 

And I whispered liack that mine was his: we knew what we felt long ago ; 

Six weeks are os long as a lifetime almost, when you love each other so. 

.So u*e put up the banns, and were man and wife, in the sweet fading time of the 
year, 

And till Christmas was over and past, 1 knew no shadow of sorrow or fear. 

It seems like a dream already, alas ! a sweet dream vanished and gone, 

So hunied and brief while passing away, so long to look back upon. 

1 had only had him three little months, and the world lay frozen and dead, 

When the summons came^ which we feared and hoped, and he sailed over seas 
for our bread. 

Ah, well! it is fine to be wealthy and grand, and never tr need to part; 

But 'tis better far to love and l>e poor than be rich with an empty heart. 

Though 1 thought 'twould have killed me to lose him at first, yet was he not 
goir^ for me ? 

So I hid deep down in my breast all the grief, which 1 knew it would pain him 
to see. 

He'd surely be Imck by the autumn, he said; and since his last poasimiate kisa 

He has scarcely been out of my thoughts, ddy or night, for a moment, from that 
day to this. 

When I wrote to him how I thou^t it would be, and he answered so foil of 
love, 

Ah 1 there was not an angel happier than I, in all the white chorus shove. 
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And 1 seemed to be lonely no longer, the days and the weeks passed so swiftly 
away: 

And the March winds died, and the sweet April showers gave place to the 
blossoms of May. 

And then came the sad summer eve, when 1 sat with the little frock in the sun, 
And Patience ran in with the news of the ship^Ah, veil t may His will be 
done. ' 

They said that alt hands were lost, and I swooned away on the floor like a 
stone; 

And another life came, ere 1 knew he was safe, and my own was over and gone. 
• « • • • ■ * • 

And now I Ue helpless here, and shall never rise up again; 

1 grow weaker and weaker, day by day, till my wodeness itself is a pain. 

Every morning the slow dawn creeps; every evening I see from my bed 
‘Hie orange-gold fade into lifeless gray, and the old evening star overhead. 

^Sometimes 1^ the tw'ilight dim, or the awful birth of the day. 

As I lie, very still, not asleep nor awake, my soul seems to flutter away; 

And 1 float far beyond the stars, till I thrill with a rapturous pnin, 

And the feeble touch of a tiny hand recalls me to life again. 

And the doctor says she will live. Ah I 'tis hard to leave her alone. 

And to think she will never know, in the world, the love of the mother who^s 
gone. 

They will tell her of me, by-and-by, and perhaps she will shed me a tear; 

But if I dtould stoop to her bed in the night, she would start with a horrible 
fear. 

She will grow into girlhood, 1 trust, and will bask in the light of love. 

And I, if I gain to see her at all, diall only look on from above. 

I shall see her and cannot aid, though she fall into evil and woe. 

Ah, how can the angels find heart to rqoice, when they think of their dear ones 
•below? 

And Francis, he tdo will iorget me, and go on the journey of Hie; 

And I hope, thoagh 1 dare not think cd’ it yet, will take him another wife-— 

It wIDl hiodly be Patience, I think, tboii^ die liked him in days gone by. 

that why she came? Bat what thoughts ate these for one who is soon to 
die? . 

1 hc^ he will eome ere 1 go, though 1 feel no longer tiie thirst 

For IhewNind of his voice and the light of his eye, which 1 used to fed at first. 
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D£A/i LITTLE IfAND^STILL WATERS. 


’Tis not that 1 care for him less, Iwit death dries, with a linger of lire^ 

The tender s])rings of innocent love and the torrents of strong desire. 

And I know we shall meet again. I have done many things that are wrong, 

But surely the Lord of Life and of Love cannot bear to be angry long. 

I am only a girl of eighteen, and have had no teacher but love; 

And, it may be, the sorrow and pain 1 have known will be counted for roc 
above. 

For I doubt if the minister knows all the depths of the goodness of God, 

When he says, lie is jealous of earthly love, and bids me bow down 'neath the 

rml. 

He is learnkl and wise, I know, but somehow to dying eyes 

God opens the secret doors of the shrine that are closed to the learnM and wise. 

So now I am ready to go, for I know He will do what is best, 

Thougit He call me away while the sun is on high, like a child sent early to rest. 
I should like him to see her first, though the yearning is over and past: 

Thit what is that footstep upon the stair? Oh, ray darling at last, at last! 


DEAR LITTLE HAND. 

Pear little hand that clasps my own, 
Embrowned with toil and seamed 
vrith strife; 

Pink little fingers not yet grown 
To the poor strength of after-life,— 

Dear little hand! 

Pear little eyes which smile on mine 
With the first peep of morning light; 

How Apribwet with tears, or fine 
With dews of pity, or laughing 
bright. 

Dear little eyes! 

Pear Httle voice, whose broken speech 
AH eloquent utterance eao transcend; 

$weet chHdisb wtedom atroi^ to reach 
A holier deep than love or friend: 

Pear IhtYe voice 1 


Dear little life I my care to keep 
From every spot and stain of sin; 

Sweet soul foredoomed, for joy or pain. 
To struggle and~»which? to fail or 
win? 

Dread mystical life! 

STILL WATERS. 

A CRUEL little stream I know. 

Which slowly, slowly crawls between 
The ooze banks, fringed with sedges 
green, 

That serve to bind its feeble flow. 

So sheltered that no passing bireatb 
Of west>wind stirs it; nay, the blast 
Whidi 8tri|» the tall elms and is 
past. 

Scarce wakes to life its fecc deaths 
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On its binck fmiiue year by year 
^ The mardi flowers, grown nntiinety 
old, 

Shed their soft petals like a tear, 

And hopeless drown their faded 
gold. 

Deep in its darkling depths the pike 
Darts with his cruel jaws ; by night 
lire black eels, sinoous, serpent-like, 
Twist like fell ghosts that fear the 
light. 

S})ring shuns it, summer loves it not; 

The low fat fields are lit with bloom, 
But here the watery sedges rot, 

And all the months arc clothed with 
gloom. 

Autumn's first footstep sears to brown 
Its coarse green fringe; the first cold 
breath, 

Kre yet the oakdeaf flutters clown, 
Binds its dull life in icy death. 

1 hate, I hate you, crawling stream ! 
Dumb, creeping, murderous wretch, 
1 long 

To see the sunlit ripples gleam, 

To hear the torrent’s jubilant song. 

But you, dull memster, all the years 
ItU.rolling on your sullen flood, 

And take your fill of mortal tears; 

Vet, like the CSiurchinen, spill not 
Idood. 

The diik gi^^ in the ice, the boat 
Kid tqptmittd, or the drifting oar; 

Or, old, the Uttle coat, 

The idute ribtlies heaped t^pon the 

'’/'dMwei 


And some young life is over and 
gone, 

And some fond heart is broken in 
twain; 

And you flow smoothly, smoothly on. 
Taking no heed for death or pain. 

They come and grapple with hooks 
until 

They reach the sliniy deep, where 
lies <• 

The w'hite thing, very cold and still, 
With death’s gase in its stony eyes. 

And you just make a ripple, and then 
Flow smoothly onward: you wlie 
slew 

Young innocent lives of painted men. 
Long ere the crowded city grew ; 

And shall in far years yet to be, 

Pierce unborn mothers with that 
sharp pain, 

Which only a mother feels when he 
Who was her first-l>om comes again, 

A clay-cold heap. I would that I 
Had but the archangel's flaming 
brand; 

So would I burn thy dull springs dry. 
And choke thy flow with hills of 
sand. 

Yet why ? Whatever soft souls prate, 
Babbling of universal good, 

Ijove is the sister-child of hate, 

And all good things are bought with 
blood. 

Virtue were not if vice we» not, 

Nor darkness if there were not light, 

Creqp on; fulfil thy murderous lot; 

For Wror^ has equal life with Ri^t, 
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IN REGENT STREET, 

One of the nightly hundreds who 
pass 

Wearily, hojielessly, under the gas. 

But the old sad words had a strange 
new tone, 

And the wild laugh seemed to sink to 
a moan. 

So that turning os one constrained to 
look, 

The strange sight stifled the voice of 
rebuke: 

For I looked on a girl’s face pure and 
fair, 

Bltte>eyed, and crowned with a glory 
of hair, 

Such 08 my dead child-sister might 
own, 

Were she not a child still, but a 
woman grown; 

Full of the tender graces that come 

To the cherished light of an ancient 
home; 

Even to that touch of a high disdain. 

Which is bom of a name without blot 
or stain. 

Strange; os if one should chance to 
meet 

An angel of light in that sordid street I 

' P 

'*0 diUd, what maaeiy brings you 
here. 

To ^is fdooe of vitenen imd weeping 
and fear?*' 


** I am no more than the rest,” she 

siiid, 

Proudly averting her beautiful head ! 

llien no response, till some kinder 
word 

Stole in unawares, and her heart was 
stirred. 

** 1 was a wife but the other day, 

Now I am left without hope or stay ! 

** Work did I ask? What work is for 
you? 

What work can those delicate Angers 
do? 

“ Service? But how could 1 bear to 
part 

From the child with whom I had left 
my heart ? 

** Alms ?—Yes, at first; then a pitiless 
No: 

The State would provide me whither 
to go. 

** But in sordid prisons it laid my head 

With the thief and the harlot; there* 
fore I fled. 

** One thing alone had I left nntried, 

Then I put off the last rag of pride.” 

What came? * Yon were of «n hon¬ 
oured race, 

Now you must live with your own 
disgrace.' 

• « 

*<But many vnll buy where few will 
give, 

And I die every day that my 
live.” 


fXOM TffM DESEJiT-^DUMB, 
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Motherly love tank to this 1 A];^ wdl. 
Teach they not how He went down into 
hell: 

Only blind me in heart and brain, 

Or ever I look on the like again. 


FROM THE DESERT 


Thov hast visited me with Thy storms, 

And the vials of Thy sore displeasure 

Thou hast poured on my head, like a 
bitter draught 

Poured forth without stint or measure; 

Thou hast bruised me as flax is bruised ; 

Made me clay in the potter’s wheel; 

Thou hast hardened Thy face like steel, 

'And cast down my soul to the ground ; 

Burnt my life in the furnace of Are, 
like dross. 

And left me in prison where souls are 
bound: 

Yet my gain is more than my loss. 


What if Thou hadst led my soul 
To the pastures where dull souls feed; 
And set my steps in smooth paths, far 
away 

From the feet of those that bleed ; 
Penned me in low, fat plains, 

Where the air is as still as death, 

And Thy great winds are sunk to a 
hreadi. 


And Thy torrents a crawling stream, 
f And the thick steam of wealth goes up 
day and night, 

’ Tih Thy son gives a veiled l^ht, 

; And heaven shows like a vanished 
I 


iJYbat MTChoo hadM set my feet 
rich in ag;il^Bd room; 


And made me to idt where the scomms 
sit, 

Scoffing at death and doom ! 

What if I had hardened my heart 
With dark counaels-line upon line; 

And blunted my soul adth meat and 
wine, * 

Till my ears had ~ grown deaf to the 
bitter cry 

Of the halt and the weak and the 
impotent; 

Nor hearkened, lapt in a dull content. 
To the groanings of those who die ! 

My being had waxed dull and dead 
With the lusts of a gross desire; 

But now Thou hast purged me thnjiiglily, 
and burnt 

My shame with a living Are. 

So burn me, and purge my will 
Till no vestige of self remain. 

And 1 stand oat white without spot or 
stain. 

Then let Thy flaming angel at last 
Smite from me all that has been before; 
And sink me, freed from the load of 
the past. 

In lliy dark depths evermore. 


DUMB, 

All men arc poets if they might but 
tell 

The dim ineilable changes which the 
sight 

Of natural beauty works on them: (be 
charm 

Of those Arst days of Spring, when life 
revives 

And all the wmrld is bloom : the white- 
IHflged green 

Of summer seas swirling around the base 

fi 
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Of overhanging cUfis; the golden 
gleam 

Seen from some breery hill, where far 
and wide 

The fields grow ripe for harvest; or the 
storm 

Smiting the leaden surf, or echoing 

On nightly lakes and unsuspected hills, 

Revealed in lurid light; or first per* 
ceived, 

High in mid-heaven, above the rosy 
clouds, 

The everlasting snows. 

And Art can move, 

To higher minds, an influence as great 

As Nature's self; when the rapt gazer 
marks 

The stainless mother folding arms 
divine 

Around the Eternal Child, or pitying 
love 

Nailed to the dreadful cross, or the 
white strength 

Of happy heathen gods, or serpent 
coils 

Binding the agonized limbs, till from 
their pain 

Is born a thing of beauty for all lime. 

And more than Nature, more than Art 
can move 

The awakened soul—heroic soaring 
deeds; 

When the young champion falls in 
hopeless fight, 

Striking for home; or when, by truth 
constrained. 

Hie martyr goes forth cheerful to his 
fete—• 

The dungeon, or the torture, or, more 
hard, 

Tite averted gaze of frie^ids^ the loss of 
love. 


The loneliness of soul, whidt truth too 
oft 

Gives to reward the faith which casta 
aside 

All things for her; or saintly lives 
obscure, 

Spent in a sweet compassion, till they 
gain. 

Living, some glow of heaven ; or pas* 
sionate love, 

Bathing our poor world in a mystic 
light. 

Seen once, then lost for ever. These 
can stir 

Life to its depths, till silence grows a 
load 

Too hard to bear, and the rapt soul 
would fain 

Speak witli strange tongues which 
startle as they come, 

Like the old saints who spake at 
Pentecost. 

But we are dumb, we arc dumb, and 
may not tell 

What stirs within us, though the soul 
may throb 

And tremble with its passion, though 
the heart 

Dissolve in weeping: dumb. Nature 
may spread 

Sublimest sights of beauty; Art in¬ 
spire 

High thoughts and pure of God«like 
sacrifice; 

Yet no word comes. Heroic daring 
deeds 

Thrill us, yet no word comes; Hre are 
dumb, we are damb» 

Save that from finer souls at times may 
rise, 

Once in an age, fiunt marticQlatc^ 
sounds. 
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Low hAUing tones of wonder, such as 
come « 

From children looking on the stars, but 
still 

With power to open to the listening 
ear 

The Fair Divine Unknown, and to 
unseal 

Heaven's inner gates before us ever¬ 
more. 

Ah, few and far between ! The earth 
grows green, 

Art's glorious message speaks from year 
to year, 

Great deeds and high are done from 
day to day, 

But the voice comes not which has 
power to woke 

The sleeping soul within, and animate 

The beauty which informs them, lend¬ 
ing speech 

To what before was dumb. They 
come, they go, 

Those sweet impressions spent on sepa¬ 
rate souls, 

Like raindrops on the endless ocean- 
plains, 

Lo»t as they fall. The world rolls on; 
lives spring, 

Blossom, and fade ; the play of life is 
played 

More vivid than of old—a wider stage, 

With more consummate actors; yet 
fhe dull. 

Cold deeps of sullen silence swallow up 

The strain, and it is lost. But if we 

mig^ 

Paint all things as they are, And voice 
tpspeak 

The though now mute within us, let 
tlicioal 

Trace ^ its sensative intrface vividly. 


As does the sun our features, all the 
play 

Of passion, all the changeful tides of 
thought, 

The mystery, the beauty, the delight. 
The fear, the horror, of our lives,—our 
being 

Would blaze up heavenward in a sud¬ 
den flame, 

Spend itself, and be lost. 

Wherefore ’tis well 
This narrow boundary that hedges in 
'I'he strong and weak alike. Thought 
could not live, 

Nor speech, in that pure sether which 
girds round 

Lifers central dwelling-place. Only 
the dull 

And grosser atmosphere of ear|.h it is 
Whidi vibrates to the sweet birds' song, 
and brings 

Heaven to the W'oudcring car. Only 
the stress, 

I'he pain, the hope, the longing, the 
constraint 

Of limited faculties circling round and 
round 

I'he grim circumference, and finding 
naught 

Of outlet to the dread unknown be¬ 
yond, * 

Can tend the poet voice. Only the 
weight, 

The dulncss of our senses, which makes 
dumb 

And hushes half the finer utterance, 
Makes possible the song, and modulates 
The too exalted music, that it falls 
So soft upon the Ustening sou], that 
Ufe, 

"Not withered by the awful harmony, 
Nor drunk with too much sweetness, 
nor struck blind 
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By the too vivid presence of the 
Unknown, 

Fulfils its round of duty—elevaleU, 

Not shun by too much splendour— 
comforted, 

Not thunder*smitten—soothed, not laid 
asleep— 

And ever, through the devious maze oif 
being, 

Fares in slow narrowing cycles to the 
end. 


FAITH WITHOUT SIGHT, 

m 

No angel comes to us to tell 
(jlad news of our belovM dead ; 

Nor at the old familiar board. 

They sit among us, breaking breatl. 

Three days we wait before the tomb, 
Nay, lifedong years; and yet no 
more, 

I'ur all our passionate tears, we find 
The stone rolled backward from the 
door. 

Vet are they risen as He is risen; 

For no eternal loss we grieve. 

BlessM are th(^ who ask no sign, 

And, never having seen, believe. 


CAGED, 

Al^ for fame! I saw a genius sit, 
Ihrainiog full bumpers with a trem¬ 
bling hand, 

And loli out rba|ffiodies of folly, lit 
By .soaring fancies hard to under¬ 
stand. 


Lonely he seemed, whom all men 
riiottld admire; 

And some were there who sneered a 
covert sneer, 

Quenching with logic cold the sacred 
fire; 

And one who hardly checked a rising 
tear 

Because life’s order binds with chains 
of steel 

The struggling individual soul; 
because 

The fur fine flower of life doth oft 
conceal 

A hidden worm which always frets 
and gnaws 

The inner heart from which all perfumes 
come, 

And round the deep-set core of 
golden fire 

Fuul creeping creatures make their 
constant heme— 

Bl.ick hatred, wild revolt, and gro^u 
desire. 

What is this bar that Nature loves to 
place 

Before the too aspiring heart and 

brain,—. 

* •> 

Bringing down goodly hopes to deep 
disgrace. 

Keeping high pleasure balanced by- 
low pain, 

pure thoughts by secret failings, subtler 
joys 

With grosser sense or hopeless depths 
• of woe,— 

Setting our lives in horrmi counter¬ 
poise, 

Which says. Thus far, no further 
shaltthougo. 
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1 -! it that Nature, envious of her own, 

ICvcn as the fabled gods of primal 
years, 

Because to too great stature it is 
grown, 

Hates her consummate work, and 
inly fears 

Lest the soul, once enfranchised, soar 
too high, 

Up to some Spiritual place of Souls, 

Where the world's feeble echoes faint 
and die, 

And in fine'waves a purer aether 
rolk? 

There is no infinite in Nature. All 

Is finite, set within a self-made 
bound. 

Thought builds round space itself a 
brasen wall, 

And hates the barren cycle’s endless 
round. 

Life grown too perfect is not life at all; 

Some hidden discords sweeten every 
strain; 

No virtue is, where is no power to fall, 

Nor true delight without a touch of 
pain. 

And this it is that limits evermore 

The life of man to this its low estate, 

And ^ves the soul’s light pinions power 
to soar 

Only a little space toward heaven’s 
gate. 

Creatures we are of the earth, and not 
the sky. 

Bound down, ^mstrained, confined; 
imd yet ’tia well: 

No aii^s wings are ours to mount on' 

hi^, 

Ko chains have power to keep our 
itHils ha hcU. 


And since to realms of thought we may 
aspire, 

Higher than these in which wc 
breathe and are. 

And know within the same creative 
fire 

As that which lights and warms the 
furthest star, 

So should our restless spirits grow con> 
tent 

With wiiat is theirs, nor covet to be 
free'; 

Since boundless power is oft most im¬ 
potent, 

And narrow bonds the truest liberty. 

TOO MUCH KNOWLEDGE, 

Oh, if we had but eyes to see 
The gloiy which around us lies. 

To read the secrets of the earth, 

And know the splendours of the 
skies; 

And if we had but ears to hear 
The psalm of life which upward rolls 

From desert tent and city street. 

From every meeting-place of souls; 

« 

And if we had but tongue's to tell 
llie dumb thoughts that shall ne’er 
be heard. 

The inarticulate prayers which rise 
From hearts ty passionate yearnings 

j stirred,— 

Our souls would parch, like Semelc's, 
When her dre^ Lord biased forth 

I confessed. 

Ah, sometimes too much knowledge 
blights. 

And ignorance indeed is blest 1 
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ON A FLIGHT OF LADY-BIRDS, 

Over the summer sea, 

Floating on delicate wings, 

Comes an unnumbered host 
or beautiful fragile tilings; 
Whence they have come, or what 
Blind impulse has forced them 
here, 

What still voice marshalled them out 
Over wide seas without fear, 

Von cannot tell, nor I. 

But to-day the air is thick 4 

With these strangcis from far 
away: 

On hot piers and drifting ships 
The weary travellers slay. 

• On the sands where to-night they 
will drown, 

On the busy waterside street, 
Trampled in myriads down 
By the careless wayfarers’ feet 
The beautiful creatures He. 

Who knows what myriads have sunk 
To drown in the oily waves, 

I'ill all our sea-side world shows 
Like a graveyard crowded with 
graves ? 

Humble creatures and small, 

How diall the Will which s\vay?> 
This enormous unresting ball, 
Through endless cycles of days, 
Take thought for them or care ? j 

• * \ 

And yet, if the greatest of kings, 
With tho wisest of sages com¬ 
bined, ' 

Never Could both devise— 

Strong arm and inventive mind— 


So wondrous a shining coat, 

I Such delicate wings and free, 

As have these small creatures which 
float 

Over the breathless sea 
On this summer morning so fain 

ft • • • 

And the life, the wonderful life, 

Which not all the wisdom of earth 

Can give to the humblest creature 
that moves 

The mystical process of birth— 

The nameless principle which doth 
lurk 

Far away beyond atom, or monad, 
or cell. 

And is truly His own most marvel¬ 
lous work— 

Was it good to give it, or, given, 
well 

To squander it thus away ? 

For surely a man might think 

So precious a gift and grand— 

God’s essence in part—should be 
meted out 

With a thri% and grudging hand. 

And hard by, on the yellowing 
com. 

Myriads of tiny jaws 

Are bringing the husbandman’s 
labour to scorn. 

And the cankerworm frets and 
gnaws, 

Which was mode for these for a 
prey. 

For a for these ? but, oh I 

Who shall read us the liddle of 
life— 

The prodigal waste, wMch naught 
can redress 

Bnt a cycle of sorrow and strife, 
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llie continual sequence of pain, 

The perpetual triumph of wrong, 

llie whole creaticm in travail to make 

A victory fcMr the strong, 

And not with frail insects alone? 

Ftf is not the scheme worked out 

Among US who are raised so high ? 

Are there no wasted minds among 
men— 

No hearts that aspire and sigh 

For the hopes which the years steal 
away, 

For the labour they love^ and its 
meed of fame, 

And feel the bright blade grow rusted 
within, 

Or are bom to inherited shame, 
And a portion with those that groan ? 

] low are wc fettered and caged 

Within our dark prison-house 
here! 

We are made to look for a loving 
plan; 

We find everywhere sorrow and 
fear. 

We look for the triumph of Good ; 

And, from all the wide world 
around. 

The lives that are spent cry upward 
to heaven. 

From the slaughter-house of the 
• ground. 

Till we feel drat Evil is lord. 

f 

And yet Ure we bound to believe, 

Be^Mise all our nature is so, 

Ifljlj^^uler touched by an infinite 

For ^ Hit cr^turea below. 

ikmod, thodjA a mocking fiend 
point ' 


To the waste, and ruin, and 
pain— 

Bound, though our souls should l>c 
bowed in despair— 

Bound, though wrong triumph 
again and again, 

And we cannot answer a word. 


ON AN OLD MINSTER, 

Old minster, when my years were few, 
And life seemed endless to the boy ; 
Clear yet and vivid is the joy 

With which I gazed and thought on 
you. 

Thin shaft and fiower-wrought capital. 
High-springing arch, and blazoned 
pane, 

Quaint gurgoyles stretching heads 
profane, 

And stately throne and carven stall. 

The long nave lost in vaporous gray, 
The mailed recumlrent forms which 
wait, 

In mockery of earthly state. 

The coming of the dreadful day.. 

The haunted aisles, the gathering 
gloom, 

By some stray shaft of eve made 
fair: 

The stjllness of the mouldering air, 

The fad^ trends of the tomb. 

I loved them alb What care had 1,— 
1, the young heir of all the Past,— 
That neither youth nor life mi^^t 
last. 

That all things living came to die t 





ON AN OLD MINSTER, 


The Fast waa spent, the Fast was done, 
The Present was my own to hold ; 
Far ofT within a base of gold 
Stretched the fair Future, scarce begun. 

For me did pious builders rear 
Those reverend walls; for me the 
song 

Of supplication, ages long, 

Had gone up daily, year by year. 

And thus I loved you; but to-day 
The long Fast near and nearer shows; 
Less bright, more clear, the Future 
grows, 

Anti all the world is growing gray. 

But you scarce bear a deeper trace 
Of time upon your solemn brow ; 

No sadder, stiller, grayer now, 

Than when I loved your reverend face. 

And you shall be when 1 am not; 

And you shall be a thing of joy 
To many a frank and careless Loy 
When I and mine are long forgot. 

Grave priests shall here with holy rage, 
Whose grandsires are as yet unborn. 
Lash, with fierce words of saintly 
scorn, 

The heats of youth, the greed of age. 

Proud prelates sit on that high throne, 
Whose young forefathers drive the 
plough 

While Norman lineage noda below. 
In aged tramp or withered crone. 

And udiite-haired traders feign to pray, 
Sunk deep in thoughts of gain and. 
gold; 

And street ,jBQwer4aces growii^ old, 
Give place to fresher blooms than they. 


With such new iht^pe of creed and 
rite 

As none now living may foretell; 

A faith of love which needs not 
hell, 

A stainless worship, pure and white. 

Or, may be, some reverting change 
i'o the old faith of vanished days: 
The incensed air, the mystic praise, 

The barbarous ritual, quaint and 
strange. 

Who knows ? But they ate wrong who 
say 

Man's work is brief and quickly past; 
If you through all these centuries 
last. 

While they who built you pass away. 

The wind, the rain, the sand, are slow; 
Man fades before his work; scant 
trace 

Time’s finger findeth to efface 

Of him whom seventy years lay low. 

The grass grows green awhile, and then 
Is as before ; the work he made 
Casts on his grave a reverend shade 

Through long successive lives of men. 

But he I where is he? Lo, his name 
Has vnnidied from his wonted place. 
Unknown his tongue, his creed, his 
race; 

Unknown his soaring hopes of fame. 

Only the creatures of the brain,— 

Just taws, wise jwecepts, dei^lcss 
verse; 

These weave a chaplet for Iheliearse, 

And through dl dmnge oncbangisd' 
remaia 
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These will I love ss fige creeps on; 
Gray nun$ter« these are ever young ; 
These shall he read and loved and 
sung 

When every stone of you is gone. 

No hands have built the monument 
Which to all ages shall endure ;— 
High thonghts and fancies, sweet and 
pure, 

Lives in the quest of goodness spent. 

These, thoi^h no visible forms confine 
Their spiritual essence fair; 

Are deathless as the soul they bear, 
And, as its Maker Is, divine. 


THE BJTTER HARVEST 

Who reaps the liarvest of his soul, 

And gamers up thought’s golden 
grain. 

For him in vain life's tempests rave, 
Fate’s rude shocks buflet him in vain. 

The storms which shipwreck feebler 
souls, 

Beat harmlessly on him; the wind, 
Which whirls away the domes of pride, 
Braces the sinews of his mind. 

He is set within a tower of strength, 
B^ond thick walls and cloisters 
Mitl; 

Wherc^ as he sits, no faintest breath 
Stirs fhe smooth current of his will. 

He is stretched in a smiling valley, 
: whete* 

hilis are dark, the full sun 
.lAiikes; 

sMofi epon the waving fields, 
A^;pi»ple dostoes on the vines. 


He lies in a boundless sylvan shade, 
While all the fields are ptfTchcd 
around; 

And hears a sweet bird, singing, sing¬ 
ing. 

With one clear monotone of sound. 

Far, for away from the busy crowd 
And chaffering of the mart, he stands, 
Like a statue on a lonely hill, 
Pondering a scroll within its hands. 

Or one who, from high convent walls, 
Looks down at eve upon the plain, 
And sees the children at their sport, 
And turns to chant and prayer again t 

So rich, and yet so very poor. 

So fruitful, }et so void of fruit; 
Removed from human hopes and fears, 
Far as the man is from the brute; 

So troubled, ’neath a face of calm; 

So bound with chains, though seem¬ 
ing free; 

So dead, though with a name to live. 
That it were better not to be. 


OF LOVE AND SLEEP. 

I SAW .Sleep stand by an enchanted 
wood, 

Thick lashes drooping o’er her heavy 
eyes: 

Leaning against a flower-cupped tree 
she stood, 

The night air gently breathed with 
slumbrous sighs. 

Such cloak of silence o’er the woild 
was spread, 

As cm Nile sands enshrouds the mighty 
dead. 
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About her birds were dumb, and blooms 
were bowed, 

And a thick heavy sweetness filled 
the air; 

White robed she seemed; and hidden 
ns in a cloud, 

A star-like jewel in her raven hair. 

Downward to earth her cold torch 
would she turn 

With feeble fires that might no longer 
burn. 

Ana in her languid limbs and loosened 
none 

Such beauty dwelt; and in her rip¬ 
pling hair, 

As of old time was hers, and hers 
alone. 

The mother of gods and men divinely 
fair; 

When whiter than white foam or sand 
she lay, 

The fairest thing beneath the eye of 
day. 

To her came Love, a comely youth and 
strong, 

Fair as the morning of a day in 
June; 

Around him breathed a jocund air of 
song, 

And his limbs moved as to a joyous 
tune: 

With golden locks blown back, and 
eyes aflame, 

To where the sleeping maiden leant, he 
came. 

Then they twain passed within that 
mystic grove 

Togathsr, and with them I, myself 
unseen. . 


ND SLEEP. 

Oh, strange, sweat land 1 wherein all 
men may prove 

The things they would, the thir^ 
which might have been; 

Hopeless hopes blossom, withered youth 
revives. 

And sunshine comes again to darkened 
lives. 

What sights were theirs in that blest 
wonder-land ? 

Sec, the white mountain-summits, 
framed in cloud, 

Redden with sunset; while below them 
stand 

The solemn pine-woods like a funeral 
crowd; 

And lower still the vineyards twine, and 
make 

A double vintage in the tranquil lake. 

Or, after storm-tost nights, on some sea 
isle 

The sudden tropical morning bursts; 
and lo I 

Bright birds and feathery palms, the 
green hills smile, 

Stmnge barks, with swarthy crews, 
dart to and fro; 

And on the blue bay, glittering like a 
cr.'wn, 

The white domes of some ^r historic 
town. 

Or, they fare northward ever, north¬ 
ward still, 

At midn^ht, under the unaetHfig 
sun; 

O'er endless snows, from hill to i<gr 
hill, ^ 

Where silence reigns with death, and 
life b done: 
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Till from the North a sweet wind sud¬ 
denly $ 

And harkl the warm waves of the 
fabulous sea. 

Off some still eve, when summer days 
are long. 

And the mown hay is sweet, and 
wbeai is green. 

They hear some wood-bird sing the old 
fair song 

Of joys to be, greater than yet have 
I^en; 

Stretched 'neath the snowy hawthorn, 
till the star. 

Hung high in heaven, warns them that 
home is far. 

Or, on the herbless, sun-struck hills, by 
night, 

Under tlie Silent peaks, they hear the 
loud 

Wild flutes; and onward, by the ghostly 
light. 

Whirled in nude dances, sweeps the 
maddened crowd ; 

Till the fierce eddy seize them, and they 
prove 

The ahame, the rapture, or unfettered 
love. 

Or, by the sacred hearth they seem to 
ait. 

While fitehght ^eams on many a 
sunny head } 

At Uud fair hour, before the lamp is 
lit. 

When henrta are fullest, though no 
word be ^aid,— 

Whdi the world Aides, and rank and 
wmftth and iOune, 

'Burnt niatdhed with this, no better 

tlban a name. 


All these they knew 1 and then a breeze 
of day 

Stirred the dark wood; and then they 
seemed to come 

Forth with reluctant feet among the 

gray. 

Bare flelds, unfanoifal; and all the 
flame 

Was burnt from out liove’s eyes, and 
from his hair, 

And Ins smooth cheek was marked with 
lines of care. 

And paler showed the maid, more pure 
and white 

And holier than before. But when I 
said, 

“ Sweet eyes, be opened; ” lo, the un- 
veilM sight 

W^as as the awful vision of the dead ! 

Then knew I, breathing slow, with 
difficult breath, 

That Love was one with Life, and 
Sleep with Death. 


BLIND. 

The girl who frpm her father's door 
Sees the cold storm-cloud sw'eep the 
sea, 

Cries, wrestliitg with her anguish sore. 
My love ! my love 1 ah, where is he ? 

And locks her fears within her breast, 
Sickening; while 'neath the breath* 
less blaze 

He lies, and dreams, in broken rest. 

Of homely faces,—happier days.. 

f 

But when a calm is on the deep, 

And scarcely from the quivering blue, 

The waves* soft murmur, ball osleef^ 
Speaks hqm that he is well, and true t 
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TO HER PICTURE. 


The brave ship sinks to rise no more 
Beneath.the thundetous surge; and 
he, 

A pale corpse floating on the sea, 

Or dashed like seaweed on the shore. 

TO HER PICTURE. 

As one who on a lonely bed of pain 
Feels the soft hand he fell when he 
was young; 

Or, who at eve, on some far Eastern 
plain. 

Hears the old songs once by his 
mother sung: 

So to me, looking on thy portrait, dear, 

Thou and my youth and love are ever 
. near. 

It may be that the painter failed to 
show. 

How should he not ? the soul within 
thine eyes,— 

Their blue unruffled depths, thy cheeks 
aglow 

With virgin blushes that unbidden 
rise; 

Thy coral lips, thy white neck, round, 
and fair. 

Or the sweet prodigal auburn of thy 
hair. 

How should he? Not for him thou 
wast, but me; 

ZiOve shot no sudden splendour in his 

Love'guided not his hand, content to 
,, see 

Mere beauty, as of sunset-hills or 
skies.; 

Kor soothed his dull ear with the mystic 
strain, 

Heard once a life, and nevemore again. 


Only the lovely shell he saw; the doak, 

The perfect vesture of the hidden 
soul. 

Not for his eyes thy slumbering angel 
woke. 

Stretched in deep sleep, where love’s 
broad waters roll: 

Had he but seen her wings of silver 
move. 

He had forgot to paint, and learned to 
love. 

Vet is his skill to me for ever blest, 

For that which it has left of grace 
and truth; 

Those sweet eyes shine, yet need no 
time of rest. 

Still thy fair cheek retains its rounded 
youth. 

In w.'ikeful nights I light my lamp, and 
know 

The same dear face I knew long years 
ago. 

Yet worn am I, too old for love, and 
gray. 

Too faithful heart, thou shouldst not 
still abide 

With such as I, nor longer deign to stay: 

These are the follies wiser worldlii^ 
chide. 

Thou wouldst transfer those glances, 
wert thou wise, 

To younger lives and more responsive 
eyes. 

Ah I no, remain; not thus you looked 
of yore; 

Another, perhaps ipoie worthy, bore 
the piise; 

t could not tell you Umn the lore I 
bore, 

Or read the soft requitid in your 
qres; 
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Now no cliange comesy now thoa art 
always kind, 

Then thou wost cold and changeful as 
the wind. 


THE RETURH, 

He stood above the well-known shore; 
Behind, the sea stretched dull and 
gray : 

And slowly with the breeze of morn 
The great ship forged away. 

Almost he wished she might return, 
And speed him to some further 
change; 

The old scenes greeted him again, 

And yet all things were strange. 

There were the dreams he used to dream 
In the long n^hts when day was 
here; 

The shady Sunday path to church. 

The winding bro^let clear. 

The woods with violets blue in Spring, 
The fisUow where they chaeed the 
hare. 

The gable peeping through the elms, 
All filled him with despair. 

For all was there except the past— 
The past, his youth for dross had 
sold! 

The past which after-years in vain 
Pdze more than all their gold. 

Then age feH on hhn with a flash. 

Time smote Itim, and his soul grew 
gray. 

And tihoagbts in busier scenes unknown, 

; Chased youth and luope away. 


The past, which seemed so near before, 
A step might gain it, came to be 
A low cloud sunk beyond a gulf. 

Wider than any sea. 

Nor what the present had in store, 
Knowing} at last his great suspense 
Grew to a bitter land of pain, 

Too great for mortal sense. 

So, by the well-known paths at last, 
He gained the well-remembered door. 
Sick for a voice which he should hear, 
Ah! never, never, more 

Strange cliildren round, a stringer's 
face 

Of wonder, so the dream was o’er, 
lie turned; the dead past comes not 
back. 

No, never, never, more. 


FOR EVER, 

For ever and for ever 
The changeless oceans roar: 

And dash their thundering surges down 
Upon the sounding shore: 

Vet this swift soul, this lightning will, 

Shall these, while they roll on, be still ? 

For ever and for ever 
The eternal mountains rise, 

And lift their virgin snows on high 
To meet the silent skies. 

Yet shall this soul vrhich measures all. 

While these stand steadfast, siiUc and 
fall? 

For ever and for ever 
The swift suns roll through space; 

From age to age th^ wax and wane, 
Each in its ordered ^lace: 
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BEHIND THE VEIL. 


Yet shall this soul, whose inner eye 
Foretells their cycles, fade and die ? 

For ever and for ever 
We have been, and we are. 
Unchanging; as the ocean wave, 
Uiirciiting as the star: 

Though suns stand still, and time be 
o’er, 

We arc, and shall be, evermore. 


BEHIND THE VE/I. 

I PArEiJ along 

The dim cathedral wrapped in reverend 
gloom: 

I heard the sweet chiurs song 

Spring upwards like a fountain ; and 
the boom 

Of the tempestuous organ-music swell; 

The hushed low voices and the silvery 
bell; 

The incense-laden air ; the kneeling 
throng: 

I knew them all, and 8eeme<l to hear 
the cry 

Of countless myriads, rising deep and 
strong,— ' 

Help us I we faint, we die. 

Our knees are weak, our eyes are blind ; 

We seek what we shall never And. 

.Show but Thy face, and we arc Thine, 

Unknown, Ineffable, Divine t 

I heard the loud 

Muezain from the slender minaret coll 

** To prayer, To prayer j ” and lo ! the 
busy crowd. 

Merchant and prince and water-carrier, 
all 

Turned from the wolrld, and. rapt in 
worahip, knelt, 

Facii^ the holy city ; and 1 felt 


That from those myriads kneelings 
prostrate, bowed, 

A low moan rises to the throne on 
high,— 

Not shut out quite by error's thickest 
cloud,— 

Help us 1 we faint, we die. 

Our knees are weak, our eyes arc 
blind; 

We seek what we shall never Hnd, 
Show but Thy face, and we are 'I'hine, 
Unknown, Ineffable, Divine. 

I stood before 
The glaring temples on the burning 
plain; 

1 heard the hideous roar 
Rise to the stars to drown the shrieks 
of pain. 

What time the murderous idol swept 
along. 

I listened to the innocent, mystic song, 
Breathed to the jewelled Lotus evei- 
more. 

In the elder lands, through the ages, 
like a sigh. 

And heard in low, sweet chant, and 
hateful roar,— 

Help us 1 wc faint, we die. 

Our knees are weak, our eyes are blind; 
We seek what we shall never find. 
Show but Thy face, and we are 1 hinc, 
Unknown, Inef&ble, Divine 1 

Ay: everywhere 

Echoes the same exceeding bitter cry. 
Yet csai the Father bear 
To hide His presence from the children's 
eye; 

Lets loose on good and bad the plague 
and sword; 

And thott|^ wrong triumjffi, answers 
not a word ? 

Only deep down in the heart doth He 
declare 



VISIONS, 


His constant presence; there, though 
the outward sky 

Be darkened, shines a little speck of 
fair,— 

A light which cannot die. 

Though knees be weak, and eyes be 
blind { 

Though we may seek, and never find ; 
Here doth His hidden glory shine. 
Unknown, Ineffable, Divine! 

VISIONS, 

On' in the blazing summer noon. 

And oft beneath the frosty moon, 

When earth and air were hushed and 
still, 

And absolute silence seemed to fill 
The farthest borderlands of space, 

1 loved in childish thought to trace 
Glimpses of change, which might trans¬ 
form 

The voiceless calm to furious storm ; 
Broke the dull spell, which comes to 
bind 

In after-years the sluggish mind ; 

And pictured, borne on fancy's wings, 
The end of all created things. 

Then have I seen with dreaming eye, 
The blue depths of the vaulted sky 
Rent without noise; and in their stead 
A wonder-world of fancy spread, 

A golden city, with domes and spires, 
Lit by a strange sun's mystic fires. 
Poiteds of dazzlin|[ chrysolite, 

Lo^g colonnades of purest white ; 
Streets paved with gold and jewels rare; 
Apkl. In the ambient air, 

A jMidag Presence undefined: 

Swift senplB stooping swift as wind 
pole to pole, ud that vast throng 
IfVliichlpeopled Duate's world of song; 
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The last great inquest which shall close 
The tale of human and woes; 

The dreadful Judge, the opening tomb. 
And all the mystery of doom. 

Then woke to find the vision vain. 

And son or moon shine calm again. 

No longer, save in memory’s glass, 
These vanished visions come and pass; 
The clearer light of fuller day 
Has chased these earlier dreams away. 
Faith’s eye grows dim with too much 
light, 

And fancy flies our clearer sight. 

But shall we mourn her day is o’er, 
That these rapt visions come no more ? 
Nay; knowledge has its splendours 
too, 

Brighter than Fancy's brightest hue. 

I ga/.e now on the heavens, and see 
Iluw, midst their vast immensity, 

By cosmic laws the planels roll, 

Sped onwards by a central soul; 

How farther still, and still more far. 
World beyond world, star beyond star, 
So many, and so far, that speech 
And thought must fail the sum to reach. 
This universe of nature teems 
With things more strange than fancy’s 
dreams; 

And so at length, with clearer eye. 

Soar beyond childhood’s painted sky, 
Up to the Lord of great and small, 

Not one where, but pervading all: 

Who made the music of the spheres. 
And yet inclines an ear that hears 
The faintest prayer, the humblest sigh, 
The strong man’s groan, the childish 
cry; 

Who guides the stars, yet without whom 
No humblest floweret comes to bloom. 
No lowliest creature comes to birth, - 
No dead leaf flutters to the earth: 
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DOUBT—ST. DAVID*S HEAD. 


Who breathed into our souls the breath, 
Which neither time nor change nor 
death, 

Nor hurtling suns at random hurled 
And dashed together, world on world, 
Can ever kill or quench, till He 
Bends down, and bids them not to be. 

DOUBT. 

Who but has seen 

Once in his life, when youth and health 
ran high. 

The fair, clear face of truth 
Grow dark to his eye ? 

Who but has known 
Cold mists of doubt and icy questionings 
Creep round him like a nightmare, 
blotting out 

The sight of better things. 

A hopeless hour, 

When all the voices of the soul are 
dumb. 

When o'er the tossing seas 
No ligh may come, . 

When God and right 
Are gone, and seated on the empty 
throne 

Are dull philosophies and words of wind, 
Making His prabe their ovvn. 


Better than this, 

The burning sins of youth, the old 
man’s greed, 

Than thus to live inane; 

To sit and read, 

And with blind brain 
Daily to treasure up a deadly doubt. 
And live a life from which the light 
has fled, 

And faith’s pure fire gone out. 
Until at last. 

For some blest souls, but never here 
for all, 

Burns out a sudden light, 

And breaks the thrall, 

And doubt has fled, 

And the soul rises, with a clearer sight 
For this its pain, its sorrow, its despair, 
To God and truth and right. 

Plead we for those 
Gently and humbly, as befitteth men 
On whom the same chill shade 
Broods now as then. 

So shall they learn 
How an eternal wisdom rules above. 
And all the cords of Being arc 
bound fast 

To an unfailing love. 


ST. DAVID'S HEAD. 

Salt sprays deluge it, wild wav^ bufil^ it, hurricuies rave; 
Summer ai^ winter, the depths of the ocean girdle it round; 
In leaden dawns, in golden noon-tides, in silvery moonli£^t ; 
Never it ceases to h<mr the old sea’s mystical sound. * 
Surges vex it evermore 
By gray cave and sounding shore. 



ST. t>AVms HEAD, 




"Iliink of the numberless farnsway centude8» long before mftnt 
When the hot earth with monsters teemed, and with monsters the deep, 

And the red sun loomed fiunt, and the moon was caught fast in the motionless air, 
And the warm waves seethed through the base in a secular sleep. . > 

Rock was here and headland then, 

Ere the little lives of men. 

Over it long the mastodons crashed through the tropical forest, 

And the great bats swooped overhead through the half-defined blue; 

'Ihen they passed, and the hideous ape-man, speechless and half-erect, 

Through weaiy ages of time tore and gibl>ered and slew. 

Grayer skies and chiller air, 

But the self-same rock was there. 

Then the savage came and went, and Briton and Roman and Sason, 

1'ill our England grew rich and great, and her white sails covered the sea ; 

ITjus through all this long story of ours, civil progress and vanquished foemau. 
From Crecy to Trafalgar, from the bondsman down to the free, 

Still those dirk rocks, and beneath 
Keeps the sea its face of death. 

So it shall be when the tide of our greatness has ebbed to the shallow's; 

So when there floats not a ship on this storm-tossed westerly main, 

Hard by, the minster crumbles, the city has shrunk to a village; 

Thus shall we shrink one day, and our forests he pathless again ; 

And the headland stem shall stand, 

Guarding an undiscovered land. 

Vex it, 0 changeless ocean; rave round it, tempests unceasing; 

.Sink it, great earthquakes, deep in the depths of the fathqmlcss sea $ 

Bum them, fierce fires of the centre, bum rock and ocean together, 

Till the red globe flare throughout space, through the ages to be. 

Cease, make an end, dull world, begone * 

How shall 1 cease while you roll on ? 

Time, oh, horrible 1 Space, oh, terrible 1 Infinite Void! 

Ihwadfttl al^isef of,Being I blighting a finite brain; 

How shall die creatures-of thought subsist, when the thinkm* ceases? 

Begone, dull figment^ he done! not alone shall you dare to rdoaain. 

Without me yoa yourselves mustTaU; 

I hdd die measnie of you. aB. 
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/AT VOLHYmA---THE LIVING PAST 


IN VOLHYN/A, 

In Volhynift the peasant mothers, 

When spring-time brings back the 
leaves, 

And the first swallows dart and twitter 
Under the cottage eaves,-— 

Sit mute at their windows, and listen, 
With eyes brimming over with tears, 
To the broken sounds which arc wafted 
To their eager watcliing cars. 

And throw out bread and honey 
To the birds as they scintillate by ; 
And hearts full of yearning and longing, 
Borne out on the wdngs of a sigh. 

For they think that their dear lost 
children, 

'I'he little ones who are gone, 

Come back thus to the heartsick 
mothers 

Who are toiling and sorrowing on. 

And those sun-lit wings and flashing 
White breasts, to their tear-dimmed 
eyes 

Bring visions of white child-angels 
Floating in Paradise. 

And again to the sounds they hearken, 
Which grew silent while incomplete, 
The music of childish laughter, 

'I'he patter of baby feet. 

Till the hearts which are barren and 
childless, 

The homes which are empty and 
cold: 

The nests whence the yoong have de-i 
parted, 

Jure filled with young life as of old* 


Thus each spring, to those peasant 
mothers. 

Comes the old Past again and again; 
And those sad hearts quicken and 
blossom, 

In a rapture of sorrowless pain. 


THE LIVING PASV: 

O FAITHFUL souls that watch and 
yearn, 

Expectant of the comity; light. 

With kindling hearts and eyes that burn 
With hope to see the rule of right; 

I'he lime of peace and of good will, 
When the thick clouds of wrong and 
pain ' 

Roll up as from a shining hill, 

And never more descend again ; 

The perfect day, the golden year, 

The end of sorrow and of sighs; 

Whether the heavenly change be here, 
Or far beyond the sunset skies,— 

I cherish you, 1 love your faith, 

I long with you that this may be ; 

But hark, a dreary voice which saith, 

“ V'^ain dreamer,what were it to thee!” 

For though the blest hour strike before 
Another sunrise vex the earth, 

And pain and evil rule no more, 

But vanish in the newer birth,— 

Though war and hatred come to cease, 
And sorrow be no more, nor sin. 

And in thetr stead an endless peace 
Its fair unbroken reign begin,— 

What comfort have ye? What shall bkt 
The memories of bitter year% 



CHANGES---ALONE, 
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or joys which have been, but are not, 
And floods of unfoigotten tears ? 

The painful records graven clear 
On carven rock or deathless page; 
'fhe long unceasing reign of fear. 

The weary tale of lust and rage ; 

The ills whose dark sum baffles thought, 
Done day by day beneath the sun ? 
“That which is done,*’ the old sage 
taught, 

“Not God Himself can make un¬ 
done.” 

For that which has been, still must live. 
And ’neath the shallow Present last. 
Oh, who will sweet oblivion give, 

Who free us from the dreadful Past ? 

CHANGES. 

You see that tall house opposite? 
Three times witlun the fleeting year. 
Since last the summer-time was here, 
Great changes have gone over iL 

For first a bridal bright and gay 
Filled the long street with riotous 
sound; 

And amid smiles from all around. 
The newly-wedded passed away. 

.\nd when the violets came once more, 
And lambs were born, a concourse 
went. 

Still gayer, still more innocent. 

To christening from that stately door. 

And now‘ the mute house dull and drear, 
From falmiled eyes, stares blank and 
iRdiite; 

And aodd dost and.glaring light, 

'Die Mack Hnes slov^ disappear. 


ALONE. 

What shall it profit a man 
To have stood by the source of things, 
To have spent the fair years of his 
youthful prir^e 
In mystical questionings; 

To have scaled the lovely height, 

While his brothers slept below ; 

To have seen the vision bright 
Which but’few on earth may know,— 
If when his task be done 
He lives his life alone ? 

If in the busy street 

None come whom he may greet ? 

If in his lonely room 
With tlie night the shadows deepen into 
ghostly shapes of gloom ? 

It may be his soul may say, 

“ I have gained me a splendid dower; 

1 can look around on the toiling 
crowd. 

With the pride of a conscious power. 

I can hear the passer-by 
Tell of all my world-wide fame ; 

I have friends t shall not see 
Who dwell fondly on my name. 

If the sweet smile of wife 
Light not my joyless life, 

If to my silent home 
No childish laughter come. 

Shall 1 no solace find 
In communion with the monarchs of the 
fair broad realm of mind ? ” 

But when sickness wears him, or age^ 
Crraps on, and his soul doth yearn 
For the tender hand and the soothing 
voice 
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SIS A VOICSS. 


That shall never more return 
When the lessening throng of friends, 
Not unkind, but each one set 
Safe within white walls of home, 

All the world without forget,— 

Shall not old memories rise 
Twixl book and weary eyes. 

Till knowledge come to seem 
A profitless vague dream ? 

Shall not he sometimes sigh 
Tor the careless past unlearned, an<1 
the happy days gone by ? 

Ah ! not to be happy alone, 

Are men sent, or to be glad. 
t)rt-timcs the sweetest music is ina<1e 
Hy the voices of the sad. 

The thinker oft is bent 

lly a too-great load of thought; 

'I'he discoverer’s soul grows sick 
With the secret vainly sought : 

Lonely may 1>e the home, 

No breath of fame may come. 

Vet through their lives doth shine 
A purple light Divine, 

And a nobler pain (hey prove 
Than the bloom of lower pleasures, or 
the fleeting spell of love. 


SEA rO/CES. 

Vkacf., moaning Sea; what tale have 
you to tell ? 

What mystic tidings, all unknown 
before? 

Whether you break in thunder on 
the shore, 

Or whisper like the voice within the 
shell, 

O moanit^ Sen, I know your burden 
well. 


*Tis but the old dull tale, filled full of 
pain; 

The finger on tlie diabplate of time. 

Advancing slow with pitiless beat 
sublime, 

.As stoops the day upon the fading 
plain ; 

And that has been which may not be 
again. 

I'he voice of yearning, deep but scarce 
expressed, 

For something which is nut, but ma) 
be yet; 

Too full of sad continuance to forget, 

loo troubled with desires to be at rest, 

'I'oo self-conflicting ever to be blest. 

The voice of hopes and aspirations 

high, 

Swallowed in sand, or shivered ou 
the rock ; 

Tumultuous life dashed down wiih 
sudden shock; 

A nd passionate pr<;‘tcsts, narrowed to a 
sigh, 

From hearts too weak to live,—too 
strong to die. 

The voice of old beliefs which long 
have fled. 

Gone with a shriek, and leaving 
naught 1)ehind, 

But some vague utterance, cold as 
wintry wind,— 

Some dim remembrance of a ghostly 
dread 

Which Ungers s*ill when faith itsdf is 
dead. 

And, above all, through thusd’roos 
wintry roar. 

And summer ripfde, this, and this 
alone, 



BEkLlK, 187 *- 

For ever do I make thi$ barren 
moati;-> 

No end, there is no end,—on Time's 
dull shore 

I wail, I beat, 1 thunder, evermore. 

HER UN, 1871 . 

The spring day was all uf a flutter 
with flags; 

The mad chimes were lieating like 
surf in the air; 

The beggars had slunk out of sight with 
their rags ; 

And the Inlconies teemed with the 
rich and the fair. 

And l>cIow, on each side, the long 
vistas were set 

In a frame-work of faces, patient and 
white, — 

Wives, mothers, sweethearts, with full 
eyes wet, 

And sick hearts longing to see tite 
sight. 

Till at length, when the evening was 
waning, there ran 

A stir through the crowd, and far-off, 
like a flame. 

The settirig sun burned on the helms 
of the van, 

And with trampling of hoofs the 
proud conquerors came. 

And with ever^ step they advanced, 
you might hear 

Women’s voices, half-maddened with 
long'deferred joy: 

** Thank Ood ! he is safe. See, my 
knre, we are here I 

Set I here am I, darling; and this 
is <mr hoy I ” . 
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Or, '* Here am I, dearest, still faithful 
and true; 

Your own love as of old!” Or an 
agonised cry, 

As the loved face came not with the 
comrades she knew 

AikI the rough soldiers found not a 
word to Jeply. 

And pitiful hands led her softly away, 

With a loving heart rent and broken 
in twain; 

And the triumph sw'eeps onward, in 
gallant array,— 

The life and the hope, the despair 
and the pain. 

Where was it? In Kgypt, A.ssyrin, 
Greece, Rome? 

Ages since, or to-day; in the old 
world, or new ? 

Who shall tell ? From all time these 
strange histories come ; 

And to-day, as of old, the same story 
is true. 

And the long line sweeps past, and 
the dull world rolls on 

Though the rapture is dead and the 
sad tears are dry, 

And careless of all, till the prepress be 
done, 

Life rides like a conqueror Iriumph.- 
ing by. 


THE BEACON. 

Fair shines the beacon from its lonely 
rock. 

Stable alone amid the unstable 


waves: 
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In vain the surge leaps with continual 
shock. 

In vain around the wintry tempest 
raves, 

And ocean thunders in her sounding 
caves. 

lutr here is life within the gate of death. 

Calm light and warmth amid the 
storm without; 

Here sleeping love breathes with un¬ 
troubled breath, 

And faith, clear-eyed, pierces the 
clouds of doubt 

And monstrous depths which com¬ 
pass her about. 

So calm, so pure, yet prisoned and 
confined; 

Fenced by white walls from pleasure 
as from pain. 

Not always glooms the sea or shrieks 
the wind: 

Sometiiuus light aephyrs curl the 
azure main, 

And the sweet sea-nymphs glide 
with all their train. 

Or Aphrodite rises from the foam, 

And lies all rosy on the golden sand, 

And o'er the purple plains the Nereids 
roam; 

Sweet laughter comes, borne from 
the joyo^ band. 

And faint sweet odours from the 
far-off land. 

And striughtw.iy the impatient soul 
within 

l«oalhes its white house which to a 
jail doth turn $ 

Careless of tme or false, of right or 
sin, ' 


Careless of praying hands or eyes 
that bum, 

Or aught that sense con feel or miml 
discern. 

Knowing but thi8,>~that the unknown 
is blest, 

Holding delight of free untrammelled 
Air; ' 

Delight of (oil sweeter than any rest. 

Fierce storms with cores of calm for 
those who dare 

Black rayless nights than fairest 
noons more fair. 

And drifting forth at eve in some frail 
boat, 

Beholds (he old light, like a setting 
star, 

Sink in the sea, and still doth fare and 
float 

Adown the night till day-break shows 
afar,— 

And hark the faint low thunders of 
the bar. 

Nor if indeed he reach the Blessed Isle, 

Nor if those pitiless crests shall 
plunge him down, 

Knows he; but whether breathless 
azure smile, 

Or furious night and horrible tem¬ 
pests frown, 

Living or dying, Freedom wears a 
crown. 


THE GARDEN OF REGRET. 

Beyond the dim walls of the shadowy 

Past, 

A sweet vague host of fancies 
flourishes, 
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Like garden seeds in some rough 
hollow cast. 

Which all unasked the kind earth 
nourishes, 

And sends up tender blooms more 
sweet and fair 

Than the dull Present rears with all its 
care. 

I'iiere on its thin stem hangs the frail 
wliite flower; 

Far sweeter now she shines within 
the shade. 

Than u'hen of old within the trim-kept 
bower 

And perfumed lush parterres her 
home she made; 

Bc( ause her sister blooms are past and 
gone, 

Anvi this alone it is that lingers on. 

The same white flower,—but oh, the 
deptlis of change! 

before, the creamy petals, broad and 
strong, 

Were all adust with gold, and filled 
with strange 

Sweet scents, which lurked the 
odorous depths among; 

Deep in her honeyed wells, the bee 
would stay 

Content, and birds sing round the live¬ 
long day. 

The same white flower—yet changed in 
sc«it and hue. 

Now the fair feeble petals curl and 
' shrhiki 

The dead smooth turfaces are veined 
with blue; 

No honeyed draughts they hold for 
bee to drink, 


Nor buqr hum, nor joyous song is 
heard. 

What hath she left to charm or bee or 
bird? 

Only a faint sweet odour lingers yet, 

Dearer than ■ those rich scents of 
former years: 

A fragile fairness, fairer through regret, 

And watered by the dewy fount of 
tears. 

To me that outcast flower is dearer 
grown. 

Than when in those fair gardens over¬ 
blown. 

I set her in the garden of my heart. 

And water her from life's sincercst 
spring; 

And lo! once more the frail stems 
quicken and start, 

Fair honeyed blooms arise and blithe 
birds sing: 

The old sweet flower in scent and 
gorgeous hue, 

But not the tender grace that once 1 
knew. 

Alas! not in the Present will she 
grow: 

The Present has its own blooms 
sweet and bright; 

Within its four walls life's fair pleasures 
blow, 

And each gay season brings its own 
delight: 

Far off in dewy shades the exile sweet 

Grows fair, and paths untrodden by 
living feet 

Theru let her stay. I know not if my 
theme 

Be love, or some fair child of heart 
or mind: 
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TO AN UNKNOWN POET. 


Young fifcnclships, hopes, beliefs, 

Leave them liehind, they have been ; 

which like a dream 

others are, 

Pass from us leaving some sweet 

And shall be. Lo I the spring time is 

ghost belnnd. 

not far. 


SECOND SERIES (1874). 


TO’AN UNKNOWN POETP 

Drar friend, who, two long centuries 
ago, 

Didst tread where .since my grand sires 
trod, 

Along thy devious Usk’s untroubled 
flow, 

llrcathing thy soul to CJod. 

[ s<‘ek, I, born in these our later days. 

Using the measure thou didst love, 

With halting tribute of too tardy praise, 

A poet throncil above. 

] in the sclf'-sainc venerable halls 

And gray quadrangles made my 
home, 

Which heard, new-built, within their 
recent walls, 

Thy youthful footsteps come, 

A little grayer now and stiller grown, 

The tranquil refuge now, as then, 

Where our dear country glories in her 
own, 

Apart from alien men. 

There, on thy musings broke the painful 
sound 

Of arms ; the long>plumed cavaliers 

iTanged thro* the courts—the low fat 
fields around 

Ww filled with strife and tears. 

; * Henry Vaughan, the Siiurist, died near 

Bnoon, 1693* 


Constrained by promptings of thy 
ancient race, 

Thy gown and books thou flungst 
away. 

To meet the sturdy Roundhead (are to 
face 

On many a hard-fought day, 

Till thy soft soul grew sick, and thou 
didst turn 

To our old hills; and there, ere 
long, 

Love for thy Amoret, at times, would 
burn 

In some fervid song. 

But soon thy wilder pulses sltiycd, and, 
life 

Grown equable, thy sweet muse mild, 

Sobered by tranquil love of child and 
wife. 

Flowed pure and undefiietl. 

A humble healer thro* a life obscure. 

Thou didst expend thy homely days; 

Sweet Swan of Usk 1 few know how 
clear and pure 

Are thy unheeded lays. 

One poet shall become a household 
name 

Into the nation’s heart in^Own i 

One more than equal miss the meed of 
fame, 

And lire and die unknown. 


COMFORT, 


n 


So thou, surviving in thy lonely 
All but tl^ own undying ]o>e 
Didst pour upon the sympathetic page, 
Words which all hearts can move-— 

^So quaintly fashioned as to add a grate 
To the sweet fancies which tht) Ih ar, 

' Tven as a bronse delved from sunu 
ancient place 
I or very rust shows fair. 

* lhe> all are gone into the world of 
light'" 

It IS thy widowetl muse that smgs, 

Vn 1 then mounts upward from our 
dazaled sight 

On heavenward soniing wings 

*'lle that hath found some fledged 
bird’s nest may know ” 

“At first sight if the bird Ir flown , ” 
*' But what fair dell orgroic he sings in 
now," 

“That IS to him unknown " 

“And yet, as angels in some biighler 
dreams ” 

‘ Call lo the soul when man doth 
sleep,’* 

“ So some strange thoughts tiansccml 
our wonted themes,” 

“ And into glory peep ” 

“ O father fA eternal life and all 
“Created gloiies under 1 hec ' ” 

“ Resume Thy Spirit from thiswoiid of 
thrair* 

“ Into true liberty,” 

• • • • 

Thou hast rejoined thy dear ones now, 
and art. 

Dear soul, as then thou wouldst be, 
fireew 


I, still a prisoner, strive to do m> part 

In memory of thee* 

Hiou art so high, amf**yet unknown 
shall I 

Repine that 1 too am obscure ? 

Na>, what care 1 , though all my verse 
shall die. 

If only It IS pure ? 

So some new singer of iht days to be, 

Rtadmg this page with soft young 
e>cs, 

Shall note the tiibute which 1 pay to 
thee 

With }outh’s sweet frank suiprise. 

And musing in himself, pcrchancc sh ill 

“ 1 wo bards whom centuties patt are 
here— 

One whose high fame and name defy 
detsy, 

And one who held him dear.” 


' COM/OR 7, 

I no’ love be bought and honour sold, 

1 he sunset keeps its glow of gold, 

\nd round the rosy summits cold 
Ihe whiTt clouds hover, fold on fold 

1 ho’ over npe the nations rot, 

1 ho’ right be dead and faith forgot, 
Tho’ one dull cloud the heavens may 
blot, 

The tender leaf delayeth not. 

Tlio’ all the world he sunk in ill, 

The bounteous autumns mellow still, 
By virgin sand and sea-worn hill 
The cmistant waters ebb smd fill. 
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SO/iTG—OI/, smWS SO PVRSt 


From oat the throng and stress of lies, 
From out the painful noise of sighs, 
One voice of comfort seems to rise: 

It is the meaner part that dies.*’ 

SONG. 

If ever, dear, 

I might at last the barren victory gain, 
After long struggle and laborious pain, 
And many a secret tear. 

To think, since think I must of thee, 
Not otherwise than thou of me. 

Haply I might 

Thy chilling coldness, thy disdain, ihy 
pride, 

^Vhich draw me, half reluctant, to thy 
side. 

With a like meed requite, 

And 1 my too fond self despise, 

Seeing with disenchanted eyes. 

But now, alas! 

.So fast a prisoner am I to my love. 

No power there is that can my chains 
remove, 

So sweet the caged hours pass. 

That, if it ported me from thee, 

I would not willingly grow free. 

Nor would I dare 

To ask for recomi>ense of love again, 
Who love thee for the height of thy | 
disdain. I 

Thou wouldst not show so fair 
If we should own an equal flame, 
Unequal souls, in love the same. 

Full well I know 

That what 1 wordiip is not wholly thee, 
But a fair dream, a pious fantasy. 

Such as at times doth grow 


On yearnings of the cloistered mind. 

Or the rapt vision of the blind. 

Scorn me then, sweet, 

I would not thou shouldst leave thy 
lofty place, 

Thy lover should not see thee face to 
face. 

But prostrate at thy feet. 

No recompense, no equal part 1 seek, 
Only that thou be strong and 1 be 
weak. 


ON, SNOirS SO PURE! 

Oh, snows so pure! oh, peaks so high ! 
I lift to you a hopeless eye. 

I see your icy ramparts drawn 
Between the sleepers and the dawn. 

I see you, when the sun has set, 

Flush with the dying daylight yet. 

1 see you, passionless and pure, 

Above the lightnings stand secure; 

But may not climb, for now the hours 
Are spring’s, and earth a maze of 
flower*. 

And now, ’mid summer’s dust and heat, 

I stay my steps for childish feet. 

.And now, when autumn glows, I fear 
To lose the harvest of the year. 

Now winter frowns, and life runs slow, 
Even on the plams I tread tbto* snow. 

While you are veiled, or, diml^ seeo^ 
Only reveal what might have been j 
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And wheie hig}]; hope would once upire 
Broods a vast storm-cloud dealing fire. 

Oh, snows so pure 1 oh, peaks so high! 
1 s^U not readi you till 1 die I 


THE BEGINNINGS OF FAITH 

All travail of high thought. 

All secrets vainly sought, 

All struggles for right, hermc, perpe¬ 
tually fought. 

* 

Faint gleams of purer fire, 
Conquests of gross desire, 

NVhereby the fettered soul ascends con* 
tinually higher. 

^ Sweet cares for love or friend 
Which ever heavenward tend, 

Too deep and true and tender to have 
on earth their end. 

Vile hearts malign and fell, 

Lives which no tongue may tell, 

So dark and dread and shameful that 
they Ihreathe a present hell. 

White mountain, deep-set lake, 

Sea wastes which surge and break, 
Fierce storms which, roaring from the 
north, the midnight forests shake. 

Fair morns of summer days, 

Rich harvest eveif that raise 
The sool and heart o’erburdened to an 
ecstasy of praise. 

Law wtdipen, vague and rtrange, 
Which through our being range, 
Brealbiiig petpefena] piesage of some 
oenning diangc. 


These in the soul do breed 
Thoughts which, at last, shall lead 
To some clear, firm assurai^ of a satis* 
* fying creed. 

A MEMORY, 

Down dropiied the sun upon the sea, 
The gradual darkness fill^ the land. 
And 'mid the twilight, silently, 

I felt the pressure of a hand. 

And a low voice: Have courage, 
friend. 

Be of good cheer, 'tis not for long; 

He conquers who awaits the end, 

And dares to suffer and be strong." 

I have seen many a land since then, 
Known many a joy and many a pain. 
Victor in many a strife of men. 
Vanquished again and yet again. 

The ancient sorrow now is not, 

Since time can heal the keenest smart; 
Yet the vague memory, scarce forgot, 
Lingers deep down within the heart. 

Still, when the ruddy flame of gold 
Fades into gray oivsea and land, 

I hear the low sweet voice of old, 

{ feel the picssurc of a hand. 

THE NEIV ORDER. 

The old lives are dead and gone and 
rotten. 

The old thoughts shall never more 
be thought, 

The okl faiths have failed and are 
fofgotten. 

The old strifes ore done, the fight is 
fonght. 
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And with a dar^ and roll, the new 
creation 

Bursts forth ’mid tears and blood and 
tribulation. 

Sweet they were, the old days that are 
ended, 

The golden years, the happy careless 
hours 

I'hen, like Pagan gods on the asphodel 
extended. 

Dreaming, men wove them fancies 
fair as flowers. 

Love laid near them, Art to cheer them, 
youthful Beauty 

.Sitting crowned ujwn the marble thionc 
of Duty. 

All good things were theirs to cherish 
—lives grown finer 

From the heritage of long ancestral 
case, 

And a nobler port, and temperate mien 
diviner 

Than their labours and their vigils 
leave to these; 

Gentler voices, 'smiles more gracious, 
and the fashion 

Of their soft lives tuned to pity and 
compassion. 

Naught men knew of science, now 
grown rigid 

With its teaching of inexpiable sin ; 

Nor the dull pedantic gospel, dead and 
frigid, 

Of a heaven where mind alone may 
enter in, 

Doom awaiting, stem and i^ent, all 
tran^ressioh. 

And -no saint with power to make an 
intercession. 


For a Ruler, as men thought (hey saw 
above them. 

More than earthly rulers, pitiful and 
mild, 

A Father with a stronger love to Jove 
them 

Than the love an earthly father bears 
liis child— 

Gotl above them, and for pleader and 
defender 

Christ’s face stooping, like his mother’s, 
true and tender. 

But now there seems no place for the 
Creator 

To hold his long unbroken chain of 
law, 

Nor any need for heaven-sent Mediator, 
Nor the Providence our fathers 
. thought they saw. 

Only a dull world-system, always tend¬ 
ing 

'I'o a blind goal, by a blind rule 
unbending. 

And for the courtesy and tender graces, 
The chivalries and charities of old, 

A dull and equal arrogance effiaces 
Soft sympathies by hard demands and 
cold; 

And the giver giveth not, lest any 
blame him, 

And tbe taker may not take, lest taking 
shame him. 

Be still, oh ye of little faith, repining 
That the purpose of the Eternal will 
is dead. 

The silent stars forget not yet their 
shining, 

Daily the full sun jornn^ over¬ 
head. 
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How shiUl mind’s realm alone forget 
its reason* 

When the sure years roll season after 
season? 

There shall rise from this confused 
sound of voices 

A firmer faith than that our fathers 
knew* 

A deep religion, which alone rejoices 
In worship of the Infinitely True, 

Not built on rite or portent, but a liner 

And purer reverence for a Lord diviner. 

‘i'here shall come from out this noise of 
strife and groaning 
A broader and a juster brolherhoixl, 

A deep equality of aim, postponing 

' All selfish seeking to the general good, 

I'here shall come a time when each 
shall to another 

Be as Christ would have him—brother 
unto brother. 

There shall come a time when know¬ 
ledge wide extended* 

Sinks each man’s pleasure in the 
general health* 

And all shall hold irrevocably blended 
The iddividual and the common¬ 
wealth, 

When man and woman in an equal union 

Shall me^e* and marriage be a true 
communion. 

There shall come a time when brother¬ 
hood i^ows stronger 
Than the narrow bounds which now j 
distract the world; 

When the csoikiiis roar and trumpets 
falatt no hmger. 

And the inmdad rusts, and battle 
flags are furled; 


When the bars of creed and speech and 
race, which sever, 

Shall be fused in one humanity for ever. 

Oh, glorious end ! oh, blessed consum¬ 
mation ! 

Oh, precious day I for which we wait 
and yearn. 

I'lnm sh.iU come, and knit men nation 
unto nation. 

But not for us, who watch to day 
and burn, 

Thou shall come, but after what long 
years of trial. 

Weary watchings, baflled longings* dull 
denial 1 


AT MJDNJCsIlT. 

TiUiV were two poor young girls, little 
older than children, 

Who passed through the midnight 
streets of the city 
Singing. 

Poorly clad* morning-eyed, with a 
strange look of shyness, 

Linked arms* and round cheeks* and 
smooth heads bent together* 
.Singing. 

Singing* great Heaven 1 with their 
fresh childish voices. 

Some low-murmured ditty* half hymn- 
tune* half love-song* 

Singing, 

Always by hushed square* and long 
street deserted, 

As from school by the old village street 
on fair evenings* 

Singing, 
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Singing, and knowing it not, the old 
burden 

That is born out of secular wrongs and 
oppressions, 

Singing, 

Of sel5sh riches, of misery and hun¬ 

ger 

Of sin that is bred of the wants of the 
wretched. 

Singing, 

Of poor bril»es that purchase souls, of 
the endiess, 

Perpetual harvest of pain and of evil. 

Singing, 

So, they passed to the flaring sin- 
befouled places, 

And amid the thick throng of the fallen 
1 lost them, 

Singing, 

A hymn-tune, a love-song, a prayer 
chanted backward, 

A witch spell unholy, a sweet suffrage 
saintly 

Singing. 


NEMESIS, 

Who, without fear 

Piercing the inmost deeps of silent 
thought, 

lias won the prize with lonely labour 
sought, 

And many a bitter tear, 

He in his breast doth hold 
A rarer thing than gold, 

And a fsir treasure greater than in 
words is told. 


For he shall learn, 

Not from another's lore, but his own 
soul, 

Whither life's hidden ocean currents 
roll, 

And with sure helm shall turn 
Into a haven fair, 

Where, on the breathless air, 

Nor wave nor storm shall break, but 
peace is everywhere. 

There, in light boat 

Laid on the soft breast of the summer 
sea, 

[.apt day by day in great tranquillity, 

lie carelessly sliall float. 

He scarce shall see or hear 
A sight or sound of fear. 

Only a low-voiced siren always gliding 
near 

Without the bar 

The enormous surges leap from ^ea to 
sky. 

U{>on the ghostly inland summits 
high 

l*he avalanche thimders far. 

On the dull plains below. 

In long successions slow 

The toiling generations sow, and reap, 
and 40 W. 

Dream-like, he sees 

The lurid smoke blot the beleaguered 
town, 

Or the great earthquake shake the city 
down; 

Labours and miseries; 

Fire takes them—flimine, flood. 

And fever's hideous brood. 

By night the black skies redden with a 
glare like blood. 
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For him, meanwhile, 
l^d in the shelter of his silken sail, 
Tho* wind and stonn on sea and land 
prevail, 

The enchanted waters smile. 
Always in that calm deep, 

>Vherein life’s currents sleep. 

He sees high heaven reflected, tho’ all 
men may weep. 

Yet now and then 

Between the stars and him, deep, sunk 
below. 

He starts to see a strange dead sem¬ 
blance grow, 

Gone from the eyes of men. 

Some thin and palc-eyed ghost, 

By marred reflections crost, 

0 f thoughts, and faiths, and yearnings 
long since lost. 

And if these fade 

Betimes, he slowly gains to peace 
again ; 

But if too long they tarry, such a p.iin 

Those clear depths doth invade. 
That for sheer terror he. 

And utter misery, 

Flies to the storm-wrapt hills and 
hungry calling sea. 


TV A CHILD OF FANCY. 

Mv little dove, my little lamb, 

In udiom again a child I am; 

My innocent, on whose fair head 
[ The Rories of the unknown are shed ; 

I Who thro* the fami^mg summer day 
Spendcst the toty hours in play, 

Tow nuich by joyous life possest 
^ To give a v^ng thought to rest; 


Who, with the earliest shades of night, 
White-robed, in happy slumben light, 
Recallest in thy stainless calm 
An angel resting from its psalm t 

Whence art thou come? What power 
could teach 

Tlie secret of thy bfck-en speech ? 

What Agile limb, what stalwart arm, 
Like thy sweet feebleness can charm ? 

I 

With what a rapture of surprise 
This fair world meets thy steadfast eyes, 
As if they saw reflected there 
Faint images of scenes more fair. 

Leaving another heaven behind, 

A heaven on earth thou cain'st to find ; 
This world, so full of misery, 

0 ()ens celestial gates for thee. 

Oh I if thou mights! not e’er grow wise 
With the sad learning born of sighs; 

If those soft eyes might never here 
Grow dim for any bitter tear. 

Vain thought,—no creature born of 
earth 

Blooms best ’neath cloudless skies of 
mirth ; 

Only soft rains and clouds can dress 
Life’s tree with flowers of blcssednesa 

Whate’er the lot thy fate shall give, 

At least, while life is mine to live, 

I'hou shall not lack a share of love. 

My tittle lamb, my little dove t 

.SONG, 

It was not that thy eyes 
Were blue as autumn skies, 

It was not that thy hair 
Was os on angel’s fair. 



8o 


THE ORGAN-BOY. 


No excellence of form coukl move 
A liner soul to so much love. 

Nor that in thee I sought 
For precious gems of thought, 

Nor ever hoped to find 
Hid treasure in thy mind. 

(iray wisdom comes with time and age, 
And thine was an unwritten page. 

But that I seemed in thee 
My other self to sec, 

Yet purer and more high 
I'han meets my inner eye, 

I.ike that enamoured boy who, gazing 
down, 

Ilia lower self would in his higher 
drown. 


THE ORGAN^BOY. 

Grkat brown eyes, 

Thick plumes of hair, 

Old corduroys 
I'he worse for wear ; 

A buttoned jacket. 

And peeping out 
An ape’s grave poll, 

Or a guinea pig’s snout; 

A sun-kissed face. 

And a dimpled mouth, 

With the white fiashing teeth 
And soft smile of the south ; 
A young back bent, 

Not with or care, 

But the load of poor music 
*Tis fated to bear : 

But a commonplace picture 
To commonplace ^es, 

Yet full of a charm 
Which the thinker will prize. 


They were stern cold rulers, 

Those Romans of old. 

Scorning art and letters 
For conquest and gold; 

Yet leavening mankind. 

In mind and in temgue. 

With the laws that they made 
And the songs that they sung; 
Sitting rose-crowned, 

With pleasure-choked breath, 

As the nude young limbs crimsoned, 
Then stiffened in death; 

Piling up monuments 
(ireater than praise, 

'Fhoughts and deeds that shall lii e 
'I'o the latest of days : 

Adding province to province, 

And sea to sea, 

Till the idol fell down 
And the world rose up free. 

And this is the outcome, 

This vagabond child 
With that statue-like face 
And eyes soft and mild. 

This creature so humble, 

1^0 gay, yet so meek, 

Whose sole strength is only 
The strength of the weak; 

Of those long cruel ages 
Of lust and of guile, 

Naught leu us to-day 
But an innocent smile. 

For the laboured appeal 
Of the orator’s art, 

A few childish accents 
That reach to the heart. 

For those stem legions speeding 
O’er sea and o’er land. 

But a pitiful glance 
And a suppliant iMnd. 

I could moralize still; 

But the organ begins, 
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And the tired ape swingg downward 
And capers and grins: 

And away flies romance. 

And yet, time after time, 

As 1 dw'ell on days spent 
In a sunnier clime, 
or blue lakes deep set 
In the olive-clad mountains. 

Of gleaming white palaces 
Girt with cool fountains, 

Of minsters where every 
Carved stone is a treasure. 

Of sweet music liovering 
'Twixt pain and ’twixt pleasure ; 

Of cliambers enriched, 

On all sides, overhead. 

With the deathless creations 
Of hands that are dead; 

()f still cloisters holy, 

And twilight arcade. 

Where the lovers still saunter 
Thro* chequers of shade ; 

Of tomb and of temple. 

Arena and column, 

’Mid to-day’s garish splendours. 
Sombre and solemn; 

Of the marvellous town 
With the salt-flowing street, 

Where colour bums deepest, 

And music most sweet; 

Of her the great mother, 

Who centuries sate 

'Neath a black shadow blotting 

The days she was great; 

Who was plunged* in such shame— 
She, our source and'our home-— 
That a foul spectre only 
Was left us of Rome} 

She who^ seenti^ to sleep 
Thro* all ^es to be, 

Was the priests*, ia mankind’s, 

Was a slas'e, and ht free I 


I turn with grave thought 
To this child of the. ages, 

And to all that is writ 
In Time’s hidden )>ages. 

Shall young Howards or Guelphs, 
In the days that shall come, 
W’ander forth sMking bread 
Far from England and borne ? 

Shall they sail to new continents, 
English no mure, 

Or turn—strange reverse— 

To the old classic shore? 

.Shall fair locks and blue eyes, 
And the rose on the cheek. 

Find a language of pity 
The tongue cannot speak— 

“ Not English, but angels ? ’* 
Shall this tale be told 
Of Romans to be 
As of Romans of old'? 

Shall they too have monkeys 
And music? Will any 
Try their luck with an engine 
Or toy spinning-jenny ? 

Shall we too be led 
By that mirage of Art 
Which saps the true strength 
Of the national heart ? 

The sensuous glamour, 

The dreamland of grace. 

Which rot the strong manhood 
I'hcy fail to replace; 

Which at once are the glory, 

The ruin, the shame, 

Of the beautiful lands 

And ripe souls whende they came ? 

Oh, my !|^ng1and I oh, Mother 
Of Freemen I oh, sweet, 

, Sad toiler majestic. 

With labour-worn feet I 

G 
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PROCESSIOAS. 


Brave worker, girt round, 
lnexpugna)>le, free. 

With tumultuous sound 
And salt spume of the sea, 

I' cnced off from the clamour 

Of alien mankind 

Ity the surf on the rock, 

And the shriek of the wind, 
'I'ho* the hot Gaul shall envy, 
'I’hc cold German flout thee, 
'I'hy far children scorn thee, 
Still thou shall be great, 

Still march on uncaring, 

Thy perils uiisharing, 

Alone, and yet daring 
Thy inlinite fate. 

Yet ever remembering 
The precepts of gold, 

That were written in part 
l'’or the great ones of old— 

** Let other hands fashion 
The marvels of art; 

To thee fate has given 
A loftier part. 

To rule the wide peoples ; 

To bind them to thee” 

By the sole bond of loving, 
'J'hat bindeth the free. 

To hold thy own place, 
Neither lawless nor slave ; 
Not driven by the despot, 

Nor tricked by the knave. 


But these thoughts arc too solemn. 

So play, my child, play. 

Never heeding the connoisseur 
Over the way, * 

Tlte lest dances of course; 

Then, with scant pause between, 
"Home, Sweet Home," the **OId 
Ilimdredth," 

And ** God Save the Queen.*’ 


See the poor children swarm 
From dark court and dull street, 
As the gay music quickens 
The lightsome young feet. 

See them now whirl away, 

Now insidiously come, 

With a coy grace which conquers 
The squalor of home. 

See the pallid cheeks flushing 
With innocent pleasure 
At the hiiriy and haste 
Of the quick-footed measure. 

See the dull eyes now bright. 

And now happily dim, 

For some soft-dying cadence 
Of love-song or hymn. 

Dear souls, little joy 
Of their young lives have they, 

So thro’ hymn-tune and song-tune 
Play on, my child, play. 

For tho’ dull pedants chatter 
Of musical taste, 

Talk of hindered researches, 

And hours run to waste ; 

Tho' they tell us of thoughts 
To ennoble mankind 
Wiiich your poor measures chase 
From the labouring mind; 

While your music rejoices 
One joyless young heart. 

Perish bookworms and books. 
Perish learning and art—* 

Of my vagabond fancies 
I’ll e'en take my fill. 

’’Qualche cosa, signor?” 

Yes, my child, that 1 will. 


PROCESSIONS, 

To and fro, to and fro, 

The long, long procession-s go, 


Fainter now an4 now more bright, 
Now in shadow, now in light; 

(lay and sad, and gay again. 

Mixed of pleasure, mixed of pain. 
Bridal song and burial dirge, 

Rippling blue and leaden surge: 

Sunlit plain and storm*wmpt hill, 
Saintly lives or stained with ill; 

Vouth and hre and frolic mirth, 

Cold age Ixmding txick to earth ; 

1 lope and faith and high endeavour. 
Dead lives slowly waning ever; 

(llcams of varying sun and shade, 

Buds that burst, and floaters that liulc ; 
l.ives that spring, and lives that fall, 
AikI a Hidden Will o’er all. 


LIFE. 

Shut in by self, as by a brazen wall, 

In a dry, windless court alone, 

W'here no refreshing dews of eve may 
fall, 

Nor morning son has shone. 

But ever broader, ever higher, higher. 

And ever yearly stronger grown, 

In long circuitous folds high towers 
aspire 

.\round her central throne. 

.\nd every year adds some fair outer- 
court, 

Green, lit with fountains, tended well, 

Some dainty pleasaunce fit for joy and 

^rt, 

But not wherein to dwell. 

Or some hi^ palace ^>1^ fretted 
gold, 

And tricked with gems td* thought and 
arty | 


LIFE. 83 

In blank perspective ranks its chambers 
cold. 

Too fair to touch the heart. 

For far wdUiin the inmost coil of towers, 
Wrapt round with shadows like a cloak, 
Where on the tw^ight hush of slow- 
paced hours 

P'ull utterance never broke ; 

Neither of laughter nor the painful 
sound 

Of great thoughts come to sudden birth, 
Nor murmurs from the Sea that frets 
antund 

The dull laborious earth ; 

I 

Nor voice of love or child, nor note of 
glee, 

Nor sigh, nor any weal nor woe— 
Naught but a chill, at times, as hope¬ 
lessly 

The slow years come and go; 

She broods immured, a devil or a saint. 
Shut fast within a lonely cell. 

Peopled with beatific visions faint, 

Or ghostly shapes of hell. 

And every year she hears from some 
high gate 

That breaks the dizzy circuit of the 
wall, 

By hands invisible, but strong as fate. 
The loud portcullis fall. 

And every year upon her duller ear 
Faint and more faint the outward 
echoes come, 

Fainter the mii^led tones of hope and 
fear, 

To this her cloistered ho.xc» 
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IN THE PARK, 


Till, when the we^ry circuit*s done and 
past, 

The last gate clangs, the tall towers 
sway and fall, 

A great voice calls with thunders, and 
at last 

'I'he captive breaks her thrall! 

IN THE PARK. 

The stock-jobbers’ madams dash 
In splendour thro’ park and street. 
’Tis a lightning of wheels that flash, 
’Tis a thunder of high-stepping feet. 

Shrink aside, vile churl, for these prin¬ 
cesses lx)ld — 

'I'hese creatures of jewels and ermine 
and gold-r- 

Ah they loll by in insolent pride, 
Scarce deigning a glance of the eye, 
They scatter their mud stains far 
and wide 

On the humbler passer-by— 

Some rhymester it may be, whose 
bitter pen 

Shall pay them their mud stains with 
interest again. 

And,meanwhile, in some fetid street 
Their spouse and provider sits— 

A swindler fattening on tie and 
cheat. 

Sole fruit of his sordid wits— 

Full fed and bloated, or wan and pale, 

And haunted with fears of an imminent 
gaol. 

When my lady of high degree 
Rolls by with her lackeys ablaze, 

It gladdens my heart, good 
madams, to see 
The disdain of you in her gaze. 


I love her little, but, matched with you, 

I could fall cm my knees to a pride so 
true. 

Or when Lais rattles by 

In her vesture of visible shame, 

Poor child, 1 whisper, and who 
am I 

To call her dead life by ils name? 

Sad tawdry splendours that, one sure 
day, 

Will spread swift pinions and flutter 
away I 

But with you, vile spawn of deceit, 

What need to be chary of ire? 

Get down, 1 say, on your useless 
feet, 

And cleanse them with honest mire. 

Down with you, ’tis time, ere your 
coaches be made 

'I'he central block of a new barricade. 

Yet, perhaps, since in this poor life. 

'filings are double, each against 
each, 

Among you sometimes is the 
mother and wife 

With her darlings to cherish and 
teach, 

The gentle lady, tender and kind. 

With no ^adow of evil on heart or 
mind. 

Ah, riddle of things I ah, great 

Perpetual struggle and war ! 

The good which should be, in¬ 
separate, 

From the evil things that are— 

How shall I, with purblind vision, 
arraign 

The marvellous measures of joy and 
pain? 
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Roll by then, brave dames, roll by; 

You are part of a scheme, I trow. 

No more will I look with a covet¬ 
ous eye 

On your splendours of pomp and 
show; 

For 1 see in your gorgeous chariots the 
strife, 

'rhe problem, the wonder, the satire, 
oflife. 


LOSS AND GAIN 

1‘'rom day to day, from year to year, 
New w'nvcs of change assail us here ; 
Kach day, each year, prolongs the chain 
Where pleasure alternates with pain. 

New earth-born exhalations rise, 

'I'o hide the heavens from our eyes; 
New clouds obscure the vision fair, 
Which once was round us everywhere. 

New precious obligations come, 

New sanctities of love and home. 

New tender hopes, new anxious fears, 
And sweet experiences of tears. 

Old tastes are lost, old thoughts grow 
strange, 

Old longings gradually change, 

Old faiths seem no more dear or true, 
Lost in the full light of the new. 

Youth’s boundless aspirations fled, 

And every wild ambition dead ; 

I:ove not a meteor blinding sight, 

Hut a pure ray of sober light. 

And lew the passionate self of old, 

A deep affection, calm, not cold ; 

A pitykig love serenely kind, 

A hirntder troit, a jnster mind, 


A faith which occupies the heart, 

Tho’ the brain halts to bear its part. 
Which threat and promise fail to move, 
Like the dim consciousness of love. 

Tho’ much he taken, much is left, 

Not all forsaken nor bereft; 

From change on change we come to 
rest. 

And the last moment is the best. 


SONG. 

“Only a woman’s hair,” 

A fair lock severed and dead ; 

Hut where is the maiden—where 
That delicate head P 

Perhaps slic is rich and fair, 

Perhaps she is pour and worn, 

And ’twere lK*tter that one somewhere 
Had never been born. 

And the careless hand that threw 
That faded tress away— 

Ah ! tlic false heart that once seemed 
true, 

Ah ! love flung away. 


THE APOLOGY. 

1 MAY not scorn, I cannot prize 
Those whose quick-coming fancies ri c 
Only in quaint disguise— 

Some trick of speech, or mien, or 
dress. 

Some obsolete uncoroeliness, 

Some ancient wickedness. 
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THE APOLOGY, 


Strange words antique for things not 
strange, 

like broken tower and mould'ring 
grange, 

Made fair through time and change. 

Legends of knight, and squire, and 
dame, 

With this our common life the same 
In glory and in shame. 

Mean lives and narrow aims which owe 
The glamour and the charm they show 
To that strange “ Long ago ; ” 

Nay, meaner, lower than our own, 
Because To-day is wider grown, 

Knows deeper, and is known. 

I doubt if anything there 
Which best thro’ mask of chivalry, 
Reveals myself to me ; 

Myself, its yearnings atid desires, 

Its glimpses of supernal fires, 

The something which aspires; 

Myself, the thing of blot and stain. 
Which fallen, rises, falls again, 

A mystery of pain ; 

Myself, the toiler slow to earn, 

The thinker sowing words that burn, 
The sensuous in turn, 

The vanquished, the disgraced, the 
saint, 

Now free as air, now Ixiund and faint. 
By everyday constraint. 

Or, if too near the present lies 
Fw common brains and common eyes 
To probe its mysteries. 


If feeble fancy Mis to tear 
The outer husk of fact, and bare 
The seed to vital air, 

But too extended, too immense, 

Life’s orb a vast circumference 
Stretches for mortal sense; 

If simpler shows the past, more fair, 
Set in a pure and luminous air. 

Not dimmed by mists of care. 

Seeming to breathe a lighter strain 
Of lutes and lyres where none complain 
With undertones of pain ;— 

If haply there we seem to view 
Ourselves, behind a veil, yet true 
The germ from which we grew; 

Not less our duty and our pride 
Forbid to leave unsought, untried, 

The glories at our side. 

What ? shall the limnor only paint 
Blue hills with adumbrations faint. 

Or misty aureoled saint, 

And scorn to ponder flower or tree. 
Ripe fields, child<faces, summer sea. 
And all fair things that be ; 

Nor care thro’ passion's endless pla}’, 
Our living brethren to portray, 

Who fare to doom to-day. 

When the sun’s finger deigns to trace 
Each line and feature of man’s face, 

Its beauty and disgrace ? 

Or ritall the skilled mnstcUui dare 
Only to sound some jocund air 
Arcadian, free 4om care, 
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Kituud whom ill strains that scorn 
control 

Tlie mighty diapasons roll, 

That speak from soul to soul; 

Our mystical modern music deep, 

Not piped by shepherds to their slieep, 
But wrung from souls that weep; 

Where seldom melody is heard, 

Nor simple woodland note of bird, 

So deep a depth is stirred, 

Such blended harmonies divine 
Across the core of sweetness twine 
As round the grape the vine ? 

Or shall some false cold dream of art 
Corrupt the voice and chill the heart, 
And turn us from our part, 

Tilot out the precious lesson won 
From all the ages past and done, 

That bard and seer are one ? 

Dull creed of earthy souls ! who tell 
That, be the song of heaven or hell, 
Who truly sings, sings well, 

And with the same encomiums greet 
The satyr baring brutish feet, 

And pure child*angels sweet; 

Whose praise in equal meed can share 
The Maenad with distempered hair. 

The cold Madonna fair. 

Great singers of the past 1 whose song 
Still streams down earthward pure and 
strong, 

Tftt from all.stain of «m>ng. 


Whose lives were chequered, but whose 
verse 

The generations still rehearse; 

Yet never soul grew worse. 

9 

What is it that these would ? shall T, 
Born late in time, consent to lie 
In the old misery ? 

I—who have learnt that flesh is dust, 
What gulfs dissever love from lust, 

The wrongful from the just— 

Put on again the rags of sense, 

A Pagan without innocence, 

A Christian in offence ? 

Perish the thought! 1 am to-day 
What God and Time have made me; 
they 

Have ordered, 1 obey. 

And day by day the labouring earth 
Whirls on—glad mysteries of birth, 

Sad death throes, sorrow, mirth, 

Youth’s flower just bursting into bloom. 
Wan age, a sun which sets in gloom, 
The cradle, and the tomb; 

1 These arc around mc~hope and fear, 
Not fables, but alive and near. 

Fresh smile and scarce-dried tear; 

These are around me, these I sing. 
These, these of every thought and thing, 
My verse shall heavenward wing. 

The sun but seems to kiss the hill, 

And all the vast eternal Will 
Is moving, working, still 
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God is. Truth lives, and overhead 
Behold a visible glory spread; 

Only the past is dead. 

( 'oiir.'igc ! arise; if hard it seem 
'I'o sing the present, yet we deem 
'Tis worthier than a dream. 

Awake, arise, for to the bold 
The seeming desert comes to hold 
Blossoms of w'hite and gold. . 

• * • * 
Shall I then choose to take my side 
With those who love their thoughts to 
hide 

In vague al)Stractions wide ? 

Whose dim verse struggles to recall 
The hopes, the fears that rise and fall 
Deep in the souls of all. 

Who fitly choose a fitting theme. 

Not things which neither are nor seem, 
No visionary dream, 

But the great psalm of life, the long 
Harmonious confluence of song, 

Thro’ all the ages strong, 

But grown to wider scale to day, 

And sweeping fuller chords than they 
Knew who have passeil away. 

A worthy theme for u'orlhy bard 
But all loo often blurreil and marred 
By intonations hard, 

180 that the common eye and ear 
C an dimly see and faintly hear 

What should be bright and clear. 

Who whig the fiery thought so high. 

An arrow shot into the sky, 

Its failing forces die, 


And all the straining eye discerns 
Is but a spark which feebly burns, 
Tlien quenched to earth returns. 

Or with a borrowed lyre devote 
Hoarse accent and untuneful throat 
To sound a difficult note, 

By currents of conflicting thought, 

And counter themes which rise unsought. 
And jangling chords distraught. 

Not fiong, but science, sign not sound, 
Not soaring to high heaven, but bound 
Fast to the common ground. 

Who with a pitiless skill dissect 
What secret sources, vexed and checked, 
Surge upward in effect. 

And trace in endless struggling thyme 
How hearts forlorn of love and time 
Have rotted into crime. 

Or those who, bafiled and opprest 
By life’s incessant fierce unrest, 

Where naught that is seems bef.t, 

Assail the tyrant, lash the wrong, 

Till but a wild invective long, 

Is left in lieu of song. '' 

Most precious all, yet this is sure. 

The song which longest shall endure 
Is simple, sweet, and pure. 

Not psychologic riddles fine. 

Nut keen anal}'sis, combine 
In verse we feel divine. 

Nor fierce overbalanced rage alone. 
Which mars the rhyme, and dulls the 
tone— 

They may not sing who groan; 
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But a sweet cadence, wanting much 
Of depth, perhaps, and fire, but such 
As finer souls can touch. 

To finer issues ; such as come 
To him who far afield must roam. 
Thinking old thoughts of home. 

Or who in Sabbath twilights hears 
His children lisp a hymn, and fears 
Lest they should see his tears. 

* • « * 

Wherefore, iny soul, if song be thine, 
Jf any gleam of things divine 
Thrfi* thee may dimly shine, 

Jf ever any faintest note 

Of far-off sweetness swell thy throat, 

True echo tho’ remote. 

This is my task, to sing To-day, 

Not dead years past and fled away, 

But this alone—To-day. 

Or if I pause a little space 
Striving, across the gulf, to trace 
Some fine, forgotten face— 

Some monarch of the race whose name 
Still lives upon the lips of fame, 
Touched by no stain of shame; 

Some sweet old love-tale, ever young, 
Which of old lime the burning tongue 
Of god-like bard has sung; 

Some meed of effort nobly won, 

Some more than human task begun, 
Precions though left undone; 

Some awful story, stroi^ to show 
How passions unrestricted flow 
Into a sea of woe; 


Not less my powers 1 strive to bend, 
Not less my song aspires to tend 
To one unchanging end. 

By loAy aspirations, stirred 
Thro* homely musje, daily heaixl. 

Trite phrase and common word, 

Simple, but holding at the core 
Thoughts which strange speech and 
varied lore 

Have hid from men before. 

To lift how little howsoever 

The hearts of toilers struggling here, 

In joyless lives and sere. 

To make a little lighter yet 
Their lives by daily ills besot, 

Whom men and laws forget. 

To sing, if sing I must, of love 
As a pure spell, with power to move 
Dull hearts to things above. 

But choosing rather to portray 
I'he w'arring tides of thoiiglu which 
stray , 

Thro' doubting souls to-day. 

Or if at times, with straining eye 
And voice, 1 dwell on things which lie 
Hidden in Futurity, 

And strive to tell in halting rhyme 
The glorious dawn, the golden prime. 
The victories of Time, 

The race transfigured, wrong rerlrcsfcd, 
None worn with labour, nor oppressed, 
But peace for all and rest. 
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And knowledge throwing wide the 
shrine 

From whose broad doorways seems to 
shine 

An effluence Divine ;— 

1 r of these visions fain to dream, 

Not less I hold, whate’er may seem, 
The Present for my theme, 

'flic vain regret remembering, 

Which lost occasion knows to bring,— 
Afraid, yet bound, to sing. 


SONG. 

Ah ! love is like a tender flower 
1 lid in the opening leaves of life, 
Which, when the springtide calls, has 
power 

'I'o scorn the elemental strife— 

So strong, that well it knows to gain 
Fresh sweetness from the wind and rain. 

.So strong, and yet so weak, alas ! 

It waits the wooing of the sun ; 

*.Mid frosts and snows the brief hours 
pass. 

And when they melt the spring is donb. 
tJay blooms and honeyed fruits- may 
come. 

But spring is dead, and birds are duntb. 


AS IN A PICTURE. 

Whit£, on a cliflf they stood ; 
B^ond, a cypress wood. 

Three there were—one who wept, 
And one as though he slept; 


One with wide steadfast eyes 
Fixed in a sad surprise. 

Day, like a dying hymn, 

Grew gradually dim. 

A solitary star 

Gleamed on them from afar. 

Beneath, by sand and cave 
Sobbed the continual wave. 

Long time in reverent thought 
Who these might be 1 sought, 

Then suddenly I said, 

Oh, Lord of quick and dead 1' 


AT AN ALMSHOUSE. 

Brneath these shadows holy 
Age rests, or paces slowly, 

And muses, muses always 
On that which once has been, 
Recalling years long ended, 

And vanished visions splendid ; 

The throb, the flush of old days, 
When all the world was green. 

When every hour brought plea*.ure, 
And every flower a treasure, 

And whispered words were spoken, 
And love was everywhere. 

The swift brief hour of passion, 
And then the old, old fashion, 

The childish accents broken—> 

Oh, precious days and fair I 

The years of self-denial, 

Bliisful tho* full of trial, 

The young blooms waxing stnwger, 
The older come to fnut. 
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The tranquil days of gladness, 

'i'he gradual calm and sadness, 
When childhood cheers no longer, 
And all the house is mute. 

Gone, but not wholly taken ; 

Left, yet not all forsaken. 

Again the worn hearts cherish 
The memories of home ; 

Again love-wliispers greet them, 
Their children run to meet them, 
Blest dreams which never perish 
Until the end be come. 


A YORKSHIRE RIVER, 

The silent surfaces sleep 
With a sullen viscous flow, 

\nd scarce in the sc|ualid deep 
Swing the dead weeds to and fro, 

\nd no living thing is tlicre to swim or 
creep 

In the sunless gulfs below. 

\nd beneath are the ooze aii<l the 
slime, 

Where the corpse lies as it fell, 

I'he hidden secrets of crime 
Which no living tongue shall tell, 

I'he shatn^nl story of time, 

I'he old, old burden of hell. 

Ml the grasses upon the bank 
\re bitter with scurf and drift, 

\nd the reeds are withered and dank ; 
Uid sometimes, when the smoke clouds 
shift, 

iTmi .niay see the tall shafts in a hideous 

rank 

rheir suljdnuro^ fumes uplift. 

From Um hl^k blot up the stream 
rhe funeral barges glide, 


And the waves part as in a dream, 
From broad bow and sunken side \ 

And ’tis “greetl, greed I ’* hisses from 
< coal and from steam, 

Foul freightage and turbid tide, 

Like the life of a slnmh'ring soul 
Grown dull in content and health, 
Whose dark depths lazily roll, 

Whose still currents creep by stealth. 
Nor sorrow nor yearning comes to 
control ■ 

I'he monotonous tide qf wealth. 

Fair or foul, in life as in death, 

One blight and corruption o’er all, 

Blow on them, great wind, with ihy 
breath, 

Fall, blinding water-floods, fall. 

Till the dead life below awakeneth, 

And deep unto deep doth call! 

FOR JUDGMENT, 

'I’llK form was young, the face was 
fair, 

Her hands seemed still together tied, 
'Twas» as if Eve was standing there, 
With the stern guardian at her .side. 

I mused on all the depths of will, 

Of judgment, knowledge, right, and 
wrong. 

The pleadings crept their course, ami 
still 

I sat in musings sad and long. 

But when they ceased the tale of 
sliame, 

And the cold voice pronounced her 
name, 

But one thought held me, that was all, 
’Twas thus we did my sister call. 
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ODE ON A FAIR SPRING 
MORNING. 

« 

Comb, friend, let us forget 

The turmoil of the world a little while, 

l^'or now the soft skies smile, 

With dew the flowers are wet. 

I.ct us away awhile 

With fierce unrest and carking thoughts 
of care. 

And breathe a little while the jocund 
air. 

And sing the joyous measures sung 
iJy blither singers, when the worUl was 
young. 

For still the world is young, for still 
the spring 

Renews itself, and still the lengthening 
hours 

Itring back the month of flowers ; 

'I'he loaves are green tO'day as those of 
old. 

For Chaucer and for Shakspe.'ire ; stilt 
the gold 

Of August gilds the ri]>pling breadths 
of wheat; 

Voting maids are fair aud sweet 
As when they frolicked gay, with flash* 
ing feet, 

Round tlie old May-pole. All young 
things rejoice. 

No sorrow dulls the blackbird's mellow 
voice, 

'fhro’ the clear summer dawns or twi¬ 
lights long. 

With aspect not more dim 
Thro’ space the pluiets swim 
Than of old time o’er the Chaldean 
plain. 

We only, we nlone, 

j^l jarring discords mar our song. 


And find our music take a lower tone. 

We only with dim eyes 

And laboured vision feebly strain, 

And flout the undying splendours of 
the skies. 

Oh, see how glorious show, 

On this fair morn in May, the cicar-cut 
hills, 

The dewy lawns, the hawthorns white, 
.\rgent on plains of gold, tlie growing 
light 

Pure as when first on the young earth 
The faint warm sunlight came to birth. 
There is a nameless air 
Of sweet renewal over all which fills 
The earth and sky with life, and every¬ 
where, 

Before tlie scarce seen sun begins to 
glow. 

The birds awake which slumbered all 
night long. 

And with a gush of song, 

First doubting of their strain, then full 
and wide 

Raise their fresh hymns thro* all the 
country side; 

Already, above the dewy clover, 

The soaring lark begins to hover 
Over his male's low nest; 

And soon, trom childhood’s early rest 
In hall and cottage, to the casement 
rise 

The little ones with their fresh opened 
eyes. 

And gaze on the old Earth, which still 
grows new, 

And see the tranquil heaven's unclouded 
blue. 

And, since as yet no sight nor sound of 
toil 

The fair spread, peaceful picture comes 
to soil, 
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Look with their young and steadfast gaze 
Fixed in such artless sweet amaze 
As Adam knew, when first on either 
hand 

He saw the vii^in landscapes of the 
morning land. 

Jh, youth, dawn, springtide, triune 
miracle, 

Kcnewing life in earth, and sky, and 
man, 

[$y what eternal plan 
[lost thou revive again and yet again ? 
Dtere is no mom that breaks 
^o bud that bursts, no life that comes 
to birth, 

Out the rapt fancy takes, 

Far from the duller plains of mind and 
^ earth, 

Jp to the source and origin of things, 
tVhere, poised on brooding wings, 
t seems to hover o’er the immense 
inane, 

\nd see the suns, like feeble rings of 
light, 

"Irb from the gray, and all the young¬ 
ling globe 

\ coil of vapour circling like a dream, 
Then fixed compact for ever ; the first 
lieam 

Strike on the dark and undivided sea, 
\.nd wake the deeps with life. Oh, 
mystery 

rhat still dost baffle thought, 

Though by all sages sought, 

Vnd yet art daily done 
kVith each returning sun, 

ATith every dawn which reddens in the 
^ ^ies, 

^ith every opening of awakened eyes I 

f 

S 

low shall any dare to hold 
l^t the fiiir world growing old, 


Hath spent in vanished time 
The glories of its prime ? 

Beautiful were the days indeed 
Of the Pagan*s simple creed, 

When all of life was made for girl and 
Ijoy, 

And all religion was but to enjoy ; 

The fair chivalric dream 
To some may glorious seem, 

When from the sleeping centuries, 
Awakened Europe seemed to rise; 

It may be that we cannot know, 

In these ripe years, the glory and the 
glow 

Of those young hours of time, and 
careless days, 

Borne down too much by knowledge, 
and opprest, 

To halt a little for the needed rest, 

And yield ourselves awhile to joy and 
praise ; 

Yet every year doth bring 

With each recurrence of the genial hour 

The infancy of spring. 

With store of tender leaf and bursting 
flower, 

And still to every home 
Fresh childish voices come, 

And (^es that opened last in Paradise, 
And with each rosy dawn 
Are night and deatfi withdrawn ; 
Another world rises for other eyes; 
Again begins the joy, the stress, the 
strife, 

Ancient as time itself, and wide as life. 

Wc are the ancients of the world 
indeed; 

No more the simple creed, 

When every hill and stream and grove 
Was filled with shy divinities of love, 
Allures ns, serving as our King 
A Lord of grief and suffering. 
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Too much our wisdom burdens to 
]}ermit 

'('he fair, thin visions of the past, to (lit 
I'rom shade to shade, or float from hiU 
to hill. 

Wc arc so compassed round by ill, 

That all the music of our lives is 
dumb, 

Amid the turbulent waves of sound 
that rise, 

The discord born of doubts, and tears, 
and siglis, 

Which daily to the listening ear do 
come; 

N.'iy, oft, confounded by the incessant 
i)oi.sc 

Of vast M'orld-engincs, grinding law on 
Jaw, 

We lose the godhead that our fathers 
saw, 

And all our higher joys. 

And bear to plod on daily, deaf and 
blind, 

To a dark goal we dare not hope to 
find. 

])ut grows the world then old ? 

Nay, all things that are liorn of time 
Spring upwards, and expand from youth 
to prime, 

Ki\ien from flower to fruit. 

From song-tide till the days are mute, 
tirecn blade to ear of gold. 

Ilut not the less through the eternal 
round 

The sleep of winter wakes in days of 
spring. 

And not the less the bare and frozen 
ground 

Grows blithe with> blooms that burst 
and birds that sing. 

Nature is deathless; hab and tree, 
Through time that has been and shall be, 


Change not, althoi^h 4he outward 
form 

Seem now the columned palm 
Nourished in zones of calm. 

And now the gnarled oak that defies 
the storm. 

The cedar’s thousand summers are no 
more 

To her than are the fleeting petals gay 
Which the young spring, ere March is 
o’er, 

Scarce offered, takes away. 

KttM'iml ai e her works. Unchanging she. 
Alike in short-lived flower and cver- 
chnnging sea. 

We, too, are deathless; we, 

Eternal ns the Earth, 

We cannot cease to be 
While springtide comes or birth. 

If our being cease to hold 
Reflected lights divine 
On budding lives, with every day they 
shine 

With unabated gold. 

Though lust it may be to our mortal 
sight, 

It cannot be that any perish quite— 
Only the baser part forgets to be. 

And if within the hidden Treasury 
Of the great Ruler we awhile should 
re‘t, 

To issue with a higher stamp imprest, 
W’ilh all our baser alloy purged and 
spent, 

Were we not thus content? 

Our thoughts too mq^hty are 
To be within our span of years con¬ 
fined, 

Too deep and wide and fiir, 

The hopes, the fears, that crowd the 
labouring mind, 
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The siorrows that oppress, 
llie sanctities that bless, 

Are vaster than this petty stage of 
things. 

'I'he soaring fancy mounts on careless 
wings 

Heyond the glimmer of the furthest 
star. 

The nightly watcher who with patient 
eye 

Scans the illumined sky, 

Knows when the outward rushing fire 
shall turn, 

And in far ages hence shall brightly burn 
For eyes to-day undreamt of. 'I'hc 
clear voice 

From Greece or Israel thro’ the cen¬ 
turies heard 

Still bids us tremble or rejoice, 

Stronger than living look or word ; 

The love of home or race, 

Which doth transfigure us, and seems 
to bring 

On every heaven-lit face 
Some shadow of the glory of our King, 
I'ades not on earth, nor with our years 
doth end; 

Nay, even earth’s poor physical powers 
transcend 

The narrow bounds of space and time, 
'Fhe swift thought by some mystic sym¬ 
pathy 

Speeding through desert sand, and 
storm-tost sea. 

And shall we bold the range of mind 
Is to OUT little lives confined ; 
lliat the pure heart in some blest 
^ere above, 

Loves not which here was set on fire of 
love; 

The dear eye scans not still, which 
here could scan 

The confines of die Universal plan; 


The seer nor speaks nor thinks his 
thoughts sttblim^ 

And all of Homer is a speck of lime ? 

Nay, friend, let us forget 
The conflicts of our doubt a little 
while, 

Again our springs shall smile ; 

We shall not perish yet. 

If God so guide our fate, 

The nobler portions of ourselves shall 
last 

'nil all the lower rounds of life he past, 
And we, regenerate. 

We too ag.!]!! shall rise, 

The same and not the same. 

As daily rise upon the orient skies 
New dawns with wheels of flame. 

So, if it worthy prove, 

Our being, sclf-perfectcd, shall upw'ard 
move 

To higher essence, and still higher 
grown, 

Not sweeping idle harps before a 
throne, 

Nor spending praise where is no need 
of praise, 

But through unnumbered lives and 
ages come 

From pure laborious days, 

'I'o an eternal home, 

Where spring is not, nor birth, nor any 
dawn, 

But life’s full noontide never is with¬ 
drawn. 


LOVE TRIUMPHANT, 

Lovr took me up, a naked, helpless 
child, 

f.ove laid me sleeping on the tender 
breast, 
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Love gased on me with saintly eyes 
and mild, 

Love watched me as I lay in happy rest, 

lK>ve was my childhood's stay, my 
chiefest good. 

My daily friend, my solace, and niy 
food. 

Hut when to l^ovc’s own stature 1 was 
come, 

Treading the paths where fabled Loves 
abound. 

Hard by theCythcrean’s magic home, 

l/oveless I paced alone the enchanted 
ground. 

Some phantoms pale I marked, which 
(led awav. 

And lo, my youth was gone ; my hair 
turned gray. 

Tx)veless I lived long time, until 1 
knew 

A thrill since childish hours unknown 
before, 

My cloistered heart forth to the wicket 
flew. 

And Love himself was waiting at the 
door. 

And now, howe'er the treacherous 
seasons move, 

liOve dwells with me again, and 1 with 
Love. 

lx>ve folds me round, Love walks with 
me, Love takes 

My heart and bums it with a holy fire ; 

Love lays me on his silver wings, and 
makes 

My fainting soul to thinner air aspire. 

l/)ve of the Source, the Race, the 
True, the Right, 

'fhis is my sole companion day and 
night. 


TOLERANCE. 

Call no faith false which e’er has 
brouj^t 

Relief to any laden life, 

Cessation from the pain of thought, 
Refreshment ’mid the dust of strife. 

What though the thing to which they 
kneel 

Ik dumb and dead as w'ood or stone, 
Though all the rapture which they feel 
Be for the worshipper alone ? 

They worship, they adore, they bow 
Before the Ineflfable Source, before 
The hidden soul of good ; and thou, 
W'ith all thy wit, what dost thou more ? 

Kneel with them, only if there come 
Some zealot or sleek knave who strives 
To mar the sanctities of home, 

To tear asunder w'edded lives ; 

Or who by subtle wile has sought. 

By shameful promise, shameful threat, 
'lo turn the thinker from his Jthought, 
To efface the eternal landmarks set, 

’Twixt faith and knowledge ; hold not 
pence 

For such, but like a sudden flame 
Let loose thy scorn on him, nor cease 
Till thou hast covered him with shame. 


A HYMN IN TIME OF IDOLS. 

Though they may crowd 
Rite upon rite^ and mystic song on 
song; , 
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Though the deep organ loud 

Through the long nave reverberate full 
and strong; 

TFiough the weird priest, 

Whom rolling clouds of incense half 
conceal, 

By gilded robes increased, 

Mutter and sign, and proudly prostrate 
kneel; 

Not pomp, nor song, nor bended 
knee 

Shall bring them any nearer Thee. 


I would not hold 

Therefore that those who worship still 
where they. 

In dear dead days of old, 

'fheir distant sires, knelt once and 
passed away, 

May not from carven stone, 

High arching nave and reeded column 
fine, 

And the thin soaring tone 
Of the keen organ catch a breath 
divine. 

Or that the immemorial sense 
i Of worship adds not reverence. 


[ But by some bare 

Iliirside or plain, or crowded city 
' street, 

^Wherever purer spirits are, 

" ' hearts with love inflamed together 
meet, 

Rode bench and naked wall, 
tumble and sordid to the world- 
dimmed sight, 
lOn these diall come to fall 
|A golden ray of ccmsecrating light, 

Vnd thon within the midst shalt 
there 

nvtsible receive the prayer. 


In every home, 

Wherever there are loving hearts and 
mild, 

Thou still dost deign to come, 

Clothed with the likeness of a iiltle 
child ; 

Upon the hearth thou still 
DwcIIcst with them at i||eat, or work, 
or play; 

Thou who all space dost fill 
Art with the.pure and humble day by 
day ; 

Thou treasurcst the tears they weep, 
And watchest o’er them while they 
sleep. 

Spirit and Word ! 

That still art hid in every faithful heart. 
Indwelling Thought and Lord— 

How should they doubt who know thee 
as thou art 7 

How think to bring thee near 
By magic words, or signs, or any spell, 
Who art among us hero, 

WTio always in the loving soul dost 
dwell. 

Who art the staff and stay indeed 
Of the weak knees and hands that 
bleed ? 

Then let them take 

Their p^an trappings, and their lifeless 
lore; 

Arise O Lord and make 
A worthy temple where was none 
before. 

Each soul its own best shrine, 

Its priesthood, its sufficient sacrifice, 

Its cleansing fount divine, 

Its hidden store of precious sanctiticK. 
Those only fit for priestcraft are 
From whom their Lord and King is far. 

H 
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ON A MODERN PAINTED 
WINDOW, 

Time was they lifted thee so high 
Between the gazer and the sky, 

That nil the worsliipper might see 
Was GckI no i§pre, but only thee. 

So high was set thy cross, that lliey 
Who would thy every thought obey, 
Saw not ihy gracious face, nor heard 
More than an echo of thy word. 

But now 'tis nearer to the grountl, 

The weeping women kneel around, 

The .scoffers sneering by, deride 
Thy kingly claims, thy wounded side. 

Only two beams of*cominon wood, 

And a meek victim bathed in blood, 
Rude nails that pierce the tortured 
limb, 

Mild eyes with agony grown dim. 

Aye, but to those who know thee right 
Faith strengthens with the nearer sight; 
Love builds a decj>er, stronger, creed 
On those soft eyes and Ii.inds that bleed. 

Raised but a little from the los-t, 

Bui higher therefore and more blest; 
No more an empty priestly sign, 

But the more human, more divine. 


A MIDSUMMER NIGHT. 

The long day wanes, the broad fields 
fade; the night, 

The sweet June night, is like a curtain 
drawn. 


The dark lanes know no faintest sound, 
and white 

The pallid hawthorn lights the smooth- 
pleached lawn. 

The scented earth drinks from the 
silent skies 

Soft dews, more sweet than softest 
harmonie.s. 

There is no stir nor breath of air, the 
plains 

Lie slumbering in the close embrace of 
night. 

Only the rustling landrail’-s note com- 
plain-s; 

The children’s casement shows the 
half-veiled light, 

Only beneath the solemn chn trees tall 

The fountain seems to fall and cease to 
fall. 

No change will come, nor any sound 
be made 

Thro’ the still hours which shall pre- 
ce<le the day; 

Only the bright-eyed stars will slowly 
fade, 

And a thin vapour rise up cold and 

gray, 

'I’hen a soft breeze will whisper fresh 
and cold, 

And up the swift sun hurries red as 
gold. 

And then another dawn, another link, 

To bind the coming to the vanished 
day, 

.Another foot-pace nearer to the brink 

Whereon our perilous footsteps hardly 
stay, 

Another line upon the secular page 

Of birth-throes, bridals, sick-beds, 
youth and age. 
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Sweet summer night, than summer 
days more &ir, 

Safe haven of the weary and forlorn, 

Splendid the gifts the luminous noon* 
tides bear, 

I^iovely the opening eyelids of the 
morn; 

But thou with softest touch trans* 
figurest 

This toilworn earth into a heaven of 
rest. 


GOOD IN EVERYTHING, 

Thk white shafts of the dawn dispel 
The night clouds lianked across the 
- sky; 

The -sluggish vapours curl and die, 
And the day rises. It is well. 

Unfold, ye tender blooms of life ; 

Sing, birds; let all the world be 
gay: 

’Tis well,—the morning of our ilay 
Must rise ’mid joyous songs and strife. 

Ikat, noonday sun, till all the plain 
Swoons, and life seems asleep or 
dead: 

Tis well,—the harvest of our bread 
Is sown in sorrow and reaped in pain. 

Close, evening shadows, soft and deep. 
When life revivan^ breathes once 
more; 

Fall, silent night, when toil is o’er, 
And the soul folds her wings in sleep. 

Come joy <»: grief, come right or wrong. 
In good or evil, life or death ; 

Wc are the creatures of His breath : 
Nor shall his hand forsake us long. 


THE REPLY, 

If I were to answer you 
As you would, my soul would soar 
Like the lark from earth*lx>rn eyes. 
Soar and hide in far*'iir skies, 

St)ar and come to mortsi view 
Nevennore. 

What-soever chance befall, 

Of myself I’d die posscst. 

If they hold a willing mind 
Silken threads like steel can bind. 
Only to be free is blest— 

Free is all. 

I’rcss me not, of cai ih am I; 

Paths there arc I dare nut tiead. 

Sweet are fields anjl flowers, the smile 
Of girlhood ; but a little while 
Blossoms youth, and overhc.id 
Laughs the sky. 

What have we to do with love,— 

We for whom the seasons bring 
Nothing else than golden hours, 

.Sun that burns, nor cloud that lowers, 
Thru’ whose veins the tides of spring 
Lightly move ? > 

But if any ])aiu should come 
To o’crcloud your summer, dear, 

Pain another’s heart may share, 

Come and we our fate will dare,— 
Come, forgetting doubt and fear. 

To your home. 


THE TOUCHSTONE, 

Said one, “ ’Tis Use must lend 
The clue our thoughts to bend 
To the true end,” 
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Then I. “ But can your thought 
Kcacb thus for ages sought, 

The olcrnal * Ought ? ’ ” 

“ Would not the martyr spurn 
The truth you teach, to learn, 
Rot, rather,—burn ? ”, 

*• Were not death’s self more sweet 
'I’han to live incomplete 
A life effete ? ” 

Then he. “ But who shall hold 
They grasped not over bold 
Their fauh of old,” 

** Hoarding a random creed 
For which they bore to bleed, 
Not proved indeed ? ” 

“ I'lir who the truth shall sci/.c 
('•rasps it by slow degrees, 

Not snatched, as these.” 

** And who would save his kind 
Must spend, the due to find, 

Not heart, but mind.” 

Then 1. *' But mind alone, 

Is dead os wood or stone, 

Stirs naught and none." 

‘ * And who with prying eyes 
Will motive analyze, 

For him it dies.” 

** And all bis hours remain 

' A barren, endless plain. 

Not joy nor pain : ” 

” A tideless, windless sea, 

A blank eternity, 

Still doomed to l>e.” 


Then he. “ The Use wc teach 
All forms of being can reach. 

Saves all by each.” 

“No hasty glance or blind, 

To passing goods confined, 
Changeful as wind ; ” 

“ Hut w'ith a steadfast view, 

Piercing the boundless blue, 

Up to the True.” 

“ Contented to eflacc 
Self, if from out its place 
Blossoms the race ; ” 

” If from lives crushed and wrecked, 
A perfected effect, 

Man stands erect.” 

” To whom all pleasures show 
Alt aspect mean and low 
Beside to know.” 

“ Holding all other thought 
Than which for this is sought 
A thing of naught." 

“This seeking, nothing less. 

What broader happiness 
Most lives may bless ? ” 

Then I. “If the desire 
To which your thoughts aspire 
Blazed forth afire; ” 

“ If all the task were done, 

All stubborn contests won 
Beneath the sun; ” 

“ If hope came not to cheer. 

Nor bracing chill of fear, 

Sweet sigh nor tear; ” 
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** But all the race should sleep 
In a broad calm, too deep 
For one to weep.” 

** And o’er all lands should reign 
A dull content inane, 

Worse far than pain ; ” 

** If, all its griefs forgot, 

Slowly the race should rot, 

Fade and be not; ” 

** Would not the thought oppress 
The dream that once could bless. 
With such distress,” 

** That, from the too great strain, 
Life withered, heart and brain, 
Would rise in vain ? ” 

Then he. “ The outcome this 
Of all philosophies, 

* W’ho seeks shall miss.* ” 

Who toil aright, for those 
Life’s pathway, ere it close, 

Is as the rose.” 

*'Thc spires of wisdom stand. 

Piled by the unconscious hand, 
From grains of sand.” 

And pleasure comes unsought, 

To those who take but thought 
For that, they ought; ” 

“A bloom, a pcrftfme rare, 

A deep-hid jewel fair 
For those who dare.” 

So who the race aright 
Lovetb, a clearer sight 
Shall yet requite; ” 


And, since he seeks it less, 

An unsought happiness 
Ills toil shall bless.” 

Then I. ” Twere strange indeed 
Should not our longing need 
A clearer creed.” 

** If only this were blest, 

To ponder well how best 
To serve the rest.” 

” Since grows; ’tis understood, 

7'he happy multitude, 

From each man's good,” 

“ From general sacri|ice, 

How should for each arise, 
Content for sighs ? ” 

“ Or shall we deem it true 
'I'hat who the road pursue 
To gain the True,” 

" M.*iy not the summit gain 
By paths direct and plain 
To heart and brain,” 

” But with averted mind, 

And sedulously blind. 

The end must’find ? ” 

Is truth a masker, then, 

Rejoiced to mock the ken 
Of toiling men ? ” 

“ Now tricked as Use, now Right, 
But always in despite 
Of our poor sight.” 

** Eknh it not rather seem 
We live, whate’er we deem, 

As in a dream,” 
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NOTHING LOST. 


Actinf;:, but acting still 
The dictates to fulfil 
Of a sure Will,” 

"Seeing in Use and Right, 

Twin rays indefinite 
Of a great Light,” 

"A mystic Sun and clear. 

Which through mind’s atmosphere 
Can scarce appear,” 

" But which not less we know ; 

In all fair flowers that grow, 

Loud storms that blow,” 

** In noble thought and word, 

In aspirations heard. 

When hearts arc stirred,” 

" In every breathing breath, 

Life that awakeneth, 

Life that is death,” 

" Whether serene it shine 
Or clouds our view conhne, 
Wondrous, Divine?” 

Then he. " Shall this excuse 
Him who a dream should choose 
Rather than Use,” 

** Tliat he prefer to hold 
Some dark abstraction old, 
Remote and cold,” 

*' Some thin ghost, fancy>dressed, 
Whereby men’s souls repressed. 
Forfeit the best,” 

** And fw a dream neglect 
What splendours of effect 
Their lives had decked?” 


Then I. " Though mind and brain 
Wither and are in vain. 

And thought a pain; ” 

" Though sorrow, like a thief. 

Follow to rob belief. 

And faith be grief; ’* 

" Though my obedience show 
No fruit 1 here may know 
Save utter woe; ” 

‘ * Though health and strength decay ; 
Yea, though the Truth shall slay, 

I will obey.” 


NOTHING LOST, 

Where are last year’s snows, 
Where the summer’s rose,— 

Who is there who knows ? 

Or the glorious note • 

Of some singer’s throat, 

Heard in years remote ? 

Or the love they bore 
Who, in days of yore. 

Loved, but are no more? 

Or the faiths men knew 
When, bef<ve mind grew, 

All strange things seemed true? 

* « • • 
The snows are sweet spring rain, 
The dead rose blooms again. 
Young voices keep the strain. 

The old affection mild 
Still springs up undefiled 
For love, and friend, and child. 
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The old-faiths grown more wide, 
Purer and glorified, 

Are still our lifelong guide. 

Nothing that once has been, 
Tbo' ag« roll between 
And it be no more seen, 

Can perish, for the Will 
Which doth our being fulfil, 
Sustains and keeps it still. 


THE HIDDEN SELF. 

I KNOW not if a keener smart 
Can come to finer souls than his 
Who hears nten praise him, mind or 
. heart, 

For something higher than I>o is. 

Who fiiin would say, “IJehold me, 
friencU, 

That which I am, not what you deem, 
A thing of low and narrow ends. 
Sordid, not golden as I seem. 

See here the hidden blot of shame, 

The weak thought that you take for 
strong, 

The brain too dull to merit fame, 

The faint and imitative song.’* 

Put dares not, lest discovery foul 
Not his name only, but degrade 
Ile^hts closed but to the soaring soul, 
Names which scorn trembles to in¬ 
vade; 

And doth his inner self conceal 
From all men in his ovm despite. 
Hiding what he would fain reveal, 

< And a most innocent h3rpocrite. 


MARCHLNC, 

Once, and once again, 

From the thick crowd of men, 

I.oud toil and high endeavour, 

There comes a secret .sound, 

Where the thinkers stand oround, 
And sometimes *lis “For ever,” 
Sometimes “Never.” 

Always that ceaseless throng 
Has filed those paths along, 

I'hosc painful hills ascended; 

Thro’ fair meads of success, 

'riiro’ barren samls they press, 
IDcfcats and trium[>hs splendid, 

Till ’lis ended. 

The glory aiul the shame 
DifTnenl, and yet the same 
The efforts and the aspirations, 
Unlike in mien and speech, 

Pressed onwards each on each, 

Go the endless alternations 
Of the nations. 

And the rhythm of their feet, 

The ineffable low beat 

Of those vast throngs pacing slowly, 

Floats on the sea of I'imc 

Like a musical low chime 

From a far isle, mystic, holy, 

Tolling slowly. 

And from the endless column 
Goes up that strange rhyme solemn 
Of thoughts which naught shall sever. 
The contrast sad and sweet, 

Of opposite streams which meet; 
Sometimes the glad “ For ever,” 
Sometimes “Never.” 
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COURAGE I 

Thkre nre who, bending supple knees, 
Live for no end except to please, 
Rising to fame by mean degrees; 
but creep not thou with these. 

Tliey liavc their due reward; they bend 
Their lives to an unworthy end— 

On empty aims the toil expend 
Which had secured a friend. 

But be not thou ns these, whose mind 
Is to the passing hour confined ; 

Let no ignoble fetters bind 
Thy soul, as free as wind. 

Stand upright, speak thy thought, de¬ 
clare 

The truth thou hast that all may 
sh.nrc; 

Be bold, proclaim it everywhere; 

They only live who dare. 


GILBERT BECKETT AND THE 
FAIR SARACEN. 

The lost crusader’s helm had gleamed 
Upon the yellow Syrian shore; 

^o more the war-worn standards 
streamed, 

The stout knights charged and fell 
no more; 

No more the Paynim grew afraid— 
The crescent floated o’er the cross. 

But to one simple Heathen maid 
Her country’s gain was bitter loss; 

For love, which knows not race or creed, 
Had bound her with its subtle 
chain,- • 


[.ove, wliich still makes young hearts 
[ to bleed, 

For this one, mingled joy with pmn, 
And left for one brief hour of bliss, 

One little span of ho{)es and fears. 
The memory of a parting kiss. 

And what poor solace comes of tears. 

A lowly English squire was he, 

A prisoner chained, enslaved, and 
sold; 

A liwly she of high dcgicc. 

*Tis an old tale and often told : 

’Twas pity bade the brown cheek glow, 
’Twas love ami pity drew the sigh, 
'Twas love that made the soft tear flow, 
The sweet sad night she bade him fly. 

Far from the scorching Syrian plain 
The brave ship bears the Saxon borne; 
Once more to mists and rains again. 
And verdant English lawns,they come. 
I know not if as now ’twas then, 

C r if the growing ages move 
The careless, changeful hearts of men 
More slowly to the thoughts of love} 

But woman's heart was then, as now, 
Tender and passionate and true. 
Think, gentle ladies, ye who know 
Love’s pow'er, what pain that |)Oor 
hear! knew; 

How, living always o'er again 
The sweet short past, she knew, too 
late, 

’Tw'as love had bound the captive’s 
chain, 

Which broken, left her desolate. 

Till by degrees the full young cheek 
Grew hollow, and the liquid eyes 
Still gazing seaward, laigc and meek, 
Took something of a sad surprise 
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As one who learns, with a strange chill, 
*Mid youth and wealth's unclouded 
day, 

Of sad lives full of paiu and ill, 

And thinks, ‘^And am 1 too as 
they?” 

And by degrees most hateful grew 
All things that once she held so 
dear— 

'Ilie feathery palms, the cloudless blue, 
I'all mosque and loud muezzin clear, 
The knights who flashed by blinded 
street, 

The lattice lit by laughing eyes, 

The songs around the fountain, sweet 
To maidens under Eastern skies, 

'And oft at eve, when young girls told 
Tales precious to the girlish heart, 
She sat alone, and loved to hold 
Communion with her soul apart. 

Till at the lost, loo great became 
The hidden weight of secret care, 
And girlish fears and maiden shame 
Were gone, and only love was there. 

And so she fled. I see her still 
In fancy, desolate, alone, 

Wander by arid plain and hill, 

From early daw'n till day was done : 
Sun-stricken, hungry, thirsty, faint, 

By perilous paths 1 see her move, 
Clothed round with pureness like a 
saint, 

And fearless in tl^ might of love. 

Till lo 1 a gleam of azure sea, 

And rude ships moored upon the 

diore. 

Strange, yet not wholly strange, for he 
Had dared those mystic depths 
before. 


And some good English seaman bold, 
Remembering those he left at home, 
Put gently back the offered gold, 

And fur love’s honour hade her come. 

And then they sailed. No pirate bark 
Swooped on them, for the Power of 
lx)ve 

Watclied o’er that precious wandering 
ark, 

And this his tender little dove. 

1 sue those stalwart seamen still 
Gaze wondering on that childish form, 
And hhcltcr her from harm and ill, 

And guide her safe through wave 
and storm. 

Till under gmycr skies a gleam 
Of white, and taking land she went, 
Following our broad imperial stream. 
Or rusedmug lanes of smiling Kent. 
Friendless I see her, lonely, weak,. 
Thro’ fields where every flower was 
strange, 

Go forth without a wonl to speak, 

By burgh and thorp and moated 
grange. 

For all that Love himself could teach 
This passionate pilgrim to our shore, 
Were but two words of Saxon speech, 
Two little words and nothing more— 
“ Gillxirt ” and “ London ” ; like a 
flame 

To her sweet lips these sounds would 
come, 

The syllables of her lover’s name, 

And the far city of his home. 

I see her cool her weary feet 
In dewy depths of crested grass; 

By clear brooks fringed with mcadoW' 
sweet, 

And daisied meads, 1 see her pass; 
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1 see her innocent girlish glee, 

I sec the doulits which on her crowd, 
O'erjoyed with bird, or flower, or tree. 
Despondent for the fleeting cloud. 

I see her passing slow, alone, 

By burgh and thorp and moated 
grange, 

Still murmuring softly like a moan 
Those two brief words in accents 
strange. 

.Sometimes would i>ass a belted carl 
With squires behind in brave array ; 
.Sometimes some honest, toilworn churl 
Would fare with her till close of day. 

The saintly abbess, sweet and sage. 
Would wonder ns she ambled by, 

Or white-plumed knight or long-haired 
page 

Ride by her with inquiring eye. 

The friar would erws himself, and say 
IIis paternosters o’er and o’er ; 

The gay dames whisper Welladay ! 

And pity her and nothing more. 

But tender women, knowing love 
And all the pain of lonclihood, 
Wouhl feel a sweet compassion move. 
And welcome her to rest and food, 
And walk with her beyond the hill, 
And kiss her cheqk when she must g<j; 
And “ Gilbert ” she would murmur .still, 
And “London” she would whisper 
low. 

And sometimes sottish boors would rise 
From wayside tavern, where they 
sate. 

And leer from heated vinous eyes, 

. And stagger forth with reeling gait. 


And from that strong unswerving will 
And clear gaze shrink as from a 
blow; 

And “ Gilbert ” she would murmur still. 
And “ London ” she would whisper 
low. 

Then by the broad suburban street, 
And city groups that outward stray 
To take the evening, and the sweet 
Faint breathings of the dying day— 
The gay young 'prentice, lithe and slim, 
'I'he wimpled maitl, demurely shy. 
The merchant somewhat grave and 
prim, 

The courtier with his rolling eye. 

And more and more the growing crowd 
Would gather, wondering whence she 
came 

And why, with Imorish laughter loud, 
And jeers which btirnt her cheek 
with flame. 

For potent charm to save from ill 
But one word she made answer now : 
For “ Gilbert ” .she would murmur still, 
, And “Gilbert” .she would whis|)er 
low. 

Till some good pitiful soul—not then 
Our London was as now o’ergrown— 
Pressed through the idle throng of meu, 
And Ic<l her to his home alone. 

And signing to her he would find 
Him whom she sought, went forth 
again 

And left her there with heart and mind 
Distracted by a new-born pain. 

For surely then, when doubt was o'er, 
A doubt before a stranger came, 

“ He loved me not, or loves no more.” 
Oh, virgin pride 1 oh, maiden shame 1 
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TO A CHILD OF FANCY. 


Almost she fled, almost the past 
Seemed better than the pain she 
knew; 

Her veil around her face she cast: 
Then the gale swung—and be was 
true, 

> 

Poor child I they christened her, and so 
She had her wish. Ah, yearning 
heart, 

Was love so sweet then? would you 
know 

Again the longing and the smart ? 
Came there no wintry hours when you 
Longed for your native skies again, 
The creed, the tongue your girlhood 
knew, 

Aye, even the longing and the pain ? 

0 

Peace ! Love is Lord of all. Hut I, 
Seeing her fierce son’s mitred tomb, 
Conjoin w'ith fancy’s dreaming eye 
This love tale, and that dreadful 
' doom. 

Sped hither by a hidden will. 

O’er sea and land I watch her go ; 

** Gilbert ” 1 hear her murmur still, 
And “London” still she whisper^ 
low. 


TO A CHILD OF FANCY. 

The nests are in the hedgerows, 
The lambs are on the grass ; 

With laughter sweet as music 
Thy hours iightfoeted pass, 

My darling child of fancy. 

My winsome prattling lass. 

Blue qres, with long brown lashes. 
Thickets golden curl, 

Red little lips disclosing 
Twin rows of fairy pearl, 


Cheeks like the apple blossom. 
Voice lightsome as the merle. 

A whole Spring's fickle changes 
In every short-lived day, 

A passing cloud of April, 

A flowery smile of May, 

A thousand quick mutations 
From graver moods to gay. 

Far off, I see the season 
When thy childhood’s course is run, 
And thy girlhood opens wider 
Beneath the growing sun, 

And the rose begins to redden, 

But the violets arc done. 

And further still the summer. 

When thy fair tree, fully grown. 
Shall burgeon, and grow splendid 
With blossoms of its own, 

And the fruit begins to gather, 

Hut the buttercups are mown. 

If I should see ihy autumn, 

’Twill not l>c close at hand, 

But with a spirit vision, 

From some far distant land* 

()r, perhaps, I hence may see thee 
Amongst the angels stand. 

I know* not what of fortune 
I'he future bolds for Ihee, 

Nor if skies fair or clouded 
Wait thee in days to be, 

But neither joy nor sorrow 
Shall sever thee from me. 

Dear child, whatever changes 
Across our lives may pass, 

I shall see thee still for ever, 

Clearly as in a glass, 

The same sweet child of fancy, 

The same dear winsome lass, 
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A CYNICS DAY-DREAM, 

SoMK men there tie who can descry 
No cliarm in earth or sea or sky, 

Poor jiainful biirot souls, to whom 
All sights and sounds recall the tomb, 
And some who do not fear to use 
God’s world for tavern or for stews. 
Some think it wisdom to despoil 
Their years fur gold aii<l troublous toil; 
While others with cold dreams of art 
Would feed the hunger of the tieart, 
And dilettanti dare to stand, 

Kternities on cither hand ! 

But with no one of these shall I 
Make choice to live my life or die,— 
Uather let me elect to give 
What span of life is mine to live, 

To honest labour, daily sought. 
Crowned with the meed of patient 
thought; 

To precious friends for ages deavl. 

But lovetl where’er their words are 
rea^l; 

To others living with us still. 

Who sway the nation’s mind and will 
By eloipient pen or burning wur<l, 
Where hearts arc tired and souls aie 
stirred. 

So thro' the tranquil evenings long. 

Let us uwake our souls with song, 

Such song as comes where no words 
come, 

And is most mighty when most dumb. 
Then soar awhile on wings of art; 

Not that which chokes the vulgar mr.i t, 
But subtle hints and fancies tine, 

When least completed most divine,— 
Sttn*copies of some jicrfect thought, 
Thro’ bronze or canvas fitly wrought, 
Known when in youth ’twos ours to sec 
Thy treasure-houses, Italy! 


Then turn from these to grave debate 
What change of laws befits the State, 
By what wise schemes and precepts best 
To raise the humble and oppressed, 
And slay the twin reproach of Time, 
The fiends of Ignorance and Crime. 

Or what if I might come to fill 
A calmer part, and dearer still, 

With one attempered soul to share 
I'lic joys and ills ’tis ours to bear ; 

To grow together, heart with heart, 
Into a whole where each is part; 

To blend together, soul with soul, 
Neither a part, but each the whole ; 
With strange creative thrills to teach 
The dawning mind, the growing speech, 
'I'o bind around me precious bands 
Of loving hearts and childish hands, 
And lose the stains of time and sense 
In those clear deeps of innocence ? 

So if kind fate should grant at length, 
Krc frame and brain have lost their 
strength, 

In my own country homestead dear, 

To s|>end a portion of the year j 
What joys I'll prove if modest wealth 
Should come with still unbroken health I 
There, sheltered from the ruder wind, 
Thro’ the thick woods we’ll range, to 
find 

The spring's first flower, the autumn’s 
fruit, 

Strange fungus or misshapen root. 

Mark w’herc the wood«quist or the 
thrush 

Builds on tall pine or hazel bush; 

See the brave bird with speckled breast 
Brood fearless on the teeming nest. 
And bid the little hands refrain 
From every act of wrong and pain. 
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Observe the gossip conies sit 
By their own doors, Uie white owl flit 
Thro’ the dim fields, while I enjoy 
The wondering talk of girl or boy. 
Sweet souls, wluch at life’s portal 
stand, 

And all within, a wonderland— 

Oh, treasure of a guileless love. 

Fit prelude of the joys above! 

There, when the swift week nears its 
end. 

To greet the welcome Sunday friend, 
Through the still fields we’ll wcntl our 
way, 

To meet the guest at close of day. 

And then, when little eyes in vain 
Long time have sought the coming 
' train, 

A gradual distant sound, which fills 
The bosom of the folded hills, 

Till with while steam or ruddy light 
The wayworn convoy leaps to sight, 
Then stops and sets the travcllc*r d<i\\ 11 , 
Bringing the smoke and news of town. 
And then the happy hours to come, 
The walk or ride w'hich Icails us hon)e, 
Past the tall woods through which 
’twould seem 

Home’s white walls hospitably gleam,— 
The well-served meal, the neighbour 
guest. 

The rosy darlings curled and dressed ; 
And, when the bouse grows silent, then 
The lengthened talk on books and 
men; 

' I 

And on the Sunday morning still. 

The pleasant stroll by wood-crowned 
hill 

To diUEch, wherein my eyes grow dim 
Hearing my children chant the hymn; 
And seeing in their earnest look 
Something of innocent rebuke, 


I lose the old doubt’s endless pain, 

And am a little child again. 

If fate should grant me such d home. 
So sweet the tranquil days would come, 
I should not need, 1 trust, to sink 
My weariness in lust or drink. 

Scant pleasure shouU'r 1 think to gain 
From endless scenes of death and pain ; 
'Twould little profit me to slay 
A thousand innocents a day; 

1 should not much delight to tear 
With wolfish dogs the shritking hare ; 
With horse and houn<t to track tn 
death 

A hel{>lcss wretch that gasps for breath ; 
'I'o make the fair bird check its wing, 
And drop, a dying, shapeless thing ; 

To leave the joy of all the wood 
A mangled heap of fur and blood. 

Or else r'sc.aping, but in vain, 

' 1*0 pine, a shattered wretch, in pain ; 
Teeming, perhaps, or doomed to see 
Its young brood starve in misery ; 

With neither risk nor labour, still 
'I’o live for nothing but to kill— 

I dare not ! If jierplcxcd I am 
Between the tiger and the Jamb ; 

If fate ordain that these shall give 
Their poor brief Ijvcs that I may live : 
Whate’er the law that bids them die. 
Others shall butcher them, not I,— 
Not such my work. .Surely the Ix}r(l, 
Who made the devils by a word. 

Not men, but those who’d wield them 
well 

Gave these sad tortures of his Hell. 

Ah ! fool and blind, to wander so; 
Who ha^t lived long enough to know 
With what insane confusions teem 
The mazes of our waking dream,— 



no 


TO A LOST LOVE. 


llie dullard surfeited with gold 
His bloated cufTcrs fail to hold, 

While the keen mind and generous 
brain 

]‘'rom penury aspire in vain ; 

Love’s choicest treasures flung away 
On some vile lump of coarsest clay; 
Ture girlhood chained to wretches foul, 
Tainted in body as in soul; 

The precious love of wife or child 
Not for the loving heart and mild, 

Hut for the sullen churl, who ne’er 
Knew any nile but that of fear; 

Fame, like Titania, stooping down 
To set on asses’ ears a crown ; 

'I'he shallow dunce, the fluent fool, 

The butt and laughter of the school, 
lly fortune’s strange caprice grown 
great, 

A light of forum or dcl>atc ; 

The carnal lump devoid of grace. 

With each bad passion in hLs face, 

A saintly idol, round whose knees 
Crowd throngs of burning devotees. 

Great heaven! how strange the tangle is, 
What old pcrjdexity is this? 

The very words of my complaint, 

W’hat else are they than echoes faint 
Of the full fire, the passionate scorn, 

Of high-souled singers and forlorn, 
Who, in our younger England, knew 
No care for aught but what was true, 
But loved lo lash with bitter hate 
Tlie sliamcicss vices of the great; 

Who bade, in far-off days of Rome, 

In verse their indignation come; 

Who, when we learn the secrets hid 
Beneath Uie eldest Pyramid, 

Or in those dim days further still, 
Whose nameless ruin builds the hill, 
Push back our search where’er we can, 
Till first the ape became the man, 


Will in rude satire bid us find 
The earliest victories of mind ? 

' Strong souls, rebellious with their lot, 
Who longed for right and found it not; 
Too strong to take things as they seem, 
Too weak to cumjjrehend the scheme, 
Too deeply fired with honest trust 
To dream that God might be unjust; 
Vet, seeing how unequal show 
His providences here below, 

Hy paradoxes girl about, 

Grew thro’ excess of faith to doubt. 

Oh, faithful souls, who love the true, 
Tho’ all be false, yet will not you ; 

Tho’ wrong shall overcome the right, 
.Still is it hateful in your sight; 

Tho’ sorely tempted, you, and trial, 
The truth stands always at your side; 
Tho* falsehood wear her blandest smile. 
You only she shall ne’er beguile ; 

Fur you, ’mid spectral sights and shows. 
Life blushes with a hidden rose ; 

Thro’ the loud din of lower things 
You hear the sweep angel wings, 

And with a holy scorn posscst, 

Wait till these clamours sink to rest. 


TO A LOST LOVE. 

Co[.r> snowdrops which the shrinking 
new •torn year 

Sends like the dove from out the 
storm-lost ark ; 

Sweet nolcts which may not tarry here 

Beyond the earliest flutings of the 
lark; 

Bright celandines which gild the tufted 
brake 

Before the speckled thru^ her nest 
has made; 
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Fail fraii anemones which star-like shake 

And twinkle by each sunny bank and , 
glade; j 

Pale primroses wherewith the virgin 
spring, 

As with a garland, wreathes her 
comely head; . 

No eyes have I for you, nor voice to; 
sing. 

My love is dead ! j 

For she was young and pure and white ' 
as you, 

And fairer and more sweet, and ah ! 
as frail. 

1 dare not give to hci tlic honour due, 

Lest, for a strain so high, my voice 
.. should fail. 

Like you, she knew tite springtide's 
changeful hours ; 

I.ike you, she blossomwl cre the 
coming leaf; 

Like you, she knew not summer’s teem¬ 
ing showers; 

Like you, as comely, and, alas ! as 
brief. 

You may not sec the roses, nor might 
she; 

Such swift short beauty is its otdy 
fruit; 

So a sweet silence is her eulogy, 

And praise is mute. 

IN MEMORY OF A FRIEND.^ 

Beneath the feathery fronds of palm 
Xlie white stone of a double grave, 

And on the horizon, blue and calm, 

The tropic ocean wave. 

* EnMkt Schalch, Attonwy-Getienil for 
Jamaica, who, with nis only sister, died of 
yeilow fl^er ia February, 1874. 


Twas three years since, no more, that 
thou, 

Dear friend, with us, in daily round, 
Didst labour where we labour now, 
’Mid London’s surge of sound* 

Treading the dull dow paths of law, 
With little of reward or gain, 

To feel a high ambition gnaw 
I'hy heart with tooth of pain. 

And mark with scant content the crowd 
Fulfd the immemorial rule 
Which drives the fool with plaudits 
loud 

T») glorify the fool. 

And so with patient scorn rlulsl gain 
To winnow from the growing Iicap 
Of I>arrcn precedent the grain 
Which hides there buried deep. 

Till last, congenial l.ibour came, 

To call thee o’er the tropic sea, 

And exile, gilt by toil and fame, 
Severed thy friends from thee. 

Brief as we hoped, but ah, how long ! 
Though lit by nCWs of days well spent, 
Of rights defined, of law made strong, 
Of rebels grown content, 

Of ordered codes so reasoned out. 
Speaking with voice so true and clear. 
That none who hear them still may 
doubt 

“ ’Tis Justice speakelh here.” 

Yet not the less thou barest part 
III the old talk we loved before; 

The newest growths of thought or art 
Delighted more and more, 
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And nil the marvels of thy isle, 

The lavish wealth of sea and land, 

The skies with their too constant smile, 
I^ud surf on breathless strand, 

I1ic shallow nature fierce, yet gay, 

Of our dark brethren; thou didst learn, 
Noting—but gazing, far away, 

With eyes that still would yearn, 

For that fair time when, toil being 
done, 

The happy day at length should come, 
When with our kindly autumn sun 
Thou should’st revisit home. 

* • * HI 

It was this very year ; and then 
The plague, which long time, dealing 
death. 

Had vexctl the shores of kindred men, 
On those breathed tleadly bre.ath. 

And one, I know not who, their guest, 
Sickening, Love drew them forth to 
tend, 

('nreless of needful fotxl and rest, 

'J'heir fever-stricken friend, 

Who owed to them life’s refluent 
power j 

^Yhile for those duteous martyrs twain, 
Brother and Sister, one blest hour 
Brought one release from pain. 

Torj generoUvS natures! kindrctl souls !— 
And now, round those twin tombs the 
wave, 

Forgetful of their story, rolls, 

And the palms shade their grave. 

• • • * 

And we—what shall we say of thee?— 
Them hast thy due reward, oh, friend’— 
We serve a High Necessity, 

To an Invisible End. 


That waste nor halting comes at all 
In all the scheme is all we know; 

The force was formed that bade thee 
fall. 

Millions of years ago. 

The clouds of circumstance unite, ' 
The w'inds of fate together roll; 

They meet; there bursts a sudden light, 
And consecrates a soul ! 


ir SHALL BE WELL. 

If thou shalt l>c in heart .1 child. 
Forgiving, tender, meek, and mild, 
Though with light stains of earth 
defiled, 

Oh, soul, it shall be well. 

It shall be well with thee indeed, 
Wh.ate’er thy race, thy tongue, thy 
creed ; 

Thou shall not lose thy fitting meed. 

It shall be .surely well. 

Not where, nor how, nor when we 
know', 

Nor by what stages thou shall grow; 
We may but whisper faint and low, 

It shall be surely well.” 

It shall be well with thee, oh, soul, 
Tho* the heavens wither like a scroll; 
Tho’ .sun and moon forget to roll, 

Oh, soul, it shall be well. 


A EEMONSTKAHCE, 

If ever, for a passing day, 

My careless rhymes shall gain to please, 
1 would that th(»e who read may say> 
** Left he no more than these?”’ 



SOM, 


For sure it is a piteous thing 
That those blest souls to whom is given 
The instinct and the power to ting. 
The choicest gift of heaven, 

'ot |roin high peak to peak alone 
>ur faithful footstc^^s care to guide, 

But oft by plains of sand and stone. 
Dull wastes, and naught beside. 

_^\Vho the low crawling verse prolong, 
Careless alike of fame and time ; 

The form, but not the soul of song— 

A dreary hum of rhyme. 

A straight road, by a stagnant stream, 
Where the winged steed, which late 
would soar 

From the white summits like a dream, 
Creeps slowly evermore. 


H3 

A babble of sound, like that flat noise 
Which, when the harmonies grow 
dumb, 

Between the symphony's awful joys, 
Too oft is heard to come. 

Grave error ; since all of life 
Is rhythmic t oft by level ways 
We walk ; the sweet creative strife, 
The inspired heroic days, 

Arc rare for all,—no food for song, 

Are common hours; and those who 
hold 

The gift, the inspiration strong, 

Mute precious far than gold. 

Only when heart is fired and brain, 
And the soul spreads its soaring wing, 
Only when nobler jhcines constrain, 
Should ever dare to sing. 


THIRD SERIES (1875). 


SOM, 

Tell me where 1 may quench the too 
fierce fire 

.Of hope and of desire ; 

Tell me how I may from my soul remove 
The sting and pain of love; 

Tel) me, and I will give to thee, 
Magician, my whole soul in fee. 

And yet I know not what of fit reward. 
For enterprise so hard, 

I might convey thee in a loveless soul, 
Whose currents no more roll: 

A corpse, corruptible and cold, 

Were no great prise to have and hold. 

Time onfy is it that will deign to take 
Such Uiiags for their own sake, 


Preferring age to youth, grey hairs to 
brown. 

And to bright smiles the frown. 

Time takes the hope. Time dulls the 
smart, 

And first makes slow, then stops the 
heart. 

Wherefore to Time I will address my 
song. 

Time, equable and strong, 

Take thou all hope and longing clean 
away— 

And yet I prithee stay; 

Forbear, for rather 1 would lje 

Consumed than turn to ice with 
thee. 
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THE HOME ALTAR. 

Wiiv should we seek at all to gain 
By vigils, and in pain, 

By lonely life and empty heart, 

1*0 set a soul apart 
Within a cloistered cell, 

For whom the precious, homely hearth 
would serve as well ? 

There, with the early Breaking 
morn, 

ICre quite the day is t>orn, 

I'he lustral waters flow serene, 

And each again grows clean ; 
From sleep, as frr>m a tomb, 

Bui n to another dawn of joy, and hope, 
and doom. 

There through the sweet and toil* 
some day, 

1*0 labour is to pray; 

There love with kindly beaming 
eyes 

Prepares the sacrifice; 

And voice and innocent smile 
Of childhood do our cheerful liturgies 
l>cguilc. 

There, at his chaste and frugal 
feast, ... 

Love sitteth as a Priest; ’ ” 

And with mild eyes and mien 
sedate, 

His deacons stand and wail; 

And round the holy table 
Paten and chalice range in order 
serviceable. 

And when ere night, the vespers 
said. 

Low lies each weary head, 


What gi^h He who gives them 
.sleep, 

But^a brief deaUi less deep ? 

Or what the fair dreams given 
But ours who, daily dying, dream a 
happier heaven ? 

Then not within a cloistered wall 

Will we expend our days j 

But dawns that break and eves 
that fall 

Khali bring their dues of praise. 

This best befits a Ruler always 
near, 

This duteous worship mild, and reason¬ 
able fear. 


THE VOYAGE. 

Who cliniks the Equatorial main 
Drives on long time through mist and 
cloud, 

Through zones of storm, through thun¬ 
ders loud, 

For many a night of fear and pain. 

Till one night all is clear, and lo 1 
He sees with wondering, awe-struck 
eyes, 

In depths above, in depths biriow, 
.Strange constellations light the skies— 

New stars, more splendid and more fiiir^ 
Yet not without a secret loss; 

He seeks in vdn the Northern Bear, 
And finds instead the Southern Cross. 

Yet dawns the self-same son—the same 
The deep below the ked wfaidi ties; 
Thot^ this may bum with brighter 
flame, 

And that respond to bluer skies, 
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The self-same earth, th^elf-same sky: 
And though through clouds and tern* 
pests driven, 

The self-same seeker lifts an eye 
That secs another side of heaven. 

No change in man, or earth, or aught, 
Save those strange secrets of the night: 
Nor there, save that another thought 
Tins reached them through another sight. 

Which may but know one hemisphere, 
The earth’s mass blotting out the blue, 
Till one day, leaving shadows here, 

It secs all heaven before its view. 

THE FOOD OF SOXCt, 

How best doth vision come 
To the poet’s mind,— 

Ix>ne]y beneath the blue, unclouded 
dome, 

Oi battling with the mighty ocean-wind •, 
In fair spring mornings, with the soar¬ 
ing lark, 

Or amid roaring midnight forests dark ? 

Shall he attune his voice 
To sweetest song, 

When earth and sea and sky alike 
rejoice, 

And men arc blest, and think no 
thought of wrong, 

In some ideal heaven, some happy isle, 
Where life is stiffened to a changeless 
smile ? 

* 

Or best amid the noise 
Of hi{^ deatgnf, 

Loud onsets, ^tterings, awful battle 

Wherefor the loftier spirit longs and 
pines; 


Or by the depths of Thought’s un> 
fathomed sea; 

Or to loud thunders of Ure Dawn to be ? 

Nature is less than naught 

In smile or frown, 

But for the formless, underlying thon^t 

Of mind and purpo'»e greater than our 
ow'n j 

'I'his only can these empty shows 
inform, 

Smiles through the calm, and animates 
the storm. 

Nor ’mid the clang and rush 

Of mightier thought, 

The steeps, the snows, the gulfs, that 
whelm and crush 

The seeker with the treasure he has 
sought; 

Too vast, too swift, loo formless to 
inspire 

The ftetive hand, or touch the lips with 
fire. 

Rather amid the throng 

Of toiling men 

He finds the food and sustenance of 
song, 

Spread by hidden hands, again, and 
yet again, 

Where’er he goes, by crowded city 
street, 

lie fares thro' springing fancies sad 
and sweet — 

Some innocent baby smile; 

A close^wound waist; 

Fathers and children ; thii^s of shame 
and guile; 

Dim eyes, and lips at parting kissed in 
haste; 
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The halt, the blind, the prosperous 
thing of ill; 

The thief, the wanton, touch and vex 
him still. 

Or if sometimes he turn 
With a new thrill. 

And strives to paint anew with words 
that burn 

The inner thought of sea, or sky, or 
hill: 

It is because a breath of human life 
1 fas touched them : joy and suffering, 
rest and strife. 

And he secs mysteries 
Above, around, 

Fair spiritual fleeting agencies 
Haunting each foot of consecrated 
ground : 

And so, these fading, raises bolder eyes 
Beyond the furthest limits of the skies, 

And every thought and word. 

And all things seen, 

And every passion which his heart has 
stirred. 

And every joy and sorrow which has 
been, 

And every step of life his feet have 
trod, 

Lead by broad stcurs of glory up to 
God. 


THE YOUTH OF THOUGHT 

^ Oh happy days ! oh joyous time ! 
When thought was gay and man was 
young, 

And to a golden flow of rhyme, 

Life like a melody was sung; 


When, in the springtime of the earth. 
The cloucl-capt hill, the dewy grove. 

Clear lake and rippling stream gave 
birth 

To shy Divinities of love; 

a 

When often to the jovial feast 
Of love or wine the people came, 

And Nature was the only priest, 

And Youth and Pleasure knew not 
shame. 

Nor darker shape of wrong or ill 
The fearful fancy might inspire, 

Than vine-crowned on some shady hill, 
The Satyr nursing quaint desire. 

And if some blooming youth or maid 
In depths of wood or stream were 
lost, 

Some love-lorn Deity, ’twas said, 

The blissful truant’s path had crossed. 

Sweet time of fancy, giving place 
To times of thinking scarce less 
blest. 

When Wisdom wore a smiling face. 
And Knowledge was like Fancy 
drest. 

And Art v-ith Language lived ingrown. 
The cunning hand and golden 
tongije: 

By this the form Divine was shown, 

By that its.deathless praises sung. 

When in cool temples fair and white, 
By purple sea, or myrtle shade. 

The gods took shape to mortal sight. 
By their own creatures* hands 
made. 
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\.nd daily, to the cheerful noise 
Of %vrestHng, or the panting race— 

Mid the clear laughter of the boys, 

And tender forms of youthful grace— 

Grave sages walked in high debate 
Beneath the laurel grove, and soiiglit 

To solve the mysteries of Fate, 

And sound the lowest deeps of 
Thought; 

Nor knew that they, as those indeed, 
Were naked, taking fair f<ir right; 

With Ijeauty only for all creed, 

Yet not without some heaven-sent 
light. 

'Now preaching clear the deathless 
soul; 

Now winging love from .sloughs of 
shame; 

And oft from earthly vapours foul, 
Soaring aloft with tongues of flame. 

Knew they no inward voice to vex 
The careless joyance of their way— 

No pointing finger stern, which checks 
The sad transgressor of to-day ? 

Fair dream, if any dream be fair, 
Which knows no fuller life than 
thine; 

Which only moves through earthly air. 
And builds on shadows half divine; 

Wow art thou fled 1 For us no more 
Dryad or Satyr haunts the grove; 

No Nereid sports upon the shore, 

Nor with wreath^ horn the Tritons 
rovei 

Who breathe a fuller, graver air. 

Long since to manhood’s stature < 
grown; 


Who leave our childhood’s fancies fair. 
For pains and pleasures of our own. 

For us no more the young vine climbs. 
Its gadding tendrils flinging down ; 
Who move in sa<lrl.:r, wiser times. 
Whose thorns arc woven for a 
crown. 

The lily and the pas.sion-flower 
Preach a new tale of gain and loss, 
And in the wood-nymph’s closest bower 
The springing branches form the 
Cross. 

A great hope traversing the earth,” 
Has taken all the young world’s 
bloom, 

And f«»r the joy and flush of birth. 

Has left the solemn thought of 
doom; 

And made the body no more divine, 
And built our Heaven no longer 
here. 

And given for joyous fancies fine, 

Souls Ixjwcd with holy awe and fear, 

% 

And far beyond the suns, removed 
The godhead seen l>y younger eyes, 
Leaving the people once beloved, 

Girt round by dreadful mysteries ; 

Fulfilled with thoughts, more fair and 
dear 

Than all the lighter joys of yore, 
Immeasurable hopes brought near, 

And Heaven laid open more and 
more. 

But not with love and peace alone 
Time came, which older joys could 
take; 
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But with fierce brand and hopeless 
groan, 

Red war, the dungeon, and the 
stake; 

And lives by Heaven too much opprest, 
And cloisters dim with tears and 
sighs, 

And young hearts withered in the 
breast, 

And fasts and stripes and agonies ; 

And for Apollo breathing strength. 

And Aphrodite warm with life ; 

A tortured Martyr come at length, 

To the last pang of lifelong strife. 

While round us daily move no more 
Those perfect forms of youthful 
grace, 

No more men worship ns before 

The rounded limb, the clcar-cut face; 

Who see the dwarfed mechanic creep, 
With hollow check, and lungs that 
bleed, 

Or the swart savage fathom*deep, 

Who comes to air, to sleep, and 
breed. 

Aye, but by loom, or forge, or mine, 
Or squalid hut, there breaks for these 
Hope more immense, awe more divine 
Than ever dawned on Sokrat e>. 

\Mio if they seek to live again 
In careless lives the pagan charm. 
May only prove a lifelong pain. 

For that clear conscience void of 

harutt 

For in the manhood of God’s days 
We live, and not in careless youth; 


The essence more than form we praise'. 
And Beauty moves us less than 
Truth, 

From youth to age; till cycles hence 
Anotiier and a higher Spring, 

And with a truer innocence, 

Again the world shall think and sing. 


SONG. 

I WOULD thou might’st not vex me 
with thine eyes, 

Thou fair Ideal Beauty, nor would’st 
shame 

All lower thoughts and visions as they 
rise. 

As in mid-noon a flame. 

For now thy presence leaves no prospect 
fair, 

Nor joy in act, nor charm in any 
maid. 

Nor end to be desired, for which men 
dare, 

Thou making me afraid. 

Because life seems through thee a thing 
toi> great 

To spend on these, which else might 
grow to thee ; 

So that fast bound, I idly hesitate: 

I prithee set me free; 

Or, hold me, if thou wilt, but come 
not near, 

Let me pursue thee still in ghoflly 
grace; 

Far off let me pursue thee, for I fear 

To faint before thy foce* 
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AT CHAMBERS, 

'fb the chamber, where now uncaring 
1 sit apart from the strife, 

While the fool and the knave are sharing 
The pleasures and profits of life, 

There came a faint knock at the door, 

. Not long since on a terrible day; 

One faint little knock, and no more ; 
And I brushed the loose papers away. 

And as no one made answer, 1 rose, 
W'ith quick step and imj)atience of 
look, 

And a glance of the eye which froze, 
And a ready voice of rebuke. 

But when the door opened, behold I 
A mother, low*voiced and mild, 
Whose thin shawl and weak arms enfold 
A pale little two-ycar-old child. 

What brought her there? Would I 
relieve her? 

Was all the poor mother could say; 
For her child, scarce recovered from 
fever. 

Left the hospital only that day. 

Pale, indeed, was tlie child; yet so 
cheerful. 

That, seeing me wonder, she said. 

Of doubt and repulse, grown fearful. 
Please look at his dear little head ; ** 

And snatdied off the little bonnet, 

And so in a moment laid bare 
A shorn little bead, and upon it 
No trace of the newly-come hair. 


When, seeing the stranger's eye 
Grow soft; of an innocent guile 
The child I(med up, shrinking and shy. 
With the ghost of a baby smile. 

Poor child 1 I thought, so soon come 
To the knowledge of lives oppressed. 
To whom |)overty comes with home, 
And sickness brings food and rest; 

Who art launched forth, a frail little 
boat, 

In the midst of life’s turbulent sea. 
To sink, it may be, or to float 
On great waves that care nothing for 
thee. 

What awaits thee ? An early peace 
In the depths of a little grave, 

Or, despite all thy ills to increase, 
Through some dark chance, mighty 
to save} 

Till in stalwart manhood you meet 
The strong man, who regards you to¬ 
day. 

Crawling slowly along the, street. 

In old age w|)thered and gray ? 

Who knows ? But the thoughts 1 liavc 
told 

Ill one instant flashed through my 
brain, 

As the poor mother, careful of cold, 
Clasped her infant to her again. 

And T, if I searched for my purse, 

Was I selfish, say you, and wrong ? 
Surely silver is wast^ worse 
Than in earning the r^ht to a song! 
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•» 

Tut hymns and ihe prayers were done, and the village church was still, 

As 1 lay in a waking dream in the churchyard upon the hill. 

The graves weic all around, and the dark yews over my head, 

And below me the winding stream and the exquisite valley were spread. 

The sun was sloping down with a gloiy of dying rays, 

And the hills wcic bathed in gold, and the woods were vocal with praise, 

But from the dccp*sct valley Ihcic rose a vapour of grey. 

And the sweet day sank, and the glory waxed fainter and faded away. 

Then there came, like a dulling wind, a cold, low whisper of doubt. 

Which silenced the echo of hymns, and blotted the glories out. 

And I wrestled with poweis unseen, and strove with a Teacher divine, 

Like Jacob who strove with the angel, and found with the dawn a sign. 

For 1 thought of the words they sang: It is lie that hath made us indeed 
And my thought flew back to the P'athcrs of thought and their atheist creed—^ 

How atom with atom at fust fortuitously combined, 

Formed all, fiom the worlds without to the innermost ivoilds of mind ; 

And I thought: What, if this be true, and no Maker tlicre is indeed, 

And God is the symbol alone of a feeble and worn-out creed ; 

And from uncreate atoms, impelled by a blind chance dri'ing on free, 

Grew together the primal forms of all c'ssences that be ' 

Then a voice: If they were, indeed, they were separate one* from one 
By a golph as broad as yawns in space betwixt sun and sun— 

Self-eentied and self-contpined, disenvironed and isolate; 

Drawn together by a hidden love, torn apart by a hidden hate. 

What power was this—chance, will you say ? But chance, what else can it mean 
Than the bidden Cause of things by human reason unseen ? 

Chance I Then Chance were a name for God, or each atom bearing a soul 
Indivisible, like with like, part and whole of the Infinite Whole. 
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Were God, as the Pantheist taught, God in earth, and in sky, and in air, 
God through every thought and thing, and made maqjirtst everywhere; 

W 

tm spring and ipovement of things—the stir, the Iveathing of breath, 
Without which all things w'erc quenched in the calm of on infinite death ; 


Or, if w'ithin each thery. lay some germ of an unborn power, 

God planted it first, 0od quickened, God raised it from seed fo flower. 

/* 

•’f 

Though beneath .die weird cosmicol force, which we wield and yet cannot name, 
From the geim'or the rock wc draw out low gleams of life's faintest flame; 


Though w/lose the will that commands, and the muscles that wait and serve. 
In «ome;haae of a self-set spring of the molecules of nerve j 




Hijaifgh we sink all spirit in matter, and let the Thcogonics die, 

,, Lite and death arc ; thinker and thought; outward, inward ; 1, and not T, 
^nd the I is the Giver of life, and without it the matter must die. 

Then I ceasccl for a while from thought, ns I lay on the long green grass, 
Hearing echoes of hymns anew, and letting the moments pass. 


The evening was mounting upward ; the sunbeams had left the hill; 
Dut the dying daylight lingered, and all the valley w’as still. 


« * * * • * • 


Then I said: But if God there be, how shall man by his thinking find, 
^I'Who is only a finite creature, the depths of the Infinite Mind— 


Who sounds with a tiny plummet, who scans with a purblind eye, 
The depths of that fathomless ocean, the wastes of that limitless sky ? 


Shall we bow to a fetish, a symbol, which maybe nor sees nor bears; 

Or, seeing and hearing indeed, takes no thought for our hopes or fears; 

Who is dumb, though we long for a word ; who is deaf, though his children cry; 
Who is Master, yet bears with evil—Lord, and lets all precious things die ? 

Or if in despair we turn from the godless and meaningless plan, 

What do we, but make for ourselves a God in the image of man— 

A creature of love and hate, a creature who makes for good, 

But barred by an evil maiter from working the things that he would ? 
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It he be not a reflex image, we may not know him at all; 

If he be, we are God onn^yts —to ourselves we shall stand or fall. 

Then the voice : But what folly is this ! Cannot God indeed be known, 

If wc know not the hidden essence that forms Him and builds His throne ? 

Is all our knowledge naught, of sea, and of sky, and of star, 

Till we know them, not as they seem to our thinking, but as they arc ? 

We who build the whole fabric of knowledge on vague abstractions sublime ; 

Wc who whirl through an infinite space, and live in an infinite time ; 

We who prate of Motion and Force, nut knowing that on either side 
Black gulphs unavuidable yawn, dark riddles our thought deride ; 

Shall we hold our science as naught in all things of earth, because 
We know but the seemings and shows, the relations, and not the cause— 

Not only os he who admires the rainbow and cloud of gold, 

Knows that *tis but a form of vapour his wondering eyes behold; 

But as he who secs and knows, and knowing would fain ignore 

What he knows since the essence of things is hid, and he knows not more— 

Or who would not love his love, or walk hand in hand with his friend, 

Since he sees not the roots of the tree from whose branches life’s blossoms depend ? 

Or how should the sight we see, any more than the sound we hear, 

Be a thing which exists for our thought, apart from the eye or the car; 

Is not every atom of dust, which compacted we call the earth, 

A miracle baffling our thought with insoluble wonders of birth ? 

And know we not, indeed, that the matter which men have taught, 

Is itself an essence unseen and untouched—but by spirit and thought ? 

Tush 1 It is but a brain-sick dream. What was it that taught us the laws 
Wbidt stand os a bar between us and the thought of the Infinite Cause? 

Is He infinite, out of relation, and absolute, past finding out ? 

Reach we not an antinomy here ? feel we here no striving of doubt ? 
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How, then, shall the finite define the bounds of the infinite plan, 

This is finite, and infinite this : here is Deity, here is man. 

If our judgment be relative only, how then shall our brain transcend 
The limits of relative thought; grown too eager to comprehend ? 

For he passes the l>ounds of relation, if any there be who can 
Distinguish the aljsolute God from the relative in man ; 

lie has bridged the gulph ; he has leaped o’er the bound ; he has seen with his eyes 
For a moment the land unseen, that beyond the mountain peaks lies. 

Nay ! we see but a part of rio<l, since we gaze with a finite sight; 

And yet not Darkness is He, but a blinding splendour of light. 

Do we shrink from this light, and let our dazzled eyeballs fall ? 

Nay I a God fully known or utterly dark, were not God at all. 

f 

Though we hold not that in some sphere which our thought may never conceive, 
llierc comes not a time when, to know may be all, and not, to believe*; 

Nor yet that the right which wc love, and the wrong which we hate to>day, 

May not show as reversed, or as one, when the finite has passed away ; 

God we know in our image indeed, since wc arc in the image of Him, 

Of His splendour a faint low gleam, of His glory a reflex dim. 

Bowing not to the all unknown, nor to that which is searched out quite ; 

But to That which is known, yet unknown—to the darkne'ss that comes of light, 
To the contact of God with man, to the struggle and triumph of right. 

* * ^ ^^^ * ^^ * 

Then I ceased for a while from thought, as I lay on the long green graS^, 
Hearing echoes of hymns grown nearer, and letting the moments pass. 

Exult, oh dust and ashes 1 the low voices seemed to say; 

And then came a sudden hush, and the jubilance faded away. 

The evening was dying now, and the moon-rise was on the hill, 

And the soft I^t touched the river, and all the valley was still. 

a • « V • » 

Then 1 thought: But if God there be, and our thought may reach Him indeed, 
How should this bare knowledge alone stand in lieu of a fuller creed ? 
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If He be and is good, as they say, how yet can our judgment approve, 

'Mid the rule of His iron laws, the place of His infinite love? 

The rocks are built up of death, earth and sea teem with ravin and wrong ; 

The sole law in Nature we learn, is the law that strengthens the strong. 

Through countless ages of time, the I^ord has withdrawn Him apart 
From all the world lie has made, save the world of the human heart. 

Without and within all is pain, from the cry of the child at birth, 

To its parting sigh in age, when it looks for a happier earth. 

Should you plead that God’s order goes forth with a measured footstep sublime, 
Know you not that you thrust Him back thus to the first beginnings of time,— 

That a spark, a moment, a flash, and Ilis work was over and done; 

And the worlds were sent forth for ever, each circling around its sun. 

Bearing with it all secrets of being, all potencies undefined. 

All forms and changes of matter, all growths and achievements of mind. 

What is there for our worship in this, and should not our reason say, 

He is, and made us indeed, liut hides Him too far away ? 

Though He lives, yet is He as one dead ; and we, who would prostr.^te fall 
Before the light of His Presence, we see not nor know Him at all. 

Then the voice: Oh folly of doubt! what is time that we deem so far, 

What else but a multiple vast of the little lives that are ? 

He who lives for the fifty years, w'hich scarce rear thought to its prime. 

Already a measure has lived of a thousand years of time. 

Twice this, and Christ spoke not yet, and from this what a span appears, 

The space till our thought is lost in the mists of a million years ! 

A thousand millions of years—wer have leapt with a thought, with a word i 
To the time when no flutter of life ’neath the shield of the trilobite stirred. 

All time is too brief for our thought, and yet we would bring God nigh, 

Till He worked in His creature's sight, man standing undaaaled by. ' 
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Such a God were not God indeed; nor, if fie should change at all, 

Should we hold, as we hold Him now, the God of both great and small. 

How know wc the great things from small ? how mark we the adequate cause. 
Which might make the Creator impede the march of ilis perfect laws,— 

We, who know but a part, not the whole ? Or were it a fitting thought 
He should stoop in our sight to amend the errors llis hand liad wrought, 

So His laws were not perfect at all ? or should 11c amend them indeed, 

How supply by a fitful caprice the W'ant of a normal creed ? 

All life is a mode of force, and all force that is force must move ; 

’Tis a friction of Outward and Inward, a contrast of Hatred and Love. ' 

Joy and Grief, Right and Wrong, Life and Death, Finite, Infinite, Matter and 
Will, 

'I'licse are the twin wheels of the Chariot of Life, which without them stood still. 
0 

Would you seek in an order reversed and amended a Hand divine ? 

Nay the Wonder of wonders lies in unchangeable design. 

Should God break His law as He might ; should He stoop from llis infinite skies 
To redress that which seems to us wrong, to raise up the life that dies ; 

Should He save from His wolf His lamb, from His tiger His innocent child ; 
Should He quench the fierce flames, or still the great waves clamouring wild, 

1 think a great cry would go up from an orderless Universe, 

And all the fair fabric of things would wither, as under a 'ourse. 

’Tis the God of the savage, is this. What do we who rise by degrees 
To the gift of the mind that perceives, and the gift of the eye that sees ? 

Hoes not all our nature tend to a law of unbending rule, 

1111 equit|^ comes but to mend the law that was made by the fool ? 

Who shows highest ?—the child or the savage, whose smiles change to rage or 
to tears? 

Or the statesman moving, unmoved, throi^h a nation’s desires and fears ? 

Or the pilgrim whose eyes look onward, as if to a distant home, 

Never turning aside from his path, whatever allurements may come ? 
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All Higher is more Unmoved; and the more unbroken the law, 

The more sure does the Giver show to the eyes of a wemdering awe. 

Nor is it with all of truth that they make their voices complain. 

Who weary our thought with tales of a constant ruin and paim 

% 

It is but a brain-sick dream that would gloat o*er the hopeless bed, 

Or the wreck, or the crash, or the fight, with their tales of the dying and dead. 


Fain conics ; hopeless pain, God knows and wc know, again and again ; 
But even pain has its intervals blest, when ’tis heaven to be free from pain. 

And I think that the wretch who lies pressed by a load of incurable ill, 
With a grave pity pities himself, but would choose to have lived to it still { 


And, as he whom the tiger bears in his jaws to his blood-stained den 
Feels no pain nor fear, but a wonder, what comes in the wonderful ** Then," 


He pities himself and yet knows, as he casts up life’s chequered sum, 
It were best on the whole to have lived, whatever calamity come. 


And the earth is full of joy. Every blade of grass that springs; 
Every cool worm that crawls content as the eagle on soaring wings ; 


Every summer day instinct ivith life ; every dawn when from waking bird 
And morning hum of the bee, a chorus of praise is heard ; 

Every gnat that sports in the sun for his little life of a clay ; 

Every flower that opens its cup to the dews of a perfumed May; 

Every child that wakes with a smile, and sings to the ceiling at dawn ; 
Every bosom which knows a new hope stir beneath its virginal lawn; 

Every young soul, ardent and high, rushing forth into life’s hot light; 
Every home of happy content, lit by love’s own mystical light; 

Every worker who works till the evening, and earns before night his wage,< 
Be his work a luriow 8traight*dmwn, or the joy of a bettered age; 
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Every thinker who, standing aloof from the throng, finds a high delight 
In striking with tongue or with pen a stroke for the triumph of right;— 

All these know that life is sweet; all these, with a consonant voice, 

Kead the legend of Time with a smile, and that which thev read is, ** Rejoice 1*' 

« , « * « « « ft 

Then again 1 ceased from thought, as I lay on the I'^.ig green grass, 

Hearing hymns which grew fuller and fuller, and letting the moments pass. 

Exult, oh dust and ashes I exult and rejoice ! they said, 

For blessed are they who live, and blessed arc they who are dead. 

Then again they ceased and w ere still, and my thought began once more, 

But touched w’ith a silvery gleam of hopes that were hidden before j 

Xhe moon had climbed up the clear sky, far above the black pines on the hill, 
And the river ran molten silver, and all the valley was still. 

ft ft ft * ft ft ft 

Then I said ; But if God there be, w ho made us indeed and is good, 

Wh.^l guide has He left for our feet to walk in the ways that He would ? 


For though He should speak indeed, yet, as soon as His voice grew dumb, 
It were only through human speech that the message it bore might come, 

Sunk to levels of human thought, and always marred and confined 
By the chain of a halting tongue, and the curse of a finite mind; 

So that he who would karn, indeed, what precepts llis will has taught, 
Must dim with a secular learning the brightness his soul has sought. 

ft 

Who can tell how those scattered leaves through gradual .ages grew, 

' Adding chaff and dust from the world to the accents simple and true? 

If one might from the seeris wild visions, or stories of fraud and blood, 

Or lore ci the wotld^worn Sultan, discern the sure voice of good, 

Such a mind were a God to itsdf; or if you should answer. For each 
God has set a sure mentor within, with power to convince and tench j 
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Yet it speaks with a cliangeful voice, which alters with race and clime. 

Nay, even in the self-same lands is changed with the changes of time; 

So that *twixt the old Europe of story and that which we know to*day. 

Yawns a gulph, as wide almost as parts us from far Cathay; 

What power has such voice to help us ? Or if we should turn instead 
To the precious dissonant pages, which keep what the Teacher said; 

How reduce (hum to one indeed, or how seek in vain to ignore 
The forgotten teachers who taught HU counsels of mercy before? 

Not “ an eye for an eye *’ alone, was the rule which they loved to teach, 

But Mercy, and I’ity, and Love, though they si)okc with a halting speech, 

And He sfxikc with the tongue of those who had spoken and then wme dumb, 
And clothed in the words of the Law, which He loved, would His precept 
come; 

Other teachers have drawn more millions, who follow more faithful than we; 
Other teachers have taught a rule os stem and unselfish os He. 

If we shrink from the Caliph fierce, who carved out a fiiith with his sword, 
What say we of the pilgrim who sways the old East with his gentle word ? 

Or what of the sage whose vague thoughts, over populous wastes of earth. 

Have led millions of fettered feet to the grave from the day of birth ? 

Or how can we part indeed, the show, the portent, the sign, 

From the simple words which glow with the light of a teadiing Divine? 

And if careless of these, as of growths which spring up and hear fruit and tall, 
Yet hour ahallj^ thought accept the crowning wonder of alt? 

Yet if tlna we reject, wherein, doth our faith and assurance lie? 

What is it to us that Cod lives, wc who live for a little and die; 

Of why umre it not more wise to live as the beasts of to-day, 

TUcing life, wKile it lasts, as a gift, and secure of tlm future as they? 

Thea tre tmice: Oh, disease of doutft 1 now 1 seem to hold you indeed^ 
Keepi^faft In my giwqp at length the sum of yonr dreary creed. 
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How dse should man prove God’s will, than through methods of human 
thought ? 

How else than through human words should he gather the things that he ought F 

If the Lord should speak day by day from Sinai, mid clouds and fire. 

Should we hear *mitl those thunders loud the still voices which now inspire ? 

Would not either that awful sound, like that vivid and scorching blase, 

Confuse our struggling thought, and our tottering footsteps amaze ? 

Or, if it should peal so clear that to hear were to obey indeed, 

*Twere a thing of dry knowledge .alone, not one of a faithful creed ; 

No lantern for erring feet, but a glare on a white, straight road, 

Where life struggled its weary day, to sink before night with its load ; 

Where the blinded soul might long for the shade of a cloud of doubt. 

And yearn for dead silence, to blot that terrible utterance out. 

Yet God is not silent indeed *, not seldom from evciy page — 

From the lisping story of cld to the seer with hi'* noble rage; 

From the simple life divine, with its accents gentle and true, 

To the thinker who formed by his learning and watered the faith as it grew; 

All are fired by the Spirit of God. Nor true is the doubt you teach, 

That God speaks not to all men the same, but difiers 'twixt each and each. 

Each differs from each a little, with difference of race and of clime; 

Each is changed, but not tiansformcd, with the onward pmeess of time} 

Each nation, cadi age, has its laws, whereto it shall stand or fall, 

But built on a wider Law, .which is under and over them all. 

Nor doubt we that from Western wilds to the long'Sealed isles of Japan, 

There runs the unbroken realm of a Law that is cornmon to man. 

Not as ours shows the law they obey, and yet it is one and the same, 

Thtmgh comes is a varying shape, and u named by another name. 

I Not ao diatl ybor dodit preitaU; nor if any should dream to-day, 

% piuiae of or of Greek, to dissolve His ^ory away, 

K 
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Con they hold that God JeA His world with no gleam of glory ftom llim^ 

No light clouds edged with splendour, no radiance of Godhead dim. 

Others were before Christ had come. Oh I dear dead Teacher, whose word, 
I.ong before the sweet voice on the Hill,young hearts had quickened and stirred; 

Who spak'st of the soul and (he life; with limbs chilled by the rising death, 
Yielding up to thy faith, with a smile, the last gasp of thy earthly breath;— 

And thou, oh golden-mouthed sage, who with brilliance of thought ns of tongue, 
Didst sing of thy Commonwealth fair, the noblest of epics unsung; 

In whose pages thy Master’s words shine forth, sublimed and refined 
In the music of perfect language, inspired by a faithful mind;— 

And ye seers of Israel and <loclors, whose breath was breathed forth to move 
The dry dead Imncs of the Law with the life of a larger love ;— 

Or thou, great Saint of the h^ast, in whose footsteps the millions have trod 
Till from life, like an innocent dream, they pass’d and were lost in God 

And thou, quaint teacher of old, whose dead words, though all life be gone. 
Through the iieaceful Atheist realms keep the millions labouring on;— 

Shall I hold that ye, as the rest, spake no echo of things divine. 

That no gleam of a clouded sun through the mists of your teaching may iAi»ic ? 

Nay; such thoughts were to doubt of God. Yet, strange it is and yet sore. 

No teacher of old was full of mercy os ours, or pure. 

^Tvrixt the love that He taught, and the Greek with his nameless, terrible love, 
V^avrns a gulph as wide ns parts hell beneath and heaven above; 

'Twixt His rule of a Higher Mercy and that which the Rabbi taught, 

Lies the gidph between glowing Act and barren ashes of Thought. 

For the pure thought smirched and fouled, or buried in pedant lore. 

He brought a sweet Reason of Force, su<^ as man knew never hel^ 

What to us are the men of the Rost, though they preadi their own Compel 
indeed? , , 

We cm men ^ the West, and shall ^and or fidl by a W’estefA eieed» ' 
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Though yrt see in those Scriptures antique, faint flames of IHvtner Are, 

'W'ho would change to Buddha from Christ, as a change from lower to holier? 

Nay I He is our Teacher indeed. Little lK)Ots it to-day to seek 
To arraign, with a laboured learning, the words that men heard Him speak j 

To cavil, to carp, to strive, through the mists of an agedong haze, 

To dim to a commdn light the star which could once amaze; 

To fix by some pigmy canon, too short for the talc of to*day, 

The facts of a brief life, fled eighteen centuries away; 

To mark by a guess, and to spurn, as born of a later age. 

The proofs which, whenever writ, bear God’s finger on every page; 

Or to-rsneer at the wonders they saw Him work, or believed they saw ; 

We who know tliat unbending sequence is only a phase of law, 

No wonder which God might do if it rested on witness of men, 

Would turn to it our thought of to-day ns it turned the multitudes then. 

Nor proved would avail a whit if the teaching itself were not pure; 

Nor if it were pure as His would make it one whit more sure. 

And for the great Wonder of all. If any there be who fears 

That the spark of God in his breast may be quenched in a few short years; 

Who feels his faith’s fire blaze aloft more clear than it burnt beflbre, 

By the thought of the empty tomb and the stone rolled back from the door: 

For him was the miracle done. If no proof makes clearer to me 
Than His word to my inner sense, the Higher life that shall be; 

If no Force that has oncedeapt forth can ever decline and fall, 

Prom the dead forces stirring the worlds, to the Life-force which dominates all; 

But the sum of life is the same, and shall be when the world is done, 

As it was wboB its fint feint tparic was stirred by the kiss of the sun t ^ 

If 1 fed a sure knowledge within, which shall never be blotted out, 

A I,ongui|^ a Faith, a Conviotioo, too strong for a Whisper of I>ctabt 

That ttiy life jiudl be hid with a Lord, who diall do the thing that is best— 

To be fMtzfed, It may be* long time, or taken at once to test,— 
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To live, it may be, myself; from all else, individual, sole, 

Or blended with other lives, or sunk in the Infinite whole— 

Though I doubt not that that which is I may endure in the ages to be. 

Since 1 know not what bars hold apart the Not*Mc and the mystical Me 

I low else than thro' Him do I grasp the faith that for Greek and Jew 
Was hidden, or but dimly seen, which nor Moses nor Sokrates knew ? 

Ay ! He is our Teacher indeed. He is risen, and we shall rise ; 

But if only os we lie rose, not the less He lives in the skies. 

And if those who proclaim Him to day in the dim gray lands of the East, 

Trove him not by portent or sign, not by trick or secret of priest; 

But for old cosmogonies dead, ami faint precepts too weak for our need. 

Offer God brought nearer to man in a living and glowing creed. 

The pure teaching, the passionate love, taking thought for the humble and weak, 
The pitiful scorn of wrong, which His Scriptures everywhere speak, 

Not writ for the sage in his cell, but preached ’mid the turmoil and strife, 

And touched with a living brand from the fire of the Altar of Life. 

So, of all the wonders they tell, no wonder our hearts has stirred 
Like the Wonder which lives with us still in a living and breathing Word. 

More than portents, more than all splendours of rank loyal hirarts devise, 

More than visions of heavenly forms caught up and lost in the skies, 

This the crowning miracle shows, before which we must prostrate fail; 

For this is the living voice of the Lord and Giver of all. 

Then 1 ceased again from thought, as 1 lay on the long grave*grass, 

Thrilled through by a music of hymns, and letting the moments pass. 

**Exult and rejoice*' 1 they sang in high unison, now combined 
Which were warring voices before, the voices of heart and mind. 

The earth was flooded with light, over valley and river and hill, 

And Ihia is the hymn which I heard them sing, while the world lay still: 

" Exul^ oh dust and ashes t Rejoice, all ye that are dead! 

For ye live too who lie beneath, as we live who walk overhead. 
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As God lives, so ye arc living; ye are living and moving to>(lay, 

as they live who breathe and move, yet living and conscious as they, 

And ye too, oh living, exult. Young and old, exult and rejoice ; 

For the Lord of the quick and the dead lives fur ever: we hear Ills voice. 

We have heard His voice, and we hear it sound wider and more increased, 

To the sunset plains of the West from the peaks of the furthest Fast. 

For the quick and the dead, it was given ; for them it is sounding still, 

And no pause of silence arrests the clear voice of the Infinite Will. 

Not only through Christ long since, and the teachers of ages gone, 

Ilut to-day He speaks, day by day, to those who are toiling on ; 

More clear perhaps then, to the ear, and with nighcr voice ami more plain, 

But still the same Teacher Divine, speaking to us again and again. 

Fcr 1 like not his creed, if any there be, w'ho shall daic to bold 
That Got' comes to us only at times far away in the centuries old. 

Not so ; but He dwells widi us still; and maybe, though I know not indeed, 

He will send us a Christ again, with a fuller and perfecter creed— 

A Christ who shall speak to all men, East and West, and North and South, 

Till the whole world shall hear and believe the gracious words of His mouth. 

When knowledge has pierced through the wastes, chaining earth together and sea, 
And the bars of to-day are lost in the union of all that shall be ; 

.\nd the brotherhood that He loved Is more than a saintly thought. 

And the wars and the strifes which we mourn are lost in the peace He taught; 

I 

Then Christ coming shall make all things new. Or it may be that ages of p.ain 
Shall quench the dim light of to-day, bringing back the thick darkness again. 

And then, slow as the tide which flows on though each wave may seem to 
recede, 

Man advances again and again to the Rock of a higher creed. 

Or it may be no teacher shall come down again with God in his face, 

But the light which before was reflected from One shall shine on the race. 
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And as this wide earth grows smaller, and men to men nearer draw, 

There may spring from the root of the race the flower of a nobler law, 

Growing fairer, and still more fair; or maybe, through long ages of time, 

Man shall rise up from type to type, to the strength of an essence sublime, 

Removed as far in knowledge, in length of life, and in good 

From us, as we from the mollusc which gasped in the first warm flood,— 

A creature so wise and so high that he scorns all allurement of ill, 

Marching on through an ordered life in the strength of a steadfast will. 

WhQ knows? But, however it l>e, we live, and shall live indeed, 

In ourselves or in others to come. What more doth our longing need ? 

Hid with God, or on earth, we shall sec, burning brighter and yet more bright, 
The sphere of humanity move throughout time on its pathway of light; 

Circling round with a narrower orbit, as age upon age fleets away, 

The Centre of Force and of Being, the Fountain of Light and of Day, 

'fill, nearer drawn, and more ne.ir, at last it shall merge and fall 
In its source; man is swallowed in God, the Part is lost in the All; 

One more world is recalled to rest, one more star adds its fire to the sun, 

One light less wanders thro’ space, and the stoiy of man is done ! ’’ 

Then slowly I rose to go from my place on the long grave-grass, 

Where so long I had lain in deep thought, and letting ihc moments pass : 

A great light was flooding the plains of the earth and (he uttermost sky, 

The low church and the deep-sunk vale, and the place where one day I shall lie, 

The freidi graves of those we have lost, the dark yews with their reverend ^oom. 
And the green wave which only marks the place of the nameless tomb ; 

And thro* all the dear spaces above—oh wonder ! oh glory of Light!— 

Came forth myriads on myriads of worlds, the shining host of the night,— 

The vast forces and fires that know the same sun and centre as we ; 

The faint plmiets which roll in vast orbits round suns we shall never see; 

The rays which had sped from the first, with the awful swiftness of light, 

To rewh rnily then, it might be, the confines of mortal sight: 
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Oli» wonder of Cosmical Order! oh, Maker and Ruler of all, 

Before whose Iniinitc greatness in silence we worship and fall! 

Could I doubt that the Will which keeps this great Universe steadfast and sure 
Might be less than His creatures thought, full of goodness, pitifoh pure ? 

Could I dream that the Power which keeps those great suns circling around, 
Took no thought for the humblest life which flutters and falls to the ground ? 

*‘Oh, Faith ! thou art higher than all.” Then I lurnetl from the glories above, 
And from every casement new-lit there shone a soft radiance of love: 

Young mothers were teaching their children to fold little hands in prayer; 
Strong fathers were resting from toil, huid the hush of the Sabbath air; ^ 

Peasant lovers strolled thro’ the lanes, shy and (lilhdent, each with each, 

Yet knit by some subtle union too fine for tbeir halting spcecli: 

Humble lives, to low thought, and low ; but linked, to the thinker’s eye, 

By a bond that is stronger than death, with the lights of the ultimate sky : 

Here as there, the great drama of life rolled on, and a jubilant voice 
Thrilled through me inelTable, vast, and ba<lc me esult and rejoice; 

FkuU and rejoice, oh soul 1 sang iny Ijeing to a mystical hymn 

As 1 passed by the cool bright wolds, as I threaded my pinewoods dim ; 

Rejoice and be sure ! as 1 passed to my fair home under the hill, 

Wrapt round with a happy content,—and the worKI and my scjul were still ! 


SONG. 

Beam on me, fair Ideal, beam on me ! 

Too long thou hast concealed thee in 
a cloud; 

Mine is no vision strong to pierce to 
thee, 

Nor voiee comfdaining loud. 

Wherry thou mightest find tliy dear, 
and come 

To thine own heart, and long-expccting 
home. 


Too long thou dost withdraw thee from 
mine eyes ; 

Too long thou lingerest. Alt, truant 
sweet t 

Dost thou no reckoning take of all my 
sighs, 

While Time with flying feet 

Speeds onward, till the westering sun 
sinks low— 

With cruel feet so swift and yet so 
slow? 
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Time was I thought ihat thou wouldst 
come a maid 

White-armed, with deep blue eyes 
and sunny head; 

But, ah 1 too long the lovely vision 
stayed. 

And then, when this was fled, 

Fame, with blown clarion clear, and 
wide-spread wings, 

Fame, crown and summit of created 
things. 

And then in guise of Truth, when this 
« grew faint, 

Truth in Belief and Act, and Life 
and Thought, 

White-robed and virginal, a pure cold 
saint. 

Thou cam'st awhile, long sought; 

But only in glimpses earnest thou, so I 

Watch wearily until thou passest by. 

I 

I W'ait, I watch, I hunger, though I 
know 

Thou wilt not come at all who stay’st 
so long. 

My hope has lost its strength, my heart 
its glow; 

I grow too cold for song: 

Long since 1 might have sung, hadst thou 
come then, 

A song to echo through the souls of men. 

Yet, since 'tis better far to dream in 
sleep. 

Than wholly lose the treacheries of 
time, 

1 hold it gain to have seen thy garments 
sweep 

On the far hills sublime: 

Still will 1 hope thy glorious face to 
sec,— 

Beam on nm, fair Ideal, beam on me I 
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Lkt me at last be laid 
On that hillside I know which scans 
the vale, 

Heneath the thick yews' shade, 

For shelter when the rains and winds 
prevail. 

It cannot be the eye 
Is blinded when we die, 

So that we know no more at all 
The dawns increase, the evenings fall; 
.Shut up within a mouldering chest of 
wood 

Asleep, and careless of our children’s 
good. 

I Shall I not feel the spring. 

The yearly resurrection of tlie earth, 
Stir thro* each sleeping thing 
With the fair throbbings and alarms of 
birth, 

Calling at its own hour 
On folded leaf and flower, 

Calling the lamb, the lark, the bee, 
Calling the crocus and anemone, 
Calling new lustre to the maiden's eye, 
And to the youth love and ambition 
high? 

Shall I no more admire 
I'he winding river kiss the daisied plain ? 
Nor sec the dawn’s cold Are 
Steal downward from the rosy hills 
again ? 

Not watch the frowning cloud, 

Sublime with mutterings loud. 

Burst on the vale, nor eves of gold. 

Nor crescent moons, nor starlights cold. 
Nor the red casements glimmer on the 
hill 

At Vule-tides, when the frozen leas 
are still ? 
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Or should my children’s tread 
llirough Sabbath twilights, when the 
hymns are done, 

Come softly overhead, 

Shall no sweet quickeiiiog through 
my bosom run, 

Till all my soul exhale 
Into the primrose pale. 

And every flower which springs above 
lireathes a new i^erfume from my love; 
And I shall throb, and stir, and thrill 
beneath 

With a pure passion stronger far than 
death ? 

Sw£et thought! fair, gracious dream, 
Too fair and fleeting for our clearer 
view ! 

How should our reason deem 
That those dear souls, who sleep 
beneath the blue 
In rayless caverns dim, 

’Mid ocean monsters grim, 

Or whitening on the trackless sand, 

Or with strange corpses on each hand 
In battle-trench or city graveyard lie, 
Break not their prison-bonds till time 
shall die ? 

. Nay, ’lis not so indeed. 

With the last fluttering of the failing 
breath 

The clay-cold form doth breed 
A viewless essence, far too fine for 
death; 

And ere one voice can mourn. 

On upward pinitms borne, 

They are hidden, they are hidden, in 
some thin air, 

Far from corruption, far from care, 
Where through a veil they view their 
former scene. 

Only a little touched by what has been. 


Touched but a little ; and yet, 
Conscious of every change that doth 
l)efal, 

By constant change beset, 

The creatures of this tiny whirling 
ball, 

Filled with a higher being, 

Dowered with a clearer seeing. 

Risen to a vaster scliemc of life, 

To wider joys and nobler .strife. 
Viewing our little human hopes and 
fears 

As we our children’s fleeting smiles and 
tears. 

Then, whether with fire they burn 
This dwelling-house of mine when I am 
fled, 

And in a marble urn 

My ashes rest by my beloved dead, 

Or in the sweet cold earth 
I pass from death to birth, 

And pay kind Nature’s life-long debt 
In heart’s-casc and in violet— 

In charnel-yard or hidden ocean wave, 
Where’er I lie, 1 shall not scorn my 
grave. 


SONG. 

LovK-siGiis that are sighed and spent 
in vain, 

Ah ! folly, folly, 

Thou dost transmute into a precious 
pain. 

Sweet melancholy. 

Ah! folly, folly. 

Ah I fair melancholy, 

Sweeter by far thy mild remedial pain, 

Than if ^rce hope should rise and 
throb again. 



138 


THE DIALOGUE^TIJE BIRTH OP VERSE, 


]Iigh hopes of glory sunk to naught, 
Ah I folly, folly, 

And deep perplexities of baffled thought 
Thou healest, melancholy. 

Ah I folly, folly, 

Ah 1 sweet melancholy. 

Thou dost bear with thee a balm un* 
sought, 

To heal the wounds of love .and pride 
and thought. 

Yet thou art a trivial cure fur ill, 

Pale melancholy, 

F'itting best a feebler brain and will, 

Ah ! folly, folly. 

Ay, sweet melancholy, 

Folly art thou, folly. 

Who only may not trivial ills endure 
Will to thy pharmacy entru-jt his cure. 

Since thou slialt not heal the tvounds I 
know, 

P.ik melancholy, 

I will seek if any comfort grow 
In jovial folly. 

Ah 1 folly, folly, 

Worse than melancholy. 

No other cure there is for Fortune's 
smart 

Than a soul self-contained, and a proud 
innocent heart 1 


THE DIALOGUE. 

Unto my soul I said, 

Oh, vagrant soul 1 
When o’er my living head 
A few years roll, 

Is’t true that thou shall fly 
Far away into tlie sky, 
Leaving me in my place 
Alone with roy disgrace ? 


“ For thou wilt stand in the Fast, 
The night withdrawn, 
White-robed as is a priest. 

At the door of dawn; 

While 1 within the ground. 

In misery fast bound, 

.Shall lie, blind, deaf, and foul, 
Since thou art fled, O soul.” 

Then s.iid ray soul to me: 

** Thy lot is best; 

For thou shalt tranquil be. 

Sunk deep in rest. 

While naked 1 shall know 
I'he intolerable glow 
When as, the sun, shall rise 
A Are in fiery skies. 

“ Thou djalt lie cool and dark, 
Forgetting all; 

I .shall float sliamed and stark, 

Till the sun fall: 

Thou shalt be earth in earth. 
Preparing for new birtli; 

While me in the heaven fierce. 
Pure glories fright and pierce.” 

Then said I to my soul, 

And she to me : 

“ Where’er life’s current roll 
We twain .shall be, 

Part here and part not here, 
i’urtncrs in hope and fear. 

Until, our exile done, 

We meet at last in one.” 


THE BIRTH OF VERSE. 

Blind thoughts wbidi occupy the 
brain, 

Dumb melodies which fill the eat, 
Dim perturbations, precious pain, 

A gleam of hope, a chill of fear,— 
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These seize the poet’s soul, and mould 
The ore of fancy into gold. 

And first no dehnile thought there is 
In all that afRuence of sound, 

Like those sweet formless melodies 
Piped to the listening woods arouiul, 
Py birds which never teacher had 
Put love and knowledge: they are glad. 

Till, when the chambers of the soul 
Are filled with inarticulate airs, 

A spirit comes which doth control 
'fhe music, and its end prepares; 
Atfd, with a power serene and strong, 
Shapes these wild melodies to song. 

Or haply, thoughts which glow aivl 
burn 

Await long time the fitting strain, 
Which, swiftly swelling, seems to turn 
The silence to a load of pain ; 

And somewhat in him seems to cry, 

“ I will have utterance, or I die! ” 

Then of a sudden, full, complete, 

The strong strain bursting into sound. 
Words come with rhythmic rush of feet, 
Fit music girds the language round, 
And with a comeliness unsought, 

Appears the winged, embodied thought. 

* 

But howsoever they may rise, 

Fit words and music come to birth ; 
There soars an angel to the skies. 
There walks aPresence on the earth— 
A something which shall yet inspire 
Myriads of souls unborn with fire. 

And when his voice is hushed and 
dtunb. 

The flame burnt out, the glory dead, 


lie feels a thrill of wonder come 
At that wliich his poor tongue has 
said; 

And thinks of each diviner line— 

** Only the hand that w'rotc was mine.” 


SONG. 

Old w'crc I rich and mighty, 
With store of gems and gold, 
<\nd you, a beggar at my gate, 
Lay starving in the cold; 

I wonder, could I bear 
To leave you pining there? 

Or, if I w'ere an angel, 

And you an cMrth-born thing, 
Beseeching me to toucli y< >u 
In rising with my wing; 

1 wonder should 1 soar 
Aloft, nor heed you more ? 

Or, dear, if I were only 
A maiden cold and sweet, 

And you, a humble lover, 
Sighed vainly at my feet; 

1 wonder if my heart 
Would know no pain or ainart ? 


THE ENIGMA. 

The gaslights flutter and flare 
On the cruel stones of the street. 
And beneath in the sordid glare 
Face legions of weary feet; 

Fair fisces that soon aliall grow hard, 
Shy glances dready grown bold. 
The wrecks of a girlhood marred 
By shame and hunger and cold. 
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But here, as she passes along, 

Is one whose young cheek still shon's, 
'Mid the pallid, pitiful throng. 

The fresh bloom of a tender rose. 
Not long has she walked with vice, 

A recruit to the army of III, 

A fresh lamb for the sacrifice 
That steams up to Moloch still. 

And the spell through which youth 
draws all, 

The faint shyness in hurrying walk. 
The lithe form slender and tall. 

The soft burr in her simple talk, 
Constrains the grave jxxsser, whose brain 
Is long leagues of fancy apart, 

To thrill with a sudden pain 
And an emptiness of heart. 

Poor child I since it is not long 
Since you were indeed but a child, 

A gay thing of binl-likc song, 

And even as a bird is wild ; 

With no shadow of thought or care. 
Laughing all the sweet hours nw.iy, 
When every morning was fair, 

And every season a May. 

Through the red fallow on the hill 
The white team laboured along, 
While you roamed the green copses at 
will, 

And mimicked the cuckoo's song ; 
While tltey tossed and carrieil the hay, 
While the reapers were hid in the 
wheat, 

Von had only to laugh and to play. 

Or to bathe in the brook your feet. 

Foryour mother led you a child, 

Vour rough father's pride and joy ; 
Rejoiced that his girl was as wild 
And (leatless lo any boy. 


Tliough you would not plunder the 
nest, 

Nor harry the shrieking hare, 

You could gallop bare-backed with the 
Ijcst, 

And knew where the orchises were. 

“ Like a boy” was what they said, 
With your straight limbs aud fearless 
face; 

Like a girl in the golden head, 

Gay fancies, and nameless grace. 
Like a boy in high courage and all 
Quick forces, and daring of will; 
Like a girl in the peril to fall, 

And innocent blindness to ill. 

And even now, on the sordid street, 

As you pass by the theatre door. 

You h ing with you some freshness 
sweet 

Of the brightness and breezes ot 
yore. 

Not yet arc the frank eyes grown bold, 
Not yet have they lost all their joy ; 
Not yet has time taken the gold 
From the short crisp curls of the 
IjO)'. 

And if truly a boy’s they were. 

Not thus would he pace forlorn ; 

Nor would careless passers-by dare 
To shoot out the lips scorn. 

Is it Nature or man that makes 
An unequal judgment arraign 
Those whose equal nature takes 
Tlie mark of the self-same stain ? 

Leaving this one, shame and disgrace; 

Leaving that on^ honour and fame; 
To this one, confusion of face, 

To that one, a stainless name: 



TO THE TORMENTORS. 

* 


A high port and respect and wealth 
For the one who is guilty indeed, 
While the innocent walks by stealth 
Through rough places with feet that 
bleed. 

Do I touch a deep ulcer of Time, 

A created or ultimate ill, 

A primal curse or a crime, 

Self’inflicted through ignorance still ? 
l>ut meanwhile, poor truant, you come 
With a new face year after year, 
I.caving innocence, freedom, and home 
For these dens of weeping and fear. 

To decline by a swift decay. 

To a thing so low and forlorn, 

That, for all your fresh beauty to-day, 
It were better you never were born ; 
Or to find in some rare-sent hour, 

As a lily rooted in niirc, 

Love spring with its pure white flower 
From the lowest depths of desire. 

Heaven pity you ! So little turns 
The stream of our lives from the 
right; 

So like is the flame that bums 
To the hearth that gives warmth and 
light; 

So fine the impassable fence, 

Set for ever ’twixt right and wrong, 
Between white lives of innocence 
And dark lives too dfeadful for song. 


TO THE TORMENTORS. 

Dear little friend, who, day by day. 
Before the door of home 
Art ready waiting till thy master come, 
With monitory paw and noisei 
Swelling to half delirious joys, 
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Whether my (wth I take 

By leafy coverts known to thee before, 

Where the gay coney loves to play, 

Or the loud pheasant whirls f^roro out 
the brake 

Unharmed by us, save for some frolic 
chase, 

Or innocent panting race; 

Or who, if by the sunny river’s side 
I l.iply my steps 1 turn, 

With loud petition constantly dost 
yearn 

To fetch the whirling slake from the 
warm tide; 

Who, if I chide thee, grovellcst in the 
dust, 

And dost forgive me, though I am 
unjust, 

Blessing the hand that smote: who 
with fond love 

Gazest, and fear for me, such as doth 
move 

Those finer souls which know, yet may 
not sec, 

And arc wrapped round and lost in 
ecstasy 

And thou, dear little friend and soft, 
Breathing a gentle air of hearth and 
home; 

Whose low purr to the lonely car doth 
oft 

With deep refreshment come; 

Though thy quick nature is not frank 
and gay 

As that one’s, yet with graceful play 
Thou dost Ix^uile the evenings, and 
dost sit 

With mien demurely fit; 

With half-closed eyes, as in a dream 
Responsive to the singing steam, 

Most delicately clean and white, 

Thou baskest in the fiickerii^ lig^ti 
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Quick-tempered art thou, and yet, if a 
child 

Molest thee, pitiful and mild ; 

And always thy delight is, sim]»1y 
neat, 

To seat thee faithful at thy master’s 
feet 

And thou, good friend and strong, 

Who art the duoiic labourer of the 
world; 

Who groanest when the battle mists arc 
curled 

On the retl plain; who toilest all day 
long 

To make our gain or sport; who art 
the care 

That cleanses idle lives, which, but for 
thee 

And thy pure, noble nature, perhaps 
might sink 

To lower levels, born of lust and 
* drink, 

And half'fotgottcn sloughs of infamy, 
Which desperate souls could dare ; — 
And yc, fair timid things, whv> lightly 
iday 

By summer woodlands at the close of 
day 

W’hat arc ye all, dear creatures, tame 
or wild ? 

What other nature yours than of a 
child. 

Whose dumbness finds a voice mighty 
to call, 

In wotdless pity, to the souls of all 
Whose lives I turn to profit, and w hose 
mute 

And constant friendship links the man 
and brute ? 

Shall 1 consent to raise 
A torturing hand against your few and 
evil days? , 


Shall 1 indeed delight 

To take you, helpless kinsmen, fast and 
1x>und, 

And while ye lick my hand 

I-ay bare your veins and nerves in one 
red wound, 

Divide the sentient brain; 

And while the raw flesh quivers with 
the pain, 

A calm observer stand. 

And drop in some keen acid, and watch 
it bite 

The writhing life: wrench the still 
beating heart, 

And with calm voice meanwhile dis¬ 
course, and bland, 

To boys who jeer or sicken as they 
gaze, 

Of the great Goddess Science and her 
gracious ways ? 

Great Heaven! this shall not be, this 
present hell, 

I And none denounce it; well I know, 

I too well, 

That Nature works l>y ruin and by 
WTong, 

Taking no cmc for any Imt the 
strong, 

Taking no care. But we are more than 
she } 

We touch to higher levels, a higher 
love 

Doth through our being move : 

Though we know all our benefits bought 
by blood, 

An<l that by suffering only reach we 
good t 

Vet not with mocking laughter, nor in 
play, 

Shall we give death or carve a life 
away. 
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And if it be indeed 

For some vast gain of knowledge, wc 
might give 

These humble lives that live. 

And for the race should bid the vtctiin 
bleed, 

Only for some great gain, 

Some counterpoise of pain j 
And that with solemn soul and grave, 
Like his who from the fire ’scapes, or 
the flood, 

Who would save all, ay, with his heart’s 
best bloorl, 

Hut of his children chooses which to save! 

.Surely a man should scorn 
To owe his to others* death and 
pain ? 

Sure ’iwcre no real gain 
To batten on lives so weak and so 
forlorn ? 

Nor were it light indeed 
’J'o do for others what for self were 
wrong. 

’Tis but the same dead creed, 
^reaching the naked triumph of the 
strong; 

And for this (loddcss Science, hard and 
stem, 

We shall not let her priests torment and 
burn: 

Wc fought the priests before, and not 
in vain; 

And as we fought before, so will wc 
fight again. 


CHILDREN OF THE STREET, 

BkiGHT boys vociferous, 
Girbchildren cUiinoitMis, 

Shrill trebles echoiii|r, 

Down the long street; 


Every day come they there, 
Afternoon foul or fair, 

Shouting and volleying t 
Through wintry winds and cold, 
Through summer eves of gold, 
Running and clamouring i 
Never a day but brings, 

Kagge<l and thinly clad, 

Hauling with poverty, 

Hunger, and wretchedness, 
Hinvc little souls forlorn. 
Gaining hard bread. 

“ Terrible accident; 

Frightful explosion, .Sir; 

News from Australia, 

News from America; 

Only one halfpenny, 

.‘Special edition, .Sir, 
Eiho.^vx.F.ihor' 

'I'hus ihcy shout breathlessly, 
Dashing and hurrying, 
Thrc.'iding the carriages, 

Under the rapid feet; 
Frightening the passer-by, 
Down the long street: 

On till they chance to meet 
Some vague phfibsopher. 

« « * 

And slrniphtway the hurry, 

And bustle, and noise, 

Fade away in his thought 
Before tranquiller joys. 

Here are problems indeed, 

Not to solve, it is true, 

But on every side filling 
The fanciful view; 

Which ere he has grasped them 
Are vanished and gone, 

But leave him in solitude 
Never alone t 

Thoughts of Fate, and of Life, 
And the end of it all. 
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Of the strugi^le and strife 
Where few rise, many fall ; 
Thoughts of Country and Empire, 
Of Future and Fast, 

And the centuries gliding 
So slow, yet so fast: 

Old fancies, yet strange, 

Thoughts sail and yet sweet, 

Of lives come to harvest, 

And lives incomplete; 

Of the lingering march, 

Of the Infinite plan, 
bringing slowly, yet surely, 

The glory of man ; 

Of our failures and losses, 

Our victory and gain ; 

Of our treasure of ho|)c 
And our Fresent of pain. 

Andy higher than all. 

That these young voices teach 
A glowing conviction 
Too precious for speech ; 

That somewhere down deep 
In each natural soul 
Sacred verities sleep, 

Holy waterfloods nill; 

That to young lives untaught, 
W'ithout friend, without home. 
Some gleams of a light 
That is heavenlier come; 

That to toil which is honest 
A voice calls tltcm still, 

Which is more than the tempter's 
And stronger than ill« 

i 

For, poor souls, 'twere better, 

If pleasure were all, 

Not to strive thus and labour. 

But let themselves fall; 

They might gain, for a time, 
Higher \vagc$ than this, 

And that sharp sest of sinning 
The innocent miss; 


Thc'y might know fuller life, 
And, should fortune befriend, 
Escape the Law's pains 
From bf^inning to end; 

Or, if they should fail, 

What for them does home bring 
Which should make of a prison 
So dreadful a thing ? 

These children, whom formalists, 
Narrow and stern. 

Have denied what high principle 
Comes from to learn ; 

To whom this great empire, 
Whose records they cry, 

Is a hook sealed as close 
As the ages gone by; 

Who bear a name great 
Among nations of earth, 

Itut are English alone 
By the fortune of birth ; 

These young mouths that come 
To a board well-nigh bare, 

Who elsewhere were riches, 

But here a grave care. 

Great Empire ! fast bound 
By invisible bands, 

That convey to earth's limits 
Thy rulers* commands; 

Who sUtest alone 
By thy rude northern sea, 

On an ocean-built throne, 

The first home of the free. 

Whom thy tall chimneys shroud 
In a life-giving gloom ; 

Wlio clothest mankind 
With the work of thy loom; 
Who o’er all seas dost send out 
Thy dccp-laden ships; 

W'ho teachest all nations 
The words of thy lips; 

Who despatchest thy viceroys 
Imperially forth 
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To the palms of thy East 
And the snows of thy North ; 

Who govcmcst millions 
Of dark subtle men 
By the might of just laws 
And the sword of the pen; 

Who art planted wherever 
A white foot may tread. 

On the poisonous land 
Wliich for ages lies dead ; 

Who didst nourish the freeman 
With milk from thy breast, 

To the ineasiircle's Commonwealth 
I^*rding the West; 

Who hohicst to-day 
Of those once subject lands 
A remnant too mighty 
For weaklier hands; 

Who in thy isle-continent, 

Yearly increased, 

Ivearest empires of freemen 
To sway the far East; 

Who art set on lone islets 
Of palm and of spice, 

On deserts of sand 
And on mountains of ice: 

Who bring’st Freedom wherever 
Thy flag is unfurled : 

The exemplar, the envy, 

The crown of the World ! 

W’hal is’t thou dost owe 
To these young lives of thine. 
What else but to foster 
This dim spark divine ? 

Think of myriads like these. 
Without teaching or home. 

Who with pitiful accents 
Beseeching thee come; 

Think how Time, whirling on, 
Time that never may rest, 

aht strength of the loins 
'And the curve of the breast, 


Till, with poor minds still childish. 
These children are grown 
To the age that shall give them 
Young lives of their own: 

Think of those, who to-day 
In the sweet country air 
I.ive, as soulless, almost, 

As the birds which they scare : 
Think of alt those for whom, 

To the immature brain, 

The dull whirr of the loom 
Brings a throbbing of pain; 

Think of countless lives fallen. 
Sunk, never to rise, 

For the lack of the w'arning 
Their country denies,— 

Fallen, ruined, and lost, 

Through all time that shall be, 
Fallen for ever and lost 
To themselves and to thee*;— 
Thou who standest, girt round 
By strong foes on each side, 

Foes who envy thy greatness, 

Thy glory, thy pride; 

Thou, who surely shnlt need 
Heart and soul, brain and hand, 
Brain to plan, hand to bleed, 

For thy might, O clear land ! 

« * 

Till, while slowly he ponders 
These thoughts in his brain, 

Sec ! there swiftly comes rushing 
A young troop again. 


“ Terrible accident; 
Frightful explosion. Sir; 
News, Sir, from Germany; 
Latest from India; 

Special edition. Sir, 

Only one half-penny 1 ” 

L 
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Thus the rcvolublc 
Assonant Peha. 

Again they rush brealhlessly; 
Dashing and hurrying. 
Frighting the pas.ser>by. 
Shouting and volleying. 
Bright boys vociferous, 
Girl-children clamorous, 

On till they meet again 
Some vague philosopher. 


SOULS IN PRISON 

I THOUGHT that 1 looked on the land 
of the lost, 

A stony desert, arid and bare, 

Gray under a heavy air. 

Not n bird was there, nor a flower, nor 
a tree, 

Nor rushing river, nor .sounding sea ; 
Anil I seemed to myself like a ghost. 

'A land of shadows, n herbless plain, . 
A faint light aslant on the barren 
ground, 

'And never a sight nor a sound: 

l>nly at times, of invisible feet, 

Wearily tracking one dull, sad bent, 
Too s|HritIes5 to complain; 

And of faces hid by a blank white mask. 
From which there glared out cavernous 
eyes, 

Full of hate and revolt and lies: 

As if the green earth on which others 
live 

Blad nothing of hope or of fear to give 
But a iu^ess, perpetual task. 


Far in the distance a vast gray pile 
Stretched out its spider-like, echoing 
ways <- 

In long centrifugal rays ; 

And sometimes dimly I seemed to see 
Dumb gangs of |)oor workers, fruitle.ss<" 
Bent in hard tasks useless and vile, 

I 

To which, issuing silent, in single rank, 
Along narrow pathways stony and blank 
The hopeless toilers would come. 

Or else each was idly cooped in a cell 
Narrow, and gloomy, and hard, as hell, 
Which was all that they knew of home. 

And around them frowning, grimy and 
tall, 

W'ith no ivy or lichen, a circling wall 
Shut God and life utterly out; 

And in the midst, with unclosing eye 
A muffled watcher stood silently, 

As they paced aljoul and about. 

« 

Never alone—for, wherever they went, 
From some centi.".! tower an eye was 
Ixjnt 

Along all the long, straight-drawn 
ways. 

Never alone—for an unseen eye, 

As the stealthy footstep went noUelessty 

Svrept each lonely cell with its gaze. 

Always alone—for in all the tbroi^ 

No word <Mr glance as they shuffled 
aloi^ 

But the order-word, sharp and loud. 
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Always alone—for in all the crowd 

No glance of comfort from pitying eyes 

Might pierce through the thick di<^uise. 

Nor, if husband were there, or child, or 
wife, 

Could the subtle communion of love 
nnd life 

Escape that terrible eye. 

^■ct husbands and wives and chihlren 
there were, 

Voting limbs, and age bent in .a dumb 
despair, 

Too strong or loo weak to die. 

Nothing rem.iincd, as it seemed, but 
thought 

Of the old hopes vanished and come to 
nought, 

And the hopeless, perpetual care,— 

Nought but to sit, as the night would 
fall, 

Tracing bhick ghosts on the blank 
white wall 

In a silent rage of despair; 

Or, before the dull daylight began to 
break, 

To stiut at the iron-tongued summons 
and yi'ake 

To the curse of another day. 

And so, in silence, to brood and plot 

To regain the poor freedom and life 
which were not, 

Though it bartered a soul away ; 

Or, later, to cherish the old oflenee 

Widl a secret lurking devil of sense, 

And a spring of desire self-bent, 


Till at last all longing was sunk and 
spent 

In a lifeless, fathomless slough o** con¬ 
tent. 

Not repentance, nor fear, nor grief, 

Nor belief at all, nor yet unbelief; 
lint a soul which skulks from itself like 
a thief, 

And is damned for ever and dead. 

* • * • 

Thus I thought to myself; and, though 
straight I saw 

It was only the house of retributive 

L.1W, 

T shuddered and shrank, and fled. 


// SEPAKATIOM DEED. 

WiiKRLAs wc twain, who still are 
iKjund for life. 

Who took each other for belter and for 
worse, 

Are now plunged deep in hate and bitter 
strife, 

And all our former Ipve is grown a 
curse; 

So that ’twere Unter, doubtless, wc 
should be 

In loneliness, so that we were apart, 

Nor in each other's changed eyes look¬ 
ing, see 

The cold reflection of an alien heart: 

To this insensate parchment we reveal 

Our joint despair, and seal it with our 
seal. 

Foigelting the dear days not long ago. 

When we walked slow starlight 
throngh the corn: 

Fmrgetting, since our hard fate wills 
I it so. 
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All but our parted lives and souls 
forlorn; 

Forgetting the sweet fetters strong to 
bind 

Which childish fingers forge and baby 
smiles, 

Our common pride to watch the grow¬ 
ing mind, 

Our common joy in childhood’s simple 
wiles, 

The common tears we shed, the kiss 
we gave, 

Standing beside the open little grave; 

Forgetting these and more, if to forget 

Be possible, as wc would fain indeed. 

And if the past be not too deeply set 

In our two hearts, with roots that, 
touched, will bleed 

Vet, could we cheat by any pretext fair 

The world, if not ourselves—’twere so 
far well— 

We would not put our bonds from us, 
and bare 

To careless eyes the secrets of our hell; 

So this indenture witnesseth that we, 

As follows here, do solemnly agree. 

We will take each our own, and will 
abide 

Separate from bed and board for all 
our life; 

Whatever chrmce of weal or woe l>etide, 

Naught shall rc-knit tbc husband and 
the wife. 

iltdiigh one grow gradually poor and 
weak, 

-Hie other, lapt In luxury, will not 
, heed; 

Thou^ one, in mortal pain, the other 
seek, 

The other taay not answer to the need} 


We, who through long years did’to¬ 
gether rest 

In wedlock, heart to heart, and breast 
to breast. 

One shall the daughter take, and one 
the boy,— 

Poor boy, who shall not hear his 
mother’s name, 

Nor feel her kiss; poor girl, for whom 
the joy 

or her sire’s smile is changed for sullen 
shame: 

Brother and sister, who, if they should 
meet, 

With faces strange, amid the careless 
crowd, 

W'ill feel their hearts beat with no 
quicker beat. 

Nor inward voice of kinship calling 
loud: 

Two widowed lives, whose fulness may 
not come; 

Tw ‘0 orphan lives, knowing but half of 
home. 

Wc have not told the tale, nor wll, 
indeed. 

Of dissonance, whether cruel wrong or 
crime. 

Or sum of petty injuries which breed 

The hate of hell when multiplied by 
time. 

Dishonour, falsehood, jealous fancies, 
blows. 

Which in one moment wedded souls 
can sunder; 

But, since our yoke intolerable grows. 

Therefore we set our seals and souls as 
under: 

Witness the powers of Wioi^ and 
Hate arid Death. 

And this Indenture also witness^h. 
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SONG, 

They mount from glory to glory, 

They sink from deep unto deep, 

They proclaim their sweet jiassionatc 
story, 

I'hey tremble on chords that weep, 
And with them my soul spreads her 
wings, 

And my heart goes out to them and 
sings. 

And chord within chord interlaces, 
Like the leaves that protect some 
, fair bloom ; 

And with subtle and tremulous graces, 
And tender lights dappled with 
gloom, 

Like the fall of an ocean>borae bell, 
The harmonies quicken and swell. 

Then swift from those languishing voices 
And accents which marry and die, 
Like the sound of a trumpet, rejoices 
One clear note unfaltering, high, 
And my soul, through its magical power, 
Bursts and dies like an aloe in flower. 


FREDERIC. 

As these sheets came in from the 
printer, 

My lad who had brought me them 
said, 

** Please, Sir, as I passed his oflice, 

They told me that Frederic was 
dead.” 

And 1 knew in a mtHnent thrill through 
me, 

A keen little semrow ami smart, 


Then a sudden revolt and rebellion 
Assail me and fetter my heart, 

As he went on with Imytsh prattle, 
Before I hod courage to speak : 

**He died of consumption, they said, 
Sir; 

And he earnc<l sixteen shillings a 
week.”. 

‘‘ IIow old was he ? ” “ Just seventeen, 
Sir: 

lie had grown very tall and while.” 
And I thought of the childish features, 
'I'he bright cheeks, and eyes still more 
bright, 

\Vhen, withdrawn from his school far 
too early, *’ 

He came with his treasured prize, 

To show to his new-found master, 

With a simple pride in his eyes; 

And how it soon proved that his writing 
Wa^ so clear, and skilful, and fine, 
That I set him the task to decipher 
The hieroglyphs w'hich are mine. 

■f 

'Twas four years ago, and so splendid 
Did my first Ixxik of songs appear, 
That, though ofttimes already rejected, 
1 sent them forth then without fear. 

Nor in vmn. For now many minds 
know them, 

And many are kindly in praise, 

But the cold little hand that adorned 
them 

Has cast up the sum of its days 1 

Sixteen shillings! this pittance could 
purchase 

The flower of those boyish years 1 
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This could give to that humble ambition 

Dull entries, whose total is tears t 

Poor young life which was bursting to 
blossom, 

Which had borne its own fruitage 
one day, 

Had those budding years uiiiigled 
together 

Slow labour with healthfuller play ! 

Is it man that has clone this, or rather, 

These dead blasts that blow, blow, 
blow, blow, 

Week by week, month by month, till 

* Ijeneath them 

Life withers and pulses beat slow ? 

• 

The dull winds that to-day arc slaying 

Young nnd old with their |ioisonous 
breath. 

Which slew the rash singer who praised 
them, 

Not the less with a premature death. 

Is it man with tmd laws and fools* 
customs, 

False pride, poverty, ignorant greed ? 

Is it God making lives for His pleasure, 

Dooms these innocent victims to 
bleed ? 

I 

I 

Great riddle which one day shall be; 
clearer, 

Be ottr doubts with all reverence 
said; 

Bnt a strong power constrained me to 
w*rite them, 

When 1 heard little Frederic was 
dead. 


TO MY MOTHERLAND, 

Dear motherland, forgive me, if too 
long 

I hold the halting tribute of my song; 
Letting my wayward fancy idly roam 
Far, far from thee, my early home. 
There are some things too near, 

Too infmit^dy dear 

For speech ; the old ancestral hearth. 
The hills, the vales that saw our birt^ 
Arc hallowed deep within the reverdR 
breast: 

And who of these keeps silence, he is 
j best. 

Vet would not I appear, 

IVho have known many a brighter land 
and sea 

Since first my boyish footsteps went 
from thee, 

'rhe less to hold thee dear; 

Or lose in newer beauties the immense 
First love for thee, O birthdand, which 
fulfils 

My inmost heart and soul,— 

Love for thy smiling and sccpiestered 
vales. 

Love for thy winding streams which 
sparkling roll 

Through thy rich fields, dear Wales, 
Fiom long perspectives of thy folded 
hills. 

Ay ! these are sacred, all; 

I cannot sing of them, too near they are. 
What if from out thy dark yews, gazing 
for, 

I sat and sang, Llangunnor! of the 
vale 

Through which fair Towy winds her 
lingering fall, 
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Gliding by Dynevor’s wood-crowned 
steep, 

An.I, alternating swift with deep, 

By park and tower a living thing 
or loveliness meandering ; 

And traced her flowing, onward still, 
By Grongar dear to rhyme, or Drys* 
llwyn*s castled hill, 

Till the fresh upward tides prevail, 
Which stay her stream and bring the 
sea-borne sail. 

And the broad river rolls majestic down 
^iheath the gray walls of niy native 
town. 

Would not my fancy quickly stray 
To thee, sea-git l St. David’s, far away, 
A minster on the deep; or, further 
still, 

To you, grand mountains, which the 
stranger knows ; 

Eiyri throned amid tlic clouds and 
snows. 

The dark lakes, the wild passes of the 
north; 

Or Cader, a stem sentinel looking forth 
Over the boisterous main; or thee, 
dear Isle 

Not lovely, yet which const my thought 
beguile— 

Mona, from whose fresh wind-swept 
postures came 

My grandsire, bard and patriot, like in 
name 

Whose verse his countrymen still love 
to sing 

At biddinyg'feost or rustic jonketii^ ? 

Ah, no I too near for song, and yc too 
near, 


My brethren of the ancient race and 
tongue; 

The bardic measures deep, the sweet 
songs sung 

At congresses, which fan the sacred fire 
Which did of old your ancestors inspire; 
The simple worship sternly pure, 

The faith unquestioning and sure, 
Which doth the priest despise and his 
dark ways, 

And riseth best to fullest ])raise 
Beneath some humble roof-tree, rude 
and bare, 

Or through Lite mountains’ unpolluted 
air; 

Who know not violence nor blood, 

And who, if sometimes ye decline from 
go<Kl, 

Sin the soft sins which gentler spirits 
move. 

Which warmer Fancy breeds, and t<v> 
much love. 

I may not sing of you. 

Or tell my love—others there are who 
will, 

Who haply bear iioi yet a love so true 
As that my soul doth fill— 

If to applause it lead, or gain, or fame ; 
Better than this it were to bear the 
pain 

Which comes to higher spirits when 
they know 

They fire in other souls no answering 
glow ; 

Love those who love me not again, 
And leave my country naught, n<it even 
a name. 
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TARTARUS. 


In February, when the ciawn>vas slow, 

And winds lay still, I gazeil upon the 
Helds 

Which stretched before me, lifeless, 
and the stream 

Which laboured in the distance to the 
sea, 

Sullen and cold. No force of fancy 
took 

My thought to bloomy June, when all 
the land 

Lay deep in crested grass, and through 
the dew 

The landrail brushed, and the lush 
Iwnks were lit 

With strawberries, and the hot noise 
of bees 

Wooed the chosle flowers. Rather I 
seemed to move 

Thro* that ^veird land, Hellenic fancy 
feigned, 

Beyond the fabled river and thc'lxirk 
, Of Chiron; and forthwith on every side 

Rose the thin throng of ghosts. 

First thro* the gloom 

Of a dark grove I $triyed*^n sluggish 
^ , wood, 

Where scarce the faint fires of the 
.setting stirs, 

Or some edd glenin of hilf*discovered 
diwn» 


Might pierce the darkling pines. A 
twilight drear 

Rrooded o’er all the dc|)ths, and filled 
the dank 

And sunken hollows of the rocks with 
shajies 

Of terror,—beckoning hands and noise¬ 
less feet 

Flitting from shade to shade, wide eyes 
that stared 

With horror, and dumb mouths which 
seemed to cry, 

Vet cried not. An ineffable despair 

Hung over them and that dark world 
and took 

The gazer captive, and a mingled pang 

Of grief and anger, grown to fierce 
revolt 

And hatred of the Invisible Force 
which holds 

I The issue of our lives and bind.s us fast 

Within the net of Fate; as the fisher 
takes 

The little quivering sea-things from the 
sea 

And flings them gasping on the beach 
to die 

Then spreads his net for more. And 
then again 

I knew mysolf and those, creatures who 
lie 
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Safe in the strong grasp of Unchanging 
Law, 

Encompassed round by hands unseen, 
and cliains 

Which do support the feeble life that 
else 

\Vere spent on barren space ; and thus 
I came 

To look with less of horror, more of 
thought, 

And bore to see the sight of pain that 
yet 

Should grow to healing, when the con¬ 
crete stain 

Of life and act were purged, and the 
cleansed soul, 

Renewed by the slow wear and waste 
of time, 

Soared after aeons of days. 

They seemed alone, 

ITiose prisoners, thro’ all time. Each 
soul shut fast 

In its own jail of woe, apart, alone, 

For evermore alone; no thought of 
kin, 

Or kindly human glance, or fellowship 

Of suffering or of sin, made light the 
load 

Of solitary pain. Ay, though they 
walked 

Together, or were prisoned in one cell 

With the partners of their wrong, or 
with strange soulsT 

Which the same Furies tore, they knew 
them not, 

But suffared still alone; as in that 
shape 

Of hell, fools build on earth, where 
hopeless sin 

Rota slow in soUtnde, nor sees the 

face 

Of men, nor hears the sound of speech, 
* nor feels 


The touch of human hand, but broods 
a ghost, 

Hating the bare blank cell—the other 
self, 

Which brought it thither—hating man 
and God, 

And all that is or has been. 


A great fear 

.And pity froze my blood, who Meemcil 
to see 

A half-remembered fonn. 

An Eastern King 

It was who lay in pain, lie wore a 
crown 

Upon his aching brow, and his while 
robe 

Was jewelled with fair gems of price, 
the signs 

Of pomp and honour and all luxury, 

Which might prevent desire. But as I 
looked 

There came a hunger in the gloating 
eyes, 

A quenchless thirst upon the parching 
lips, 

And such unsatished strainings in the 
hands 

Stretched idly forth on what 1 could 
not see. 

Some fatal food of fancy ; that 1 knew 

The undying worm of sense, which frets 
and gnaws 

The unsatisfied stained soul. 

Seeing me, he said : 

‘*WbtU? And art thou too damned 
as 1 ? Dost know 

This thirst as I, and see as I the cool 

Lymf^t drawn from thee and mock 
thy lips; and parch 
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For ever in continual thirst; and mark 

The fair fruit oflTered to thy hunger 
fade 

Ilefore thy longing eyes? I thought 
there was 

No other as I thro’ all the weary 
lengths 

Of Time the gods have made, who 
pined so long 

And found fruition muck him. 

Long ago, 

When I was young on carlli, *twas a 
sweet pain 

To ride all day in the long chase, and 
feel 

Toil and the summer fire my blood and 
parch 

My lips, while in my father’s halls I 
knew 

The cool bath waited, with its marble 
floor; 

And juices from the ripe fruits pressed, 
and chilled 

With snows from far-off pe.aks; and 
troops of slaves; 

And music and the dance; and fair 
young forms, 

And dalliance, and every joy of 
sense. 

That haunts the dreams of youth, which 
strength and ease 

Corrupt, and vacant hours. Ay, it 
was sweet 

For a while to plunge in these, as f.;ir 
boys plunge 

Naked in summer streams, all veil of 
shame 

.Laid by, only the young dear body 
bathed 

And sunk in its delight, while the firm 
earth, 

The soft green pastures gay with inno* 
cent flowers, 


Or sol}er harvest fields, show like a 
dream; 

And nought is left, but the young life 
which floats 

Uxion the depths of death, to sink, 
maybe, 

And drown in pleasure, or rise at length 
grown wise 

And gain the abandoned shore. 

Ah, but at last 

The swift desire burns stronger and 
more strong, 

And feeding cm itself, grows tyrannous; 

And the parched soul no longer finds 
delight 

In the cool stream of old; nay, this 
itself, 

.Smitten by the fire of sense os by a 
flame. 

Holds not its coolness more; and 
fevered limbs, 

Seeking the fresh tides of their youth, 
may find 

No more refreshment, but a cauldron 
fired 

With the fires of nether hell; and a 
black rage 

Usurps the souK and drives it on to 
slake 

Its thirst with crime and blood. 

Longing Desire! 

Unsatisfied, sick, impotent Desire 1 

Oh, I have known it ages long. 1 
knew 

Its pain on earth ere yet my life had 
grown 

To its full stature, thro* the weary 
years 

Of manhood, nay, in age itself; I 
knew 

The selfsame weary thirst, unsatisfied 

By all the charms of sense, by wealth 
and power , 
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And homage; always cravingi never 
quenched— 

The undying curse of the soul! The 
ministers 

And agents of my will drave hir and 
wide 

Over all lands and seas, seeking to 
ftnd 

Fresh pleasures for me, who hail spent 
my sum 

Of pleasure, and had power, not even 
in thought, 

Nor faculty to enjoy. They tore apart 

The sacreil claustrul doors of home for 
me, 

Defiicd the inviolate hearth for me, 
laid waste 

The flower of humble lives, in hope to 
heal 

7'he sickly fancies of the King, till rose 

A cry of pain from all the land ; and I 

Grew happier for it, since 1 held the 
power 

To quench desire in blood. 

But even thus 

The old pain faded not, but swift again 

Revived; and thro’ the sensual dull 
lengths 

Of my seraglios I stalked, and marked 

The glitter of the gems, the precious 
webs 

Blundered from every clime by cruel 
wars 

That strewed the sands with corpses; 
lovely eyes 

That looked no look of love, and fired 
no more 

Thoughts of the flesh; rich meats, and 
fruits, and wines 

Grown flat and savourless; and loathed 
them all. 

And only cared for power; content to 
shed 


Rivers of innocent blood, if only thus 

I might appease my thirst. Until 1 
grew 

A monster gloating over blood and 
pain. 

Ah, weary, weary days, when every 
sense 

Was satisfied, and nothing left to slake 

The jiaichcd unhappy soul, except to 
watch 

The writhing limbs and mark the slow 
blooil drip, 

Drop after drop, as the life ebbed with 
it ; 

In a new thrill of lust, till blood itself 

Palled on me, and I knew the fiend 1 
w.is, 

Yet cared not—I who w.ns, brief years 
ago, 

<.)nly a careless boy lapi round with 
case, 

Stretched by the soft and stealing tide 
of sense 

Which now grew red ; nor ever dreamed 
at all 

What Furies lurked lieneath it, but had 
shrunk 

In indolent hotror from the sight of 
tears 

And misery, and felt my inmost soul 

.Sicken with the thought of blood. 
There comes a time 

When the insatiate brute within the 
man, 

Weary with wallowing in the mire, 
leaps forth 

Deirottring, and the cloven satyr>hoof 

Grows to the rending claw, and the 
lewd leer 

To the horrible fanged snarl, and the 
loul funks 

And leaves the man a devil, all his sin 
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Grown savourless, and yet he longs to 
sin 

And longs in vain for ever. 

Yet, methinks, 

It was not fur the gods to leave me 
thus. 

1 stinted not their worship, building 
shrines 

To all of them; the (ioddess of Love I 
served 

With hecatombs, letting the fragrant 
fumes 

Of incense and the costly steam ascend 

From victims year by year; nay, my 
own son 

Pelops, my best beloved, I gave to 
them 

Offering, as he must offer who would 
gain 

The great gods* grace, my dearest. 

I had gained 

Through long and weary orgies that 
strange sense 

Of nothingness and wasted days which 
blights 

The exhausted life, bearing upon its 
front 

Counterfeit knowledge, when the bitter 
ash 

Of Evil, which the sick soul loathes, 
appears 

Like the pure fruit of Wisdom. I had 
grown 

As wizards seem, who mingle sensual 
rites 

And forms impure with murderous 
spells and dark 

Enchantments; till the simple people 
held 

My very weakness wisdom, and 
bdteved ' 

That in my blood*stained palace-halls, 
withdrawn. 


I kept the inner mysteries of Zeus 

And knew the secret of all Being; who 
was 

A sick and impotent wretch, so sick, 
so tired, 

That even Vdoodshed palled. 

For my stained soul, 

Knowing its sin, hastened to purge 
itstlf 

With every rite and charm which the 
dark lore 

Of priestcraft ofleretl to it. Spells 
obscene, 

The blood of innocent babes, sorceries 
foul 

Muttered at midnight — these could 
occupy 

My weary days; till all my people 
shrank 

To see me, and the mother clasped her 
child 

Who heard the monster pass. 

They would not hear. 

They listened not—the cold ungrateful 
gods— 

For all my supplications; nay, the 
more 

I sought them were they hidden. 

At the last 

A dark voice whispered nightly: 
* Thou, poor wretch, 

That art so sick and impotent, thyself 

The source of all thy misery, the great 
gods 

Ask a more precious gift and excel- 
lent 

Than alien victims which thou prizest 
not 

And givest without a pang. But shouldst 
thou take 

Thy costliest and fairest offering, 

Twere otherwise. The life which thou 
hast given 
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Thou fnayst recall. Go, offer at the 
shrine 

Thy best beloved Pelops, and appease 

Zeus and the averted gods, and know 
again 

The youth and joy of yore.' 

Night after night, 

While all the halls were still, and the 
cold stars 

Were fading into dawn, I lay awake 

Distraught with warring thoughts, my 
throbbing brain 

Killed with that dreadful voice. I had 
not shrunk 

From blocKl, but this, the strong son of 
" my youth— 

Mow should I dare this thing? And 
all day long 

I would steal from sight of him and 
men, and light 

Against the dreadful thought, until the 
voice 

Scared all my burning brain, and cla¬ 
moured, * Kill! 

Zeus bids thcc, and be happy.’ Then 
1 rose 

At midnight, when the halls were still, 
and raised 

The arras, and stole soft to where my 
son 

Lay sleeping. For one moment on his 
face 

And stalwart limbs I g^d, and marked 
the rise 

And fall of his young breast, and the 
soft plttme 

Which drooped upon his tn-ow, and 
felt a thrtU 

Of yearning; but the cold voice urging 
roe 

Burned roe like fire. Three times 1 
gazed and turned 

Inesolute, till last it thundered at me. 


* Strike, fool! thou art in hell; strike, 
fool! and lose 

The burden of thy chains.' Then with 
slow step 

I crept as creeps the tiger on the deer. 
Raised high my arm, shut close my eyes, 
and plunged 
My d.'iggcr in his heart. 

And then, with a flash. 
The veil fell downward from my life 
and left 

Myself to me—the daily sum of sense— 
The long continual trouble of desire— 
The stain of blood blotting the stain of 
lust— 

The weary foulness of my days, which 
wrecked 

My heart and brain, and left me at the 
Inst 

A madman and accurst ; and I knew. 
Far higher than the sensual slojx; which 

held 

The gods w'hom erst 1 worshipped, a 
white pe.ak 

Of Purity, and a stem voice pealing 
doom— 

Not the mad voice of old — which 
pierced so deep 

Within my life, that with the reeking 
blade 

Wet with the heart’s blood of my child 
I smote 

My guilty heart in twain. 

Ah 1 fool, to dream 
That the long stain of time might fade 
and merge 

In one poor chrism of blood. They 
taught of yore, 

My priests who flattered me->-nor knew 
at all 

The greater God 1 know, who sits afar 
Bqrond those earthly shapes, passion¬ 
less, pure. 
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And Awful as tlie Dawn—that the gods 
cared 

For costly victims, drinking in the 
steam 

Of sacrifice when the choice hecatombs 
Were offeTerl for my wrong. Ah no ! 
there is 

No recompense in these, nor any charm 
To cleanse the stain of sin, but the long 
wear 

Of suiTering, when the soul which 
seised ttx? much 

Of 4 )lea 8 ure here, grows righteous by 
the pain 

That cloth redress its ill. For what is 
Right 

But equipoise of Nature, alternating 
The Too Much and Tw Little? Not 
on earth 

The salutary silent forces work 
'I'licir final victory, but year on year 
Basses, and age on age, and leaves the 
debt 

Unsatisfied, while the overburdened 
soul 

Unloads itself in pain. 

Thci'efoie it is 

1 suffer as I suffered ere switt death 
Set me not free, no otherwise; and yet 
There conres a healing purpose in my 
{win 

I never knew on earth ; nor ever here 
The once-loved evil grows, only the 
talc 

Of pAVtalties grown greater hourly 
dwarfs 

Tilt accompliidied sum of wrong. And 
yet desire 

Ihiinues me still—sick, impotent desire^ 
Fiercer than tlmt of tgarth. 

We are ourselves 
and bell, the jc^, the 
pen^iy, 


The yearning, the fruition. Lailh is 
hell 

Or heaven, and yet not only earth ; but 
still. 

After the swift soul leaves the gates of 
death. 

The pain grows deeper and less mixed, 
the joy 

Purer and less alloyed, and we are 
damned 

Or blest, as we have lived.” 

1 le ceased, with a w'ail 

Like some complaining wind among 
the pines 

Or pent among the fretful ocean caves, 

A sick, sad sound. 

Then ns I looked, I saw 

11 is eyes glare horribly, his dry parched 
lips 

Open, bis weary hands stretch idly 
forth 

.\s if to clutch the air—infinite pain 

And m«x:kery of hope. “Secst thou 
them now ? ” 

lie said. “ I thirst, I {mreh, I famish, 
ycl 

They still elude me, fair and tempting 
fruit 

And cooling waters. Now they come 
again. 

Sec, they are in my grasp, they are at 
my lips. 

Now I shall quench me. Nay, again 
they fly 

And mock me. Seest thou them, or 
am I shut 

From hope for ever, hungering, thirst¬ 
ing still, 

A madman and in Hell ? ** 

And as I passed 

In honor, his large qrct and straiiiing 
hands 

Froce all my soul with pity. 
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Then it was 

A woman whom I saw: n dark ^)atc 
Queen, 

With passion in' hcr eyes, and fear and 
pain 

Holding her steadfast gaze, like one 
who sees 

Some dreadful deed of wrong worked 
out and knows 

Himself the cause, yet now is i'>owerless 
To stay the wrong he would. 

Seeing me gase 
In pity on her woe, she turned and spake 
With a lour wailing voice— 

“ Thou well mays! gaze 
With horror on me, sir, for 1 am lost ; 

I have shed the innocent blood, long 
years ago, 

Nay, centuries of pain. 1 have shed 
the bl<K>d 

Of him I loved, and found for recom- 
|)cnsc 

But self-inflicted death and age-long 
woe, 

Which purges not my sin. And yet 
not 1 

It was who did it, but the gods, W'ho 
took 

A woman’s loveless heart*and tortured it 
With love as \vith a fire. It was not I 
Who slew my love, Imt Fate. Fate 
’twBs whidi brought 
My love and me together. Fate which 
baned 

The path of blameless love, yet set 
XiOve’s flame 

To bain and smoulder in a hopeless 
heart, 

Where no relief mq'ht come. 


The King was old, 

And 1 a girl. "Tis an old tale which 
runs 

Thro* the sad ages, and *twas mine. 

■ He had s})ent 

His sum of love long since, and 1->1 
knew not 

A breath of Love as yet. Ah, it is 
strange 

To lose the sense of maidenhood, drink 
deep 

Of life to the very dregs, and yet not 
know ^ 

A flutter of Love's wing. Love takes 
no thought 

Fur pomp, or ])a]nce, or respect of men ; 

Nor always in the stately marriage bed, 

Closed round by silken curtains, laid 
on down. 

Nestles a rosy form; but ’mid wild 
flowers 

Or desert tents, or In the hind's low 
cot, 

Beneath the asj^cct of the unconscious 
stars, 

Dwells all night and is blest. 

My love, my life! 

He was the old man’s son, a fair white 
soul—" 

Not like the others, whom the fire of 
youth 

Burns like a flame and hurries un¬ 
restrained 

Thro’ riotous days and nights, but 
virginal 

And pure as any maid. No careless 
glance 

He deigned for all the maidens young 
and fair 

Who sought thm Prince’s eye. But 
evermore, 

On the high pastures wandering alone, 

He dwelt unwed ; weaving to Artemis, 
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Fairest of all Olympian maids, a wreath 

From the unpolluted meads where 
never herd 

Di ives his white flock, nor ever srylhc 
has come, 

Dut the hee sails ujmn unfctlered winq; 

Over the spring-like lawns, and Purity 

Waters them with soft dews; * and 
yet he showed 

Of all his peers most manly—heart and 
soul 

A very man, tender and true, and strong 

And pitiful, and in his limh^ and mien 

Fair as Apollo’s self. 

It w'as at first 

In Tmezen that 1 saw him, w hen he came 

To greet his sire. Amid the crowd of 
youths 

He showed a Prince indeed; yet knew 
1 not 

Whom ’twas I saw, nor that I held the 
place 

Which was his mother’s, only from the 
throng 

Love, with a barbed dart aiming, pierced 
my heart 

Ere yet I knew what ailed me. Every 
glance 

Fired me; the youthful grace, the tall 
straight limbs, 

The swelling sinewy arms, the large 
dark eyes 

Tender yet hill of passion, the thick 
locks 

Tossed from his brow, the lip and cheek 
wbidh bore 

Hie down of early manhood, seemed 
to feed 

My heart with rfiort-Kved joy. 

For when he stood 

'Forth hrom the throng and knelt before 
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Then raised his gaze to mine, I felt the 
curse 

Of Aphrodite bum me, as it burned 
My mother l>efore me, and I dared not 
meet 

His innocent, frank young eyes. 

Said I then young ? 
Ay, but not young as mine. But 1 had 
known 

The secret things of life, which age the 
soul 

In a moment, writing on its front their 
marie 

* Too early ripe;' and he was innocent, 
My spouse in fitted years, within whose 
arms 

I had defied the W'orld. 

* I turned away 

Like some white bird that leaves the 
flock, which sails 

High in mid air above the haunts of 
men. 

Feeling some little d.art within her 
breast, 

Not death, but like to death, and slowly 
sinks 

Down to the earth alone, wnd bears her 
hurt 

Unseen, by herbless sand and bitter 
pool, 

And pines until the end. 

Even from that day 
I strove to gain his love. Nay, *twas 
not 1, 

But the cruel gods who drove me. Day 
by day 

We were together; for in days of old 
Women were free, not pent in gilded 
jails 

As afterwards, but free to walk akme. 
For good or evil, free. I baldly took 
Thought for my ^nnise, the King. For 
1 had found 
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My love at last: what matter if it 
were 

A guilty love ? Yet love is love indeed, 

i»tronger than heaven or hdl. Day 
after day 

I set myself to tempt him from his 
l>roud 

And innocent way, for I had spurned 
aside 

Care for the gtals or tnen—all but my 
love. 

What need to tell the tale? Wa'. it 
a sigh, 

A blush, a momentary glance, whirh 
' brought 

Assurance of iny triumph ? It is long 

.Since 1 have lived, I cannot tell j I 
know 

Only the pcn.alty of death and hell 

Whicli followeil on my ^in. I knew he 
loved. 

It was not w'<inderful, seeing that we 
dwell 

A boy and girl together. I w.as fair, 

And Kros I'ned my eyes and lent my 
voice 

His own soft tremulous tunes. Hut 
when our souls 

Trembled upim the verge, and fancy 
feigned 

ilis arms around me as we ded alone 

To some free land of c-'cile* came a 
scroll; 

* Dearest, it may not be; I fear the 
Gods; 

We dare not do this wrong. I go from 
hence 

And see thy lace no more. Farewell 1 
Fprget 

The love we may not own; go, seek for 

both ^ 

Forgiveness from the gods.’ 


i6i 

When I read the words. 
The cruel words, methought my heart 
stood btill, 

And when the ebbing life returned I 
seemed 

To have lost all thought of Love. Only 
Revenge 

Dwelt with me still, the fiercer that 1 
knew 

My long-prized hope, which came s.> 
near .success, 

Snatched from me and for ever. 

When 1 i;osc 

From my deep swoon, 1 bade a mes* 
senger 

tio, seek the King for me. He came 
j and sate 

Beside my couch, anri all the doors 
were closed, 

And all withdrawn. 'I'hcn with the 
liar's art, 

And hypr>critc tears, and feigned re¬ 
luct ancy, 

.Viid all the subtle w ile» a woman draws 
From the armoury of hate, 1 did instil 
The poison on his .soul. Cunning 
dcvice.s, 

False grief, false anger with his son, 
regrets, 

And half confessions—these, with hate¬ 
ful .skill 

Confuserl together, drove the old man's 
brain 

To frenzy; and 1 watched him, with a 
sneer, 

Turn to a dotard thirsting for the life 
Of his own child. But how to do the 
deed, 

Yet shed no blood, nor know the 
people’s hate, 

Who loved the Priflce, I knew not. 

^ Till one day 

Tfie old man, looking out upon the sea, 

at 
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Beitought the drenr) Poseidon to avenge 

The treachery of his son. And as we 
stood 

Gazing upon the breathless blue, a cloud 

Rose from the deep, a little fleecy cloud, 

Which sudden grew and grew, and 
turned the blue 

To purple ; and a keen wind rose and 
sang 

Higher and higher, and the wine-dark 
sea 

Grew ruffled, and within the circling 
bay 

The tiny ripples, stealing up the sand, 

Plunged loud with manes of foam, until 
they swelled 

To nnsty surges thundering on the shoie. 

Then at the r»ld man’s ellmw a.s I 
stood, 

A deep dark thought, sent by the powers 

6 fill, 

An-iwering, as now I know, my oun 
black hate 

And not my poor dupe’s anger, find my 
soul 

And bade me speak. 'The god has 
heard thy prayer,’ 

I whispered ; ‘ Sec the surge which 
wakes and swells 

‘I'o fury; well I know what things shall 
be. 

It is Poseidon’s voice >«uuiuU in the 
storm 

And sends thy vengeance. V'oung liip- 
polytus 

Loves, as thou knowest, on the yellow 
sand, 

' Hard by the rippled margin of the wave. 

To urge his fly^ steeds* Bid him go 
forth— 

lie win obey—and see what recompense 

The WiU send his wrong. 


In the okl man’s eyes 

A watery gleam of malice playe<1 
awhile— 

I hale him for it—and he bade his son, 

Yoking his three young fiery colts, drive 
forth 

His chariot on the sand. 

Anti still the storm 

Blew fieri cr anil more fierce, and the 
while crests 

Plunged on the strand, and the loud 
promontories 

Thundered back rcpfrcu''sivc, .and a 
mist 

Of fo.im, turn landv/ard, hid the sound¬ 
ing shore. 

Then saw I him come forth and bid 
them yoke 

His untamed colts. I had not seen his 
face 

Since th.at last day, but, seeing him, I 
felt 

The old love s]>ring anew, yet mixed 
with hale— 

A storm of warring (vassions. Tho' I 
knew 

What end shoidd come, yet would 1 
speak n » wortl 

That might avert it. The old man 
looked forth ; 

I think he had well-nigh forgotten all 

Tht wrong he fancied and the doom he 
pr.ayed, 

All but the father's prirle in the strong 
son, 

Who was so young and bold- I saw a 
smile 

Upon the dotard's face, whot now the 
steetls 

Were harnessed and the chariot, on the 
sanil 

Along the circling margin of the bay. 
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Flew, swift ns light. A sudden gleam 
of sun 

Flashed on the silver harness ns it went, 

Durned on the brnren axles of the 
wheels, 

Ami on the golden rdlcls of the Trince 

Doubled the gold. Sometimes a larger 
wave 

Would dash in nii^t around him, and in 
fear 

The re.irii^ coursers plunged, and then 
again 

The !,trong young arm const Mined 
them, and they dashed 

To where the wave-worn foreland cnils 
the bay. 

And then he lurnexl his chariot, a 
bright s|>eck 

Now seen, now hidden, but always, 
tho’ the surge 

Broke round it, safe; emerging like a 
star 

From the white cloud.s of fo.ijn. And 
as I watcliCil, 

Speaking no word, and breathing scarce 
a breath, 

t saw the 6rm limbs strongly set apart 

Ujxm the chariot, and the reins held 
high, 

And the proud head l)cnt forward, with 
long lock.s 

Streaming behind, as nearer and more 
near 

The swift team rushed—until, with a 
half joy, 

It seemed as if my love might yet elude 

The dow sure anger of the god, dull 
wrath 

Swayed by a woman’s lie. 

But on the verge. 

As I cast my eyes, a vast and purple 
wall 
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Swelled swiftly towards the land; the 
lesser waves 

Sank ns it came, and to its toppling 
crc.>t 

The spume-flecked waters, from the 
strand drawn back, 

I.eft dry the yellow shore. Onward it 
c.-ime, 

Ho-ir-c, cappeil with breaking foam, 
lurid, immense. 

Retiring its dreadful height. The 
chariot sped 

Nearer and nearer. I could see my love 

With the light of victory in his eyes, 
the .smile 

Of daring on his lijis : so near he came 

To where the marble palacc-w'all con- 
fined 

The narrow strip of beach- his brave 
young eyes 

1 ‘ ixecl steadfast on the goal, in the pride 
of life, 

Without a thought of death. 1 strove 
to cry, 

But terror choked my breath. 'J’hcn, 
like a bull 

U|Km the windy level of the plain 

Lashing himself t i rage, the furious 
wave, 

I'uising itself a moment, tossing high 

Its bristling crest dashed downward on 
the strand, 

W’ilh a stamp, with a rush, with a roar. 

And when I looked, 

The shore, the fields, the plain, W'erc 
one white .sea 

Of churning, seething foam—-chariot 
and steeds 

Gone, and my darling on the wild mad 
surge 

Tossed h%h, whirled down, beaten, 
and hririaed, and flung, 

Dying upon the marble. 
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My great love 
' Sprang up redoubled, and ca>t out my 
hate 

And spurned all thought of fear; and 
dosvn the stair 

1 hurried, and upon the bleeding form 

1 threw niy'scir, an<l rai:»ed his head, 
and clasped 

His body to mine, and kissed him on 
the lips, 

And in his dying c.ir confessed my 
svrong. 

And saw the horror in Ins dying eyes 

And knew that I was damned. And 
when he breathed 

Ilis last puic breath, I rose and slowly 
sfinke— 

Turneil to a Fuiy now by love and 
pain— 

To the old man who knelt, while all 
the thiong 

Could hear my seciet; ‘ See, thou fool, 
1 am 

The murderess of ihy son, ntnl thou my 
dupe, 

Thou and ihy g»jds. See, he was 
innocent; 

1 murdered him for love. I scorn yc all, 

Tliec and thy gods together, who are 
deceived 

By a woman’s lying tongue! Oh, 
doting fool, 

To hate thy own! And ye, false 
powers, which punish 

TIm^ innocent, and let the guilty soul 

Estnipe unscathed, I hate ye all^I 
curse, 

I loathe you ! * 

? Then I stooped and kissed my love, 

And left them in amaze; and up the 
stair 

Swept slowly to my chamber, and 
^eilein, 


Mating my life and cursing men and 
gods, 

I did myself to death. 

But even here, 

I find my punishment. Oh, tenible 
doom 

<')f souls like mine ! To see their evil 
done 

Always before their eyes, the one dread 
scene 

Of horror. See, the wild w.nve on the 
verge 

'lowershorrible, and he- Oh, Love, 

my I.ove! 

.Safety is near ! rjuick ! quicker! urge 
them on \ 

Thou w ill 'hcapc it yet I —Na), nay, it 
bursts on him! 

1 have shed the innocent blood ! Oh, 
dreadful gaze 

Within his gla/ing eyes! Hide them, 
ye gotli.! 

Hide them! I cannot l>ear them, 
(^uick ! a dagger! 

[ will lose their glare in death. Nay, 
die I cannot; 

[ must endure and live—Death brings 
not peace 

To the lost souls in Hell.” 

And her eyes stared, 

Rounded with horror, and she stooped 
and gazed 

Soc.igerIy,and presserl her fevered hands 

Upon her trembling forehead with such 
pain 

Xs drives the gazer mad. 
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Then as I pa.sscxl, 
I marked against (he hardly dawning sky 
A toilsome figure standing, bent and 
strained, 

IScfore a rocky mass, which with great 
pain 

Ami agony of labour it would thrust 
Up a sleep hill. But w hen u])ou the ert st 
It poise*! a moment, then I held my 
breulh 

With dread, for, lo! the poor feet 
seemed to clutch 

The hillside as in fear, am! the poor 
hands 

With hopelc-'S fingers pressed into the 
stone 

In agony, am! the limbs ’•litfencd, and 
a cry 

Like some strung swimmer's, whom the 
mightier stream 

Sweeps downward, and he sees his 
children’s eyes 

Upon the bank; broke from him ; and 
at last. 

After long w'rcstUngs with despair, the 
limbs 

Relaxed, and as 1 closed my fearful eyes, 
Seeing the inevitable doom—a crash, 

A horrible thunderous noise, ax down 
the steep 

The shameless fragment leapt. From 
crag to crag 

It bounded ever swifter, flashing fire 
And wreathed with smoke, as to the 
lowest depths 

Of the vale it tore, and seemed to take 
with it 

The miserable form whose painful gaze 
1 caught, as with the great rock whirled 
and daidicd 


Downw'nid, and marking every crag 
with gore 

And long gray hairs, it plunged, yet 
living still, 

To the bhick hollow; and then a 
silence came 

More dreadful than the noise, and n 
low groan 

Was all (hat I could hear. 

When lo the foot 
< )f the dark steep 1 Imrriod, half in hope 
To fin<l the victim dead—not recog¬ 
nizing 

'J'hc undying life of Hell—I seemed to 
see 

An aged man, bruisetl, bleeding, with 
gray hairs, 

And eyes from uhich the cunning leer 
of greed 

NVas scarcely yet gone out. 

A crafty voice 
It was that answered me, the voice of 
guile 

Pail purified by pain : 

“ '1‘herc comes not dcatli 
'To those who live in Hell, nor hardly 
liausc 

Of sufTcring longer than may serve to 
make * 

The j>ain rcne'.^ed, more piercing. 
Long ago, 

I thought that 1 had cheated Heath, 
and now 

I seek him; but he comes not, nor 
know 1 

If ever he will hear me. Whence art 
thou? 

Comest thou from earthly air, or 
whence ? What power 
I las brought thee hither ? For I know 
indeed 

Thou art not lost as I; for never here 
I look upon a human face, nor see 
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llie ghosls who doubtless here on every 
side 

Suffer a common pain, only at times 
1 hear the echo of a shriek far off, 

Like some faint ghost of woe whicli 
fills the pause 

And interval of buffering; but from 
whom 

The voice may come, or whence, T 
know m)t, only 

The air teems with vague pain, which 
doth distract 

The ear when ft>r a inomenl conn:'' 
surcease 

Of agony, and the sense t»f effort sjient 
In vain and fruitless labour, and the j^ang 
Of long-dcferted defeat, wliieh waiu 
and takes 

The world-w'orn heart, and madden-- it 
when all— 

ITenvcn, conscience, hapjiim-"., a»e 
slaked and lost 
h‘or gains which still elude it. 

Yet ’lwa'» sweet, 
A King in early youth, when pleasure 
is sweet, 

To live the fair successful years, and 
know' 

The envy and respeci of men. I cared 
For none of youth's delights: the 
dance, the song, 

Allured me not j (he smootli soft ways 
of sense 

Tempted me not at all. 1 could despise 
The follies that 1 shared not,spending nil 
The long laborious days in toilsome 
schemes 

To compass honour and wealth, and, 
as I grew 

It) name and fame, finding my hoarded 
gains 

Ti-ansmuted into Power. The seas 
were white 


With laden argosies, and all were mine. 

The sheltering moles defied the wintry 
Morms, 

And all were mine. The marble aque¬ 
ducts, 

The cosily bridges, all were mine. 
Fair road'i 

Wound round and round the hilU-~my 
work, 'l ire gotls 

Alone 1 heeded not, nor cared at alt 

Fcrr aught but lluit my cye^ and ears 
might ta'icc. 

Spurning invisible things, nor built I !*> 
them 

I’cmjjle or shriuo, wrapt up in life, set 
round 

With earthly hlcssings like a goif, I ro^e 

To such exce.-.^ of weal and fame an<l 
pride, 

My people held me god-like. I grew 
drunk 

With loo great power, scoUlng at men 
and gods, 

C'aieless of both, imt not averse to fling 

To those too weak tliotnselvcs, what 
benefits 

My larger wisdom spurned. 

Then suddenly 

1 knew the pain of failure. Summer 
storms 

Sucked clown my fleets even within 
bight of port. 

\ grievous blight wasted the harvcbl- 
fields, 

Mocking niy ho|)es of gain. Wars 
came and drained 

Mystore.nnd I grew needy,knowing now 

The hell of stronger souls, the loss of 
power 

Wherein thc^ exulted once. There 
comes no pain 

Deeper tlian to have known delight of 
power, 
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And ihcn to loi>c it nil. But 1,1 would 
not * 

Sil tame beneath defcati trimming iny 
sails 

'I'o wait iJje breeze of Fortune—fickle 
hreath 

Which j)erhaps might breathe no more 
■—but cho-oe instead 
Ity I ash conceit and bolder enterprise 
To win her aid again. 1 had no thought 
t )f selfish gain, only to be and act 
A.» a god l<» those, feeding my sum of 
pride 

With acted good. 

Blit evermore defeat 
l)<igged me, and more a«<l more my 
jit:ople grew 

To doubt me, seeing not the wealth, 
the force, 

Which once they noishipped, Ihen 
the lust f>f powci 

I.ovcd, not for sake of others, but itself, 
ftrew on me, ami the pride which can 
dare all, 

Save failure only, scizchI me. Kvil 
finds 

Its re:uly chance. There were rich 
argosies 

Upon the sca.s: 1 sank them, ship and 
crew, 

In the unbetraying ocean. Wayfarers 
Crossing the possoi with rich mer¬ 
chandise 

« 

My creatures, hid behind the crags, 
o’erwhelmed 

With rocks hurled downward. Yet I 
spent my gains 

For the public weal, not otherwise; 
and they, 

The careless pec^le, took the piteous 
spoils 

Which cost the lives of many, and a 
man^ soul. 


And blessed the giver. Empty venal 
blessings, 

Which sting more dee]i than curses t 

For awhile 

I was content with this, but at the last 

A great confempt and hatred of them 
took me, 

'I'hc base, vile churls \ Why shuuM 
I stain my soul 

I'or such as those—dogs that would 
fan n and lick 

'I hc hand that fed them, but, if food 
.should fail, 

Would turn and rend me? 1 would 
none of them; 

I would grow rich and happy, being 
indeed 

Godlike in brain lo such. S(» with all 
craft, 

And guile, and c iolence i enriched me, 
loading 

My l reasuries with gold. My deep-laid 
schemes 

Of gain engrossed the lung laboiious 
days, 

blrctched far into the night, Knjoy, 
I might not, 

.Seeing it was nil to du, and life so brief 

That ere a m.ari might gain the goal he 
would, 

Ix>! Age, and with it Death, and so 
an end! 

For all the tales of the indignant gods, 

What were they but the priests’? 1 
had myself 

Broken all oaths; long time deceived 
and ruined 

With every phase of fraud the inous 
fools 

Whom oath-sworn Justice bound ; 
battened on blood ; 

And what was 1 the worse? How 
should the gods 
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Bear rule if 1 were happy? Death alone 
Was certain. Therefore must I haste 
to heap 

Treasure sufficient fur my need, and 
then 

Enjoy the gathered good. 

But gradually 
There came '-not great disasters which 
might crush 

All hope, but petty checks which did 
decrease 

My store, and left my labour vain, and 
me 

Unwilling to enjoy ; and gradually 
I felt the chill approach of age, which 
stole 

Higher and higher on me, till the life, 
As id a paralytic, left my limbs 
And heart, and mounted upwards to 
my brain, 

Its last resort, and rested there awhile 
Ere it should spread its wings. But 
even thus, 

Tho* powerless to enjoy, the insatiate 
greed 

And thirst of power sustained me, and 
supplied^ 

IJfe's spark with some scant fuel, till 
it seemed, 

Year after year, as if I could not die, | 
Holding so fast to life. I grew so old j 
That all the comrades of my youth, 
my prime, 

My age, were gone, and 1 was left aK>ne 
With those who knew me not, bereft 
of all 

Except my master passion—an old man 
Forlorn, forgotten of the gods and 
Death. 

Yet all the people, seeing me grow old 
And {urosperotts, held me wise, and, 
, spread alnroad 


Strange fables, growing day by day 
more strange— 

How I deceived the very gods. They 
thought 

That 1 was blest, remembering not the 
wear 

Of anxictus thought, the growing sum 
of pain, 

The failing ear and eye, the slouci 
limbs, 

Whose briefer name i^ Age; and ) el 1 
trow 

1 was not all unhappy, though I knew 
It was too late to enjoy, and though 
my store 

Increased not as my greet! —nay, even 
sunk down 

A little, year by year. Till, last of 
all, 

When now my time was come and I 
had grown 

A little tired of living, a trivial hurt 
Laid me upon my bed; and ns I mu)Ccl 
On my long life and all its villanics, 
The wickedness I ditl, the blood I shed. 
The guile, the frauds of years—they 
came with news, 

One now, and now another; how my 
schemes 

Were crushed, my enterprises lost, my 
toil 

And labour all in vain. Day after day 
They brought tl^ese tidings, while I 
longed to rise 

And stay the tide of ill, and raved to 
know 

I could not. At the last the added sum 
Of evil, like yon great rock poised 
awhile 

Uncertain, gathered into one, o'er- 
whelmed 

My feeble strength, and left me ruined 
and lost, 
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An»l showed me all 1 was, and all ihe 
deplli 

And folly of my j*in, and racked my 
brain. 

And sank me in despair and misery, 
Ami broke my heart and slew me. 

Thercfoic ’i»s 
1 ."jiend the long, long centuries wlucli 
have come 

liciween me and my sm, in such dread 
tasks 

As that thou siiwest. In the soul 1 j 
sinned: j 

In body and soul 1 sutler. What 1 bade ' 
My miipons do to others, that of woe j 
1 bear myself; and in the pau^e of ill, j 
As now, I know again tlie bitter pang 
Of failure', which of old jaerced thro’ 
my soul 

And left me to despair. The pam of 
mind 

1$ iieicer far than any bodily ill. 

And both are mine—the pang of tor- 
turc'pain 

Always recurring; and, far w-orse, the 
pang 

Of consciousness of black sins sinned j 

I 

in vain— j 

The doom of constant failure. 

Will, ficiee Will! j 

Thou parent of unrest and toil an<l 
woe, 

Measareleas effort! growing day by day 
To force strong soufs along the gidrly 
steep 

That slopes to the pit of Hell, where 
effort serves 

Only to speed destruction! Yet I know 
Thou art not, as some hold, the primal 
curse 

Which doth condemn us; since thou 
bearest in thee 

No power to satisfy thyself j but rather. 


The spring of act, whereby in earth 
and heaven 

Both men and gods do breathe and 
live and are, 

Since Life is Act and not to Do is 
Death— 

1 do nt>t blame thee: but to w'ork in 
vain 

Is bittcicsl jienalty : to find at last 

The soul all fouled with sin and staiiicfl 
with blood 

In vain ; ah, this is bell indeed—the 
hell 

Of lost and striving souls ! '* 

Then as I passed, 

I'lie halting figuie bent itself again 

To the old task, and uji the rugged 
steep 

Tlniisl the great rock with gronnings. 
Honor thained 

r 

My parting footsteps, like a nightmare 
dream 

Which holds us that wc flee not, with 
fixed eyes 

That loathe to sec, yet cannot choose 
but ga/e 

Till all be done. Slowiy, witli dread • 
ful (oil 

.And struggle an I strain, and bleeding 
hands and knees, 

And more than mortal strength, :^;ainst 
the hill 

He pre.ssed, the wTCtched one 1 till 
with long pain 

He trembled on the .summit, a gaunt 
form, 

With that great rock above him, poised 
and strained, 

Now gaining, now receding, now in act 

To win the summit, now liortie down 
again. 

And then the inevitable crash—the 
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fr<^nt crag to crag. |3at ere it 
ceased 

In dreadful silence, and the low groan 
came, 

My limbs were loosed with one con¬ 
vulsive bound; 

1 hid my face wnlliin my hands, and fled, 

Surfeit with horror. 


Then it was again 

A wotnan whom 1 saw, pitiless, stern, 

Rearing the brand of bUKKl—-a lithe 
dark form, 

And cruel eyes which burned beneath 
the gems 

That aigued her a Queen, and on her 
side 

An ancient stain of gore, which did 
befoul 

I Icr royal robe. A murderess in thought 

And dreadful act, who took within the 
toils 

Her kingly Lord, and slew him old 
time 

After burnt Troy. I hod no time to 
speak 

When she shrieked thus: 

It doth repent me not. 

I would 'iwerc yet to do, and I would 
do it 

Again a thousand timps, if the shed 
blood 

Might for one hour restore me to the 
kisses 

Of my Aigbthus. ph, he uras divine, 

' My hMo^ with the godlike locks and 

Of£ros*self1 What boots it that they 

; 

Of wife^ duiyi love of spouse or child, 


Honour or pity, when the swift fire takes 
A woman's heart, and bums it out, and 
leaps 

With fierce forked tongue around it, 
till it lies 

In ashes, a dead heart, nor aught re* 
mains 

Of old affections, naught but the new 
flame 

Which IS unquenched iLesire ? 

It did not come, 
My blessing, all at once, but the slow 
fruit 

or solitude and midnight loneliness, 
And weary waiting for the tardy new's 
Of taken Troy, Long years I sate alone, 
I Wiilowed, within my palace, while my 
Lord 

Was (>\ or seas, waging the accursed w’.ar, 
First of the tile of Kings. Year after 
year 

Came false report, or luirdcr, no report 
Of the great fleet. The summers waxed 
and waned, 

The wintry surges smote the sounding 
shores, 

And yet there came no end of it. They 
brought 

Now hopeless failure, now great Wc* 
tones; 

And all alike were false, all but delay 
And hope deferred, which coming not, 
can break 

The strong heart {tuffering wrings not. 

So 1 bore 

Long lime the stditary years, and «on|[^t 
To solace the dull days with motherly 
cares 

For those my Lord had left me. My 
firstborn, 

Iphigeneia, sailed at first h^ 
Upon that fatal vi^mge, but the ymmg 
Orpstes and Eleetia att^ vnth me-- 
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Not dear as she was, for the fustborn 
takes 

Tlie mother’s heart* and* \vith the milk 
it draws 

From the mother’s virgin breast, drains 
all the love 

It bore, ay, even thu* the ^ire l>c dear ; 

Much more, then, \«hen he is a King 
indeed, 

Mighty in war and council, but too high 

To stcK^p to a woman’s, love. Hut she 
was gone, 

Nor heard 1 tidings of her, kncjwing not 

If yet she walked the earth, nor if she 
bare 

The Inad of children, even as I liad 
borne 

Her in iny opening girlluKKl, »hen I 
leapt 

From child to (Juceii, but never loved 
the King. 

Thu-s the slow year!) roiled onnaid, 
till at la.st 

There carac a dreadful rumour—‘She 
is dead, 

Thy daughter, years ago. The cruel 
priests 

Clamoured for Idood; the stern culd 
Kings stood round 

Without a tear, and be, her sire, with 
them, 

To flee a virgin bleed. They cut with 
knives 

iThetdender girlish throat; they watched 
the blood 

>rip slowly on the sand, and the young 
life 

Meek as a lamb eome to the sacrifice 

To flitpease the ai^y gods.’ And he, 
the King, 

.Ha faihec, stood fay tor^ and saw them 
wwit 


lire wickedness, breathing no word of 
wrath. 

Till ail was done ! Tlie cowards 1 the 
dull cowards 1 

I would some black sthrm, bursting 
suddenly, 

I lad whelmed them and their fleets, ere 
yet they tlared 

'I'o waste an innocent life 1 

I lifld gone mad, 

I know it, but for him, my love, my 

dear, 

My fair sweet love, lie came to com¬ 
fort me 

With words of friendship, holding that 
my lx>i'd 

Was Ixiund, perhajis Ivt her die - 
* 'fhe gods 

Were ohtinies hard to appe.ise—or was 
it indeed 

'riic priests who a.sked it ? Were there 
.any gods ? 

Or only phantoms, creatures of the brain, 

born of the fears of men, the greed of 
priests. 

Useful to govern women? Had he 
been 

Lord of the fleet, nut all the sooth¬ 
sayers 

Who ever frighted cowards should have 
sunk 

II is soul to such black depths.’ 1 

hearkening to him 

As ’twere my own thought grown 
arliculatv, 

Found my grief turn to hate, and hate 
to love— 

Hate of my Lord, love of the voice 
which spoke ' 

Such dear and comfortable words. And 
thus, 

Love to a storm of passion growings 
swept 
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My wounded soul And dried my tears, 
as dries 

The hot sirocco all the bitter pools 

or salt among the sand. 1 never 
knew 

True love before ; I was a child, no 
more, 

When the King cast his eyes on me. 
What is it 

To have lK>rnc the weight of offspring 
’neaih the ^onc 

If Love be not their sire ; or live hmg 
years 

Of commerce, not of love ? IJeltcr a 
day 

Of Passion than the long unlovely years 

Of wifely duty, when Love cometh not 

To wake the barren daj-s \ 

And yet at first 

1 hesitated long, nor would embrace 

The blessing that was mine. We arc 
hedged i*ound, 

We women, by such close-drawn onli- 
nances, 

Set round us by our tyrants, that we 
fear 

To overstep a hand’s bmidth the dull 
bounds 

Of custom; but at last Love, waking 
in me, i 

Durst all my chains asunder, and I 
lived 

Fur naught but Love. 

My son, the young Orestes, 


I lent far offmy girl Klcctra only 



Of mj^what *twas to li\'e. 

So the swiff years 
cyci found me bappy, till thef 
Of£n»*^ 

. pd day wh^ Rumour, thou- 

' Of 


Whispered of taken Troy; and from 
my dream 

Of happiness, sudden I woke, and kneu 

The coming retribution. We had 
grown 

Too loving for concealment, and our 
talc 

Of mutual love was bruited far and 
wide 

'I'hrough“Algos. AH the gossips bruited 

it. 

And were all tongue to tel) it to the 
King 

Wlien he should come. And should 
the cold proud Lord 

T never loved, the murderer of my girl. 

Come *twi\t my love and me? A 
swift resolve 

Flashed through me [londering on it; 
Love for Lo\'c 

And Blood for Blood—the simple 
golden rule 

'I'aiight by the elder gods. 

When I had taken 

My fixed resolve, I grew impatient for 
it, 

(Counting the laggard days. Oh, it \#iis 
su cet 

I'o simulate the } earning of a wife 
I fxmg parted from her Lord, and mock 
the fools 

Who dogged each look and word, and 
but for fear 

Had tom me from my throne—the 
pies, the jays, 

The impotent chatterers, who thought 
by words 

To stay me in the act 1 ’Twas sweet 
to mock them 

And read distnust within their eyes, 
when 1, 

Knowing my purpose, bade them quick 
prepare 
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All fitting honuuri* for the King, and Of tishucRtrctched around him, shutting 
knew out 


They dared not diMibcy—oh, *t\vas 
enough 

To wing the slow-paced hours. 

But when at last 

I saw his sails upon the verge, and then 

The «>ea worn ship, and marked his 
face grown old, 

The body a little Iwnt, which was so 
* straight, 

The thin gr.iy hairs which were the 
raven locks 

Of manhood when he went, 1 felt a 
moment 

I could not do the deed. Bui when I 
saw 

I'hc beautiful sad woman come with 
him, 

The future in her eyes, an<i her pale 
lips 

Silent, hat charged wdlh doom, two 
thoughts at once 

Assailed me, bidding me dcs]>atcli with 
a blow 

Him and his mistress, making sure the 
will 

Of fate, and my revenge. 

Oh, it was strange 

To see all happen as we planned; as 
’twerc 

Some drama oft rehearsed, wherein 
each stffl, 

Each word, is to prepared, the poorest 
pti^ 

Kfkdws his turn come to do<—*the solemn 
landing'-’ 

The tide to the pala^ gate—the cour- 
lesies 

. OC wejbonierr'the mute crowds without 
/jL' h a th 

whin—the precious drcling 


The ga/c, and folding hapless like a 
net 

The mighty limbs—the battle-axe Idid 
ddwn 

Against the wall, and 1, his wife and 
Queen, 

Alone w ith him, waiting and watching 
still, 

Till the woman shrieked without. 
Then with swift step 

1 seized the axe, and struck him as he 
lay 

Helpless, once, twice, anri ihrice—oncc 
for my girl, 

Once firr my love, once for the woman, 
and all 

l‘'»>r I'atc and my Revenge ! 

Ho gave a groan, 

Once only, as I thought he might; and 
then 

Xo sound but the quick gurgling of the 
blood, 

As it flowed from him in streams, and 
turned the pure * 

And limjrid water of the l»alh to red— 

I had not ]cK>kcd for that—it flow’cd 
and flowed. 

And seemed to madden me to look on 

Until my love with hands bloody as 
mine, 

But with the woman's blood, rushed in, 
and eyes 

Rounded with horror; and we turned 
logo. 

And left the dead alone. 

But happiness 

Still mocked me, and a donbt un¬ 
known before 

Came on me, and amid the silken 
shows 
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And luxury of power 1 seemed to 
sec 

Another answer to my riddle of life 

Than that I. gave myself, and it was 
‘ murder; * 

And in my people's sullen mien and 
eyes, 

‘Murder;' and in the mirror. wht;n I 
looked, 

‘Murder' glared out, and terror lest 
my son 

Returning, grown to nmnhf»od, should 
avenge 

Hi.s father’s 1»1o<h1. For sonuhow, as 
'twould seem, 

'I'hc gods* if gotis there he, or the stern 
Fate 

Which doth direct our little lives, do 
filch 

Our happiness—though bright with 
Love’s own ray, 

There comes a cloinl which veils it. 
Yet, indeed, 

My days were happy. I repent me 
not ; 

1 would wade through seas of blood to 
know again 

Those ket'n delights once more. 

Rut iny young girl 

Klcctra, grown to woman, turned from 
me 

Her modest maiden e)'es, nor loved 
to set 

Met kiss upon my cheek, but, all dis¬ 
traught 

. With seortt care, hid her from all the 
pomps , 

'.And levelries which did bebt her youth, 
alone; and often at the tomb 

tiff her tost sitre found her, pouring 
out 

Ubatfoiut to the dead. And evermore 

I did bethink me .of my son Orestes, 


Who now should l)e a man; and 
yearned sometimes 

To see his face, yet feared lest from his 
eyes 

His fathcr’s'soul should smite me. 

So I lived 

Happy and yet unquiet—a stern voice 

Speaking of doom, which long time 
«i«>rtcr notes 

Of careUss weal, the music that doth 
spring 

From the fair harmonies of life and 
love, 

Would drow’n in their ow'n concoid. 
'rifka at times, 

Kay, (lay by day, stronger and dread- 
fuller, 

With dominant accent, marred the 
sounds of joy 

By one prevailing discord. So at 
length 

I came to lose the 1’resent in the 
dread 

C)f what might come; the penahy th.it 
waits 

Upon successful sin; who, having 
sinned. 

Had misst'd my sin’s reward. 

Until one day 

I, looking from my palace casement, 
saw 

A humble suppHant, clad in pilgrim 
garb, 

Approach the marble stair. A sudden 
throb 

Thrilled thro* me, and the molher's 
heart went forth 

Thro’ all disguise of garib and nodE and 
years. 

Knowing my son. How fair Ii^ wjts, 
how tall 

And vigorous, my boy f What Mnmg 
straig^ limbs .. r 
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And nobic tK>rt! Kow beautiful the 
nbade 

Of manhood on his lip t 1 lonced to 
* burst 

From my chamber down, yearning to 
throw myself 

Upon his nech within the palace court, 

Before the guards —► spurning niv 
queenly rank, 

All but my motherhood. Ami then a 
chill 

Of doubt o'erspread me, knowing what 
a gulf 

Fate set between our lives, impass¬ 
able 

As that great gulf which yawns 'twixl 
life and death 

And’twixl tliis Hell and Heaven, I 
shrank back. 

And tnrncii to think a moment, half in 
fear, 

And half in pain; dividing the swift 
mind, 

'N'et all in love. 

Then came a cry, a groan, 

From the inner court, the clash o[ 
Hwords, the fall 

Of a corpse upon the pavement; and 
(Hie cried, 

‘ The King is dead, slain by the young 
Orestes, 

Who eomcih hither.* With the word, 
the door , 

Flew open, and my son stood straight 
before me, 

His drawn sword dripping blood. Oh, 
be was fair 

.And teWibk to see, when from his 
limbs, 

tlie'^im^lhiiit*! Duintle felten', left the 
mail- 

AaAMia& i ymti^ W»ni<v« 


Which arc the offspring of a common 
sire, 

.Strove for the mastery, till within his 
eyes 

I saw his father’s ghost glare iinappeased 

From nut Love’s casements. 

Then I knew my fate 

An«l his—mine to l>e slain by my son’s 
hand. 

And his to slay me, since the Furies 
dravc 

Our lives to one destruction; and I 
took 

His point wnihin my breast. 

But I praise not 

The selfish, careless gods whoiiiiivrecked 
our lives, 

Making the King the murderer of his 

girl. 

And me his murderess; making my 
son 

'I'hc murderer of his mother and her 
love— 

A mystery of blood !—I curse them 
all, 

The careless Foices, sitting far with¬ 
drawn ‘' 

Upon the heights of .Space, taking 
men’s lives 

For playthings, and deriding as in 
sport 

Our happiness and woc- -l curse them 
all. 

We have a right to joy; we have a 
right, 

I say, as they have, i.«t them stand 
confessed 

The puppets that they are—too weak 
to ^vc 

The good they feign to love, since Fate, 
too strong 

For A«m as ns, beyond thWr painted 
sky. 
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Sit'S and deride'* them* all 
Fate too, 

The deaf hVmd Fury, taking human 
souls 

And crushing them, ns n dull fretful 
child 

Crushes its toys and knows not with 
what skill 

Those feeble forms arc fcignetl. 

1 curse, I loathe, 

1 spit on them. U doth lepcnt me 
not. 

I would ‘twerc yet to do. I.have lived 
my life. 

I have loved. Sec, there he lies within 
the Ijaih, 

And thiji 1 smite him.' thu>! Didst 
hear him groan ? 

Oh, vcnge.incc, thou art sweet ! What, 
living still ? 

Ah me ! we cannot die ! ('unic, torture 
me, 

Vc Furies—fur I love not soothing 
words— 

As once ye did my son. Vc miserable 

Blind ministers of Hell, I do defy 
you; 

Not all your torments can undo the 
Past 

Of Passion and of Love ! 

F.vcn as she spake 

There came a viewless trouble in the 
ftir, 

Which took her, and a sweep of wings 
unseen, 

J&kd terciUe sounds, which swooped 
em her and hushed 

{|er voice, and seemed to occupy her 
soul 

With hotcot and despair; and os she 
{m4sed 

t marked her f^ntsed eyes. 

'f. ■ 


But as I went, 

Full many a dreadful shape of lonely 
pjkin 

1 saw. What need to tell them ? We 
are tilled 

Who live to-day with a more present 
scu'vC 

Of the great love of God, than th(»e of 

nld 

Who, groping in the dawn of Know* 
h'flge, saw 

Only d.ark shadows of the Unknown ; 
or he, 

First born of later singers, who swept 

(U vtp 

Ilis awful lyre, and woke the voice of 
song, 

Dumb thro’ the age-long night. We 
dread to-day 

To dwell rm those long agonies its .sin 

Brings on the offending soul; who 
Iw »ld a creed 

Of dce]>er Pity, knowing what chains 
of ill 

Confine our petty lives. Each phase 
of woe, 

Suffering, and torture which the gloomy 
thought 

Of bigots feigns for others—-all were 
there. 

One there was stretched upon a rolling 
wheel, 

Which was the barren round of sense, 
that still 

Returned upon itself and broke (he 
limbs 

Bound to it day and night. Others! 
saw 

Doomed, with tmeeasing toU, to lUl Che 
urns - 
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Whose precious waters sank ere liiey 
could slake 

Their burning thirst. Another shapeless 
souk 

Full of revolts and hates and tyrannous 
force, 

The weight of earth, which was its 
earlh‘born taint. 

Pressed groaning down, while with fierce 
beak and claw, 

The vulture of remorse, piercing his 
breast, 

Preyed on his heart. For others, over¬ 
head, 

Great crags of rock impending .^eeinetl 
to fall. 

But fell nut nor brought peace. I fell 
my soul 

Blunted with horrors, yearning to cacape 

'J'o where, ujnm the limits of the wwd, j 

Some scanty twilight grew. 


Of Time and Suffering has effaced the 
slain 

Ingrown upon the soul, and the cleansed 
spirit, 

Long ages floating on tb-: wandering 
wiudit 

Or lolling deeps of S|>ace, renews itself 

And d<dh icgnin its dwelling, and, once 
nu»re 

Blent u ith the general order, floats anew 

Upon the stream ofThings,* and coine» 
at length. 

After new deaths, to that dim waiting- 
place 

; Thou next shall sec, and with the 
justified 

White souls aw'iiits the End; or,snatched 
at once. 

If Fate so will, to the pure spheie 
itself, 

Live* and is blest, and w'orks the Eternal 
Woik 


But ere 1 pulsed 

From those grim shades a deep voice . Whose name and end is Love ! There 


sounded near, ; is an end 

A voice without a form. | Of Wrong and Death and Hell 1 *’ 

“ There is an end i Even os 1 heard. 

Of all things that thou secst! There is j I passed from out the shadow of Death 
an end i and Pain, 

Of Wrong and Death and Hell, when ■ Crying, “ There is an end ! ” 
the long wear 


BOOK 11. 


I 


HADES. 


Then from those daik 

And dreadful precincts passing, ghostly 
fields 

And voiceless took roe. A faint twilight 
veiled 

Tlic leafless, shadowy trees and herb- 
less plains. 


There stirred no breath of air to wake 
to life 

The slumbers of the world. The sky 
above 

Was one gray, changeless cloud; there 
looked no qre 

Of Life from the veiled heavens; but 
Sleep ami Death 


* VirgU. “iCoetd ** vi. 740- 
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Compassed me everywhere. Anil yet 
no fear 

Nur horror took me here, where 
no pain 

Nor ilreadi save that strange tremor 
which assails 

One who in life's hot noontide looks on 
death 

And knows he lou shall die. The 
ghosts whu'li rose 

From every darkling copse showed 
thin and pale™ 

Thinner and paler far than those I lift 
In ngony ; even a> I’lty .scents P* wear | 
A thinner form than Fear. 

Not cagcvl alone 
l.ike those the avenging Fuiic-* pinged 
were these, 

Noj that dun land as those black 
cavil nous deptlis 

^Yhcre no hope comes. 1‘air souls 
Were they and white 
Whom there 1 saw, wailing as we sliall 
wait, 

The Beatific End, but thin and pale 
A$ the young faith wliich made them , 
touched a little 

By the sad incmoiics of (he caith , 
made glad 

A little by j»asl joy.s: no more; anit 
wrapt 

In musing on the brief play pl.iyed bv 
them 

Uixm the lively earth, yet ignorant 
Of the long lapse ot years, and wh.it 
had been 

Since they loo breathed Life's air, or if 
they knew 

Keeping some echo only; but their 
pain 

Was fainter than thcii joy, and a great 
Like ones possessed them dimly. 


First I sasv 

A youth who pensive leaned against 
the trunk 

Of a dark cypress, and an idle flute 

Hung at hi-, side. A sorrowful .sad 
soul, 

Suih as suiiU'times he knows, who 
meets the gaze, 

Mule, uncomplaining yi t most pitiful, 

Ot one whom Xaiute, by some secret 
spite, 

Has niiiinu-d .and left imperfect; or the 
pain 

Wiiich (lils a poet's eyes. Beneath his 
r< tire 

I sceniid to sec the scar of cruel stripes, 

Too hastily concealed. Yet was he 
not 

Wholly unhappy, but from out the 

COK* 

Of suft'ering flowed a secret spiing of 

Which mocked the droughts of Fate, 
and left him glad 

And glorying in his sorrow. A.s I 
ga/.e<l 

He raised his silent flute, and, lialf 
ash imed, 

Blew a sod note; and as I stayed 
awhile 

I heatd him thus discourse*-' 

“ The flute is sweet 

To gods and men, but sweeter far the 
lyre 

And voice of a true singer. Shall I 
fear 

To tell of that great trial, when t 
strove 

And Phoebus conquered? Nay, no 
shame it is 
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To bow lo an immortal melody; 

But glory. 

Once among the Fhrygian hiliis 

I lay a-musing,—while the silly sheep 

Wandered among the thyme—upon the 
bank 

Of a clear mountain stream; beneath 
the pineSt 

.Safe hidden from the noon. A dreamy 
haze 

IMayed on the uplands, but the lull'» 
were clear 

fn sunlight, and nn cloud w.i>. on the 
sky. 

It Mas tile time when a deep sileino | 


In dying ialls, and sweeter and more 
clear, 

Tripping at nuptials tjind high revelry, 

Wailing at burials, rapt in soaring 
thoughts, 

Chanting strange sea-tnlcs full of 
mystery, 

Touching .all chords of being, life anti 
death, 

Now r(;sc, now sank, and always was 
divine, 

So sliangc the music came. 

Till, fls 1 lay 

j ICniaptuTvd, shrill a smldcn discoid 

rang, 


conics I Tlicn all the sounds were‘'till. A light- 

I'ptm the summer earth, and .ill the j ning-flash, 

lards ' ; As fioin a suii'kissed gem, revealed the 

Have ceased from singing, and the ' wi,ud. 

world Ls still A noise of watvi sinilii-n, and on the 

A<, midnight, and if any live thing ' heights 

move— ; A fair while fleece of cloud, which 

Some fur-clad creature, or cool gliding swiftly climbed 

snake— I Into the furthest heaven. Then, rw I 

Within the pipy overgrowth of weeds, j mused, 

The ear can catch the rustle, and the: Knowing a parting goddess, straight 1 


trees 




saw 


And earth and air are listening. A:, 1 A wayivard splendour float upon the 
lay, stream. 

Faintly, as in a dream, I seemed to And knew it fur this jeu'ellcd flute, 
hear | which paused 

A tender muiuc, like the Aiolian j Before me on an eddy. It 1 snatched 
chmds, I Eager, and to my ardent lips I \tote 

Soond low within the woodland, whence | The wonder, and behold, with the first 
the stream, j breath— 

Flowed full, yet silent. Long, wth ■ The first warm human breath, the silent 

strains. 

The half-drowned notes which late the 
goddess blew, 

Revived, and sounded clearer, sweeter 
far 

Than mortal skill could make. So with 
delight 


car to ground, 

I hearkened; and the sweet strain, 
fuBer grown, 

Rounder and clearer came, and danced j 
along 

In mirthful measure now, and now 
grown grave 
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1 left my flocks to wander o'er the 
wastes 

Untended, and the wolves and eagles 
seized 

The tender lambs, but 1 was for my 
art— 

Nought else; and though the high' 
pitched notes divine 

Grew faint, yet something lingcreil, and 
at last 

So sweet a note I sounded of my skill. 

That all the Phrygian highlands, all 
the far 

Hill villages, were fain to hear the 
strain, 

Which the mad shepherd made. 

S<i, overbold. 

And rapt in my new art, at l.'ist I dared 

To challenge Pheebus’ self. 

’Twas a fair day 

When sudden, on the mountain side, I 
saw 

A train of fleecy clouds in a white 
band 

Descending. Down the gleaming 
pinnacles 

And difficult crags they floated, and the 
arch, 

Drawm with its thousand rays against 
the sun, 

Hung like a glory o'er them. Midst 
the pines 

They clotherl themselves with form, and 
straight I knew 

The immortals. Young Apollo, with 
hU lyre, 

Kissed by the sun, and nil the Muses 
clad 

In robes of gleaming while; then a 
great fear, 

Yet mixed with joy, assailed me, for I 
knew 

Myself a mortal equalled with the gods. 


Ah me I how fair they were 1 how 
fair and dread 

In face and form, they showed, whelf 
now they stayed 

Upon the thymy slope, and the young 
god 

Ijay with^is choir around him, beautiful 

And bold as Youth and Dawn! There 
wa> no cloud 

Upon the sky, nor any sound at all 

VV hen I began my strain. No coward 
fear 

! <Jf what might come restrained me: 
hut an awe 

Of those immortal eyes and cars divine 

Looking and listening. All the earth 
seemed full 

Of cat', for'inc alone—the woods, the 
fields, 

I'hc hills, the skies were listening. 
.Scarce a sound 

My flute might make; such subtle 
harmonies 

The silence seemed to weave round me 
and flout 

The half unuttered thought. Till last 
1 blew, 

.\s now, a hesitating note, and lo ! 

The breath divine, lingering on mortal 
lips, 

Hurried my soul along to such fair 
rhymes, 

Sweeter than wont, that swift 1 knew 
my life 

Rise up within me, and expand, and 
all 

The human, which so nearly Is divine, 

Was glorified, and on the Muses* 
lips, 

And in their lovely eyes, 1 saw a 
fair 

AppTo\'a1, and my soul in me was 
glad. 
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For all the strains I blew were alrain.s 
of love— 

Love striving, love triumphant, love 
that lies 

Within beloved arms, and wreathes his 
locks 

Willi flowers, and lets the world go by 
and sings 

Unflhcding; and I saw a kindly gleam 
\Vithin the Muses* eyes, who were 
indeed, 

Women, though god-like. 

Hut upon the face 
Of the young Sun-god only liaughty 
scorn 

Sale, and he swifUy struck his gtdden 
' lyre, 

And played the Song of Life; and lo, 
I kneiv 

My strain, how earthy ! Oh, to hear 
the young 

Apollo playing 1 and the hidden cells 
And chambers of the universe displayed 
Heforc the charmed sound ! I seemed 
to float 

In some enchanted cave, where the 
wave dips 

In from the sunlit sea, and noo<ls its 
depths 

With reflex hues of heaven. My soul 
was rapt 

By that I heard, and dared to wish no 
^ more . 

For victory; and yet because the sound 
Of music that is bom of human breath 
Comes straightcr from the soul titan any 
strain . 

The hand al<me can make; therefore I 
knew. 

With a mixed thrill of pity and delight, 
The nine immortal Sisters hardly 
touched 

that flue strain of music, os by mine, 
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And when the high lay trembled to its 
close, 

Still doubting. 

Then upon the Sun-god s face 
There jtassetl a cold proud smile. He 
swept his lyre 

Once more, then laid it down, and with 
clear voice, 

The voice of godhead, sang. Oh, 
ecstasy, 

Oh hajtpiness of him who once has 
heard 

Ap<dlo singing 1 For his ears the sound 
Of grosser music dies, and all the earth 
Is full of subtle undertones, whicli 
change 

The listener and transform him. As 
he sang— 

Of what I know not, but the music 
touched 

ICach chord of iteing—I fell my secret 
life 

Stand open to it, as the parched earth 
y.awns 

To drink the summer rain ; and at the 
call 

Of those refreshing waters, all my 
thought '* 

Stir from its dark and stmlcHS depths, 
and burst 

Into sweet, odorous flowers, and from 
their wells 

Deep coll to deep, and all the mystery 
Of all that is, laid open. As he sang, 

1 saw the Kinc, with lovely pitying 
eyes. 

Sign *Hc has conquered.' Yet I felt 
no pang 

Of fear, only deep joy that I had heard 
.Such music while 1 lived, even though 
it broui^t ^ 

Torture and death. For what were it 
to lie 
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Sleck> crowned with rnseSt drinking 
vulgar praisCt 

And «>urfeitcd with ofTerings, the dull 
gift 

Of ignorant hands—all which I might 
have known— 

To this diviner fiiilure ? Godlike ’tis 
' 1*0 cliinh upon the icy Icilgc, and fall 
Where other footsteps dare not. So I 
knew 

My fate, and it was near. 

I’or to a pine 
They Imund me willing, and with cruel 
stripes 

Tore me, and took iny life. 

Hut from my hlood 
Was born the stream nf song, and on 
its flow 

My prior flute, to the clear swift river 
borne, 

Floated, and thence adown a lordlier 
tide 

Into the deep, wide sea. I do not 
blame 

Phfwlnis, or Nature w'hich has set tins 
l)ar 

llelwixt success and failure, for I know 
How far high failure overleaps the 
hound 

Of low successes. Only suffering draws 
The inner heart of song and can elicit 
The perfumes of the soul. 'Twerc not 
enough 

To fiiU, for that were happiness to 
him . 

Who ever upw>ard looks with reverent 

eye 

And seeks but to admire. So, since 
the race 

Of herds soars highest; as who seek to 
show 

Our lives ts in a glass; therefore it 
conies 


That suffering weds with song, from 
him of old. 

Who .solaced his blank darkness with 
Ills lyi-e; 

Through all the stoiy of neglect and 
scorn, 

Necessity, sheer hunger, early death, 

Which smite the singer still. Not only 
tlioso ^ 

Who keep clear accents of the voice 
divine 

Are honour.'ihle—they are happy, in¬ 
deed, 

Whale’cr the worhl has held—but those 
wiio hear 

.Some fair faint echoes, though the 
crowd be deaf, 

And see the white gods’ garments on 
the hills, 

Which the crowd sees not, though they 
may not find 

Fit music for their thought; they loo 
arc blest. 

Not pitiable. Not from arrogant 
pride 

Nor over-boldness fail they who have 
striven 

To tell what they have heard, with 
voice too weak 

For such high message. it is 

than case, 

Paiace and pomp, honours and luxuries, 

To have seen white Presences upon tte 
hills. 

To have heard the voices of the Eternal 
Gods.” * 

So spake he, and I seemed to look dai 
^ him. 

Whose sad young eyes grow on us ftcAlt 
theptige 

Of his own verse: who did hlunclf to 
death t 
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Or whom the dullanl slew; or whom 
the sea 

Rapt from us : and 1 passed without a 
word, 

Slow, grave, with many musings. 


Then I came 

On one a maiden, meek Avith folded 
.hands, 

Sealtnl against a rugged face of cliff. 

In silent thought. Anon she mised her 
arm.N 

Her gleaming arms, al>ove her on the 
rock, 

With hands which clas|Aed each other, 
till she showed 

As in a st.'itnc, and her uhilc roln: fell 

Down from her maiden shoulders, and 
X knew 

The fair form as it seemed chained to 
the stone 

Ky some invisible gyves, and named 
her name: 

And then she raised her frightened eyes 
to mine 

As one who, long ex[)ecting some great 
fear. 

Scarce sees deliverance come. But 
when she saw 

Only a kindly glance, a softer look 

Came in them, and she answered to my 
thot^t 

^ith a sweet voice and low. 

** I did but muse 

Upon the painful past, long dead and 
' done, 

Fotgetiii^ I was saved. 

The angry clouds 

Burst always atk the low flat plains, and 
swq>k 
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The harvest to the ocean ; all tlie land 

W'as wasted. A great serpent Bom the 
deep, 

Lifting hi^ horrible head above their 
homes. 

Devoured the children," And the i>eople 
prayed 

In vain to careless gods. 

On that dear land, 

Which now was turned into a sullen 
sea, 

(jailing in safety from the stately towers 

Of my sire’s pidace, I, a princess, saw, 

Lapt in soft luxury, within my bower 

The wreck of humble homes come 
whirling by, 

The tlrowning, bleating flocks, the 
l>cIlowing herds, 

The grain scarce husbanded by toiling 
hands 

t'pon the sunlit plain, nish to the sea, 

With floating c'^rpses. On the rain¬ 
swept hills 

The remnant of the people huddled 
close, ‘ 

Homeless and starving. All my being 
was filleil 

With pity for thcmi and I joyed to 
give 

What food .nnd shelter and compas¬ 
sionate hands 

Of woman might. I took the Utile 
ones 

And clasped them shivering to the 
virgin breast 

Which knew no other touch but theirs, 
and gave 

Raiment and food. My sire, not stern 
to me. 

Smiled on me as he saw. My gentle 
mother, 

Who loved me with a doser love than 
bind.« 
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A mother to her son ; and sunned her* 
self 

In my fresh beauty, seeing in my young 
gaze 

1 for own fair vanished youth ; doted on 
me, 

And fain had kept my eyes from the 
sad sights 

That pained them. But my heart was 
faint in me. 

Seeing the ineffable miseric>> of life, 

And that mysterious angei of the gu^K, 

And helpless to allay them. All in 
vain 

Were prayer and supplic.ilion, nil in 

The costly victims steamed. The 
vengeful clouds 

IJid the tierce sky, nn<I still the ruin 
came. 

And wallowing his grim length within 
the Rood, 

Over the ravaged ticlds and homeless 
homes. 

The fell sea>.monstcr raged, sating hi*. 
Jaws 

With bloorl and lapine. 

I'hcn to the dread shrine 

Of Ammon went the priests, and 
reverend chiefs 

Of nil the nation. White-iobcd, at 
their head, 

Went slow my royal sire. The oracle 

S|>olce cleat, not as oft limes in words 
obscure, 

Ambtgnoiis. And as we stood to meet 

The suppUants-~she who bare me, with 
het head 

UptKi ttty Deck~we cheerful and with 
song 

Welcomed their swift return ; ati^ring 
well 

From such a quick-sped niittion. 


But my sire 

Hid his face from me, and the crowd of 
priests 

And nobles looked not at us. And no 
word 

Was spoken till at last one drew a 
scroll 

And gave it to the queen, who straight¬ 
way swooned, 

Having read it, on my breast, and then 
I saw, 

1 the young girl whose soft life scarcely 

i knew 

I Shadow of sorrow, 1 whose heart was 
full 

Of pity for the rest, what dwm was 
mine. 

f think I hardly knew' in that dread 
hour 

The fear that came anon ; 1 was trans¬ 
formed 

Into a champion of my race, made 
strong 

With a new courage, glorying to meet, 

In all the ecstasy of sacrifice, 

Death face to face. Some god, 1 know 
not who, 

O'crspiead me, and despite my roother^s, 
tears 

And my stern father's I met my 
fate 

Unshrinking. 

When the moon rose clear from dou# 

Once more again over the midnight sea. 

And that vast watery plain, where werw^ 
before 

Hundreds of happy homes, and well- 
tilled Adds, 

And purple vineyards; from my father’s 
towers 

Tht while procession went along the 
paths. 
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The high cliiT paths» which w*eli I loved 
of old, 

Among the myrtles. Priests with cen¬ 
sers w'ent 

And offerings, robed in white, and 
round their brows 

The sacred fillet. With his nobles 
walked 

My sire with breaking heart. My 
mother clung 

To me the victim, and the young girls 
w'cnt 

With wailing and with tears. A solemn 
strain 

The soft flutes sounded, a- wc w'cnt by 
night 

TojfVi'ild headland,rock-based in these?. 

Theie on a sca-worn rock, upon the 
verge. 

To some rude stanchions, high above 
my head, 

They bound me. Out at se.i, a black 
lecf rose, 

Washed by the constant suige, wherein 
a cave 

Sheltered deep down the monster. The 
sad queen 

Would scarcely leave me, though the 
priests shrunk back 

In terror. Last, torn from my endless 
kiss, 

Swooning they bore her upwards. All 
my robe 

Fell from my lifted' arms, and left dis- 

' played 

The virgin treasure of my breasts; and 
then 

The white procession through the moon¬ 
light streamed 

Upwards, and soon their soft flutes 
sounded low 

Upc» the high lawrs, Jeavit^ me alone. 


There stood I in the moonlight* left 
alone 

Against the sea-worn rock. Hardly I 
knew', 

Seeing only the bright moon and 
summer sea, ^ 

Which gently heaved and ^^urged, and 
ki>scd the ledge 

With smooth w'ann tides, what fate was 
mine. 1 seemed. 

Soothed by the rjuiet, to be resting still 

Within my maiden chaml>cr, and to 
watch 

The moonlight thro* my lattice. 1‘hen 
again 

Fear mine, and then the pride of sacri¬ 
fice 

Filled me, as on the high cliff lawns I 
hc.ird 

The wailing cries, the chanted liturgies, 

And knew me bound forsaken to the 
rock, 

And saw the monster-haunted depths of 
sea. 

.So all night long upon the sandy 
shores 

I heard the hollow ntitrmur of the wave, 

And all night long the hidden sea caves 
made 

A ghostly echo; and the sea birds 
mewed 

Around me; once 1 lieard a mocking 
laugh, 

As of some scornful Nereid; once the 
waters 

Broke louder on the scarp^ reefs, and 
ebbed 

As if the monster coming; but again 

1 le eamc not, and the dead moon sank, 
and still 

Only upon the cliffs the wails* the 
chants, 
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AnO I forsaken on my sca>wom rock, 

And lo, the monster-haunted depths of 
sea. 

Till at the dead dark hour before the 
dawn. 

When sick men die, and scarcely fear 
itself 

Itoie up my weary eyelids, a great surge 

Hurst on the roek, and slowly, as it 
seemed, 

The scasuckctl dt)\vnward to its depths, 
laid bare 

The hidden reefs, and then before iny 
eyes-- 

Oh, terrible ! a huge and loath^unc 
' snake 

Lifted his dreadful cre^t nn<I scaly side 

AlK)ve the wave, in bulk and length so 
large, 

Coil after hideous coil, that scarce the 
eye 

Could measure its full h(»rror; the great 
jaws 

Dropped as with gt>re; the large and 
furious eyes 

Were fired with blood and lust. Nearer 
he came, 

And slowly, with a devilish glare, more 
jtear, 

TUI his hot fietor choked me, and his 
tongue, 

Forked horribly from out hih poisonous 
jaws, 

Plnyed lightning-like around me. For 
awhile 

2 swooned, and when I knew' my life 
again, 

.11eath*s bitterness was post. 

Then with a bound 

Leaped up the broad red sun above the 
sea, 

And lit the horrid fnlgonr of his scales, 


And struck upon the rock; and as I 
tunied 

My head in the last agony of death, 

1 knew a brilliant sunbeam swiftly 
leaping 

Downward from crag to crag, and felt 
new hope 

Whcie all was hopeless. On the hills 
a shout 

Of joy, and on the rocks the ring of 
mail; 

And w hdc Ihc hungry serpent’s gloating 
eyes 

Were fixed on me, a knight in casque 
i>f gold 

And bla/iiig ahield, who with his flasli- 
ing blade 

Kell on the monster. I.ong the conflict 
raged, 

Till all the rocks were red with blood 
and sUmc, 

And yet my champion from thO'*e 
horiHde j.tws 

And dreailful coils was scatheless. Zeus 
h»s .sire 

Protected, and the awful shield he 
. Iwre 

Withercfl the monster’s life and left him 
cold; 

Dragging his helpless length and 
grovelling crest; 

.And o’er his glaring eyes the films of 
death 

Crept, and his writhing flank and hiss 
of h.ate 

The great deep sw'allowed down, and 
blood and spume 

Rose on the waves; and a strange 
w'ailing cry 

Resounded o’er the waters, and the 
.sea ^ 

Bellowed wdrhin its hollow<ionndtng 
eaves. 
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Then knew I, I wds saved, and with 
me alt 

The people. Frora my wrists he loosed 
the gyves, 

My hero; and within his godlike arms 

Dore me by slip|)cry rock and difficult 
path, 

To where my mother prayed. Thcie 
was no need 

To ask my love. Without a sj^oKen 

word 

Love lit Ills tires within me. My youn<» 
heart 

Went forth, I.ove calling, and I gave 
him all. 

lyost thou then wonder that the 
memory 

Of this supreme brief moment lingers 
still, 

While all the happy uneventful years 

Of wedded life, and all the fair young 
growth 

Of offspring, and the tranquil later joys, 

Nay, even the fierce eventful fight which 
raged 

When we were wedded, fade and are 
deceased. 

Lost in the irrecoverable past ? 

Nay, *tis not strange. Alw'ays the 
memory 

Of overwhelming perils or great joys. 

Avoided or enjoyed, writes its own 
trace 

With su^ deep characters upon our 
lives. 

That all the rest are blotted. In this 
place, 

Where is not action^ thought, or count 
of time, 

it b not weary as it were on earth, 

To dwell Oh these old memories. Time 
bborn 


Of dawns and sunsets, days that wax 
and wane 

And stamp themselves upon the yielding 
face 

Of fleeting human life; but here there is 
Morning nor evening, ^ct nor suffering, 
Itut only one unchanging Present holds 
Our being suspended. One blest day 
indued, 

Or centuries agd or ycstcrilay, 

There came among us one who was 
Divine, 

Not ns our gods, joyous and breathing 
strength 

And careless life, but crowned with a 
new crown 

Of suffering, and a great light came 
with him. 

And with him he brought Time and a 
new sense 

Of dim, long-vanihhed years ; artd since 
he ftashcd 

1 seem to sec new nieaniug in my fate, 
And all the deeds I tell ofi Kvermorc 
The young life comes, bound to the 
cruel rocks 

Alone. Before it the unfathomed sea 
StuilcA, filled with 'thonstrous growths 
that wail to take 

Its innocence. Far off the voice and 
hand 

Of love kneel by in agony, and entreat 
The seeming careless gods. Still when 
the deep 

Is smoothest, I 0 , the deadly fangs and 
coils 

Lurk near, to smite «ith death. And 
down the erags 

OrDaty,Uke a sudden sunbeam, springs 
Some golden soul half mortal, half 
divine, 

Heaven-sent, and breaks the chain; and 
eyermore 
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For sacrifice they die, through sacrifice 

They live, an<l are for others, and no 
grief 

Which smites the humblest but rever¬ 
berates 

Thro’ all the close-set files of life, and 
takes 

The princely soul that from its royal 
towers 

Looks down and sees the sorrow. 

Sir, farewell! 

If thou shouhlst meet tny children on 
the earth 

Or here, for maybe it is long ago 

Since I and they were living, say to 
them 

I only muse a little lierc, and wait 

The waking.” 

And her lifted arms .sank down 

U|)on her knees, and as I |>assed I saw 
her 

Gaasing with soft rapt eyes, ami on her 
lips 

A Kmile as of a saint. 


And then 1 saw 

A manly hunter pace along the le.T, 

His bow uimn his shoulder, and his 
spear 

Poised idly in his hand : the face and 
ft)rm 

Of vigorous youth: but in the full 
brown eyes 

A timoMUS gase as of a hunted hart; 

Brute*ltkc, yet human still, even os the 
Faun 

Of old, the dumb brute passii^ into 
man, 

And dowered with double nature. As 
he came 


1 seemed to question of his fate, and he 
Answ’ered me thus: 

“ ’Twas one hot afternoon 
That I, a hunter, wearied with my day, 
Heard my hounds baying fainter on 
the hills, 

Led by the flying hart; and when the 
sound 

Faded and all wa.*> still, I turned to seek, 
O’eiconic by heat and thirst, a little 
glade, 

Beloved of old, where, in the shadowy 
wond, 

'fhe clear ctdr) crystal of a mossy pool 
Lij»pe'J the .soft emerald marge, and 
gave again 

The flower-starred lawn where ofttimes 
overspent 

I lay upon the grass and careless bathed 
My limbs in the sw'eet lymph. 

Hut as I neared 
The hollow, sudden through the leaves 
I saw 

A throng of wood-nymphs fair, sporting 
iindr.ificd 

Koutul one, a goddess. She with timid 
hand 

I.oascned her zone, and glancing round 
let fall 

Her robe frt'in neck and bosom, pure 
and bright, 

(For it was Dian’s self I saw, none 
else) 

As when she frees her from a fleece of 
cloud 

And .swims along the deep blue sea of 
heaven 

On sweet June nights. Silent awhile I 
stooil. 

Rooted with awe, and fain had turned 
to fly. 

But feared by careless footstep to 
affright 
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1'hosc chaste cold eyes. Great awe 
and reverence 

Held me, and Tear; then Love with 
passing wing 

Fanned me, and held my eyes, and 
checked iny breath, 

Signing * Beware ! * 

So for a time I watched, 

Breathless as one a brooding nigiiimuic 
holds, 

Who ficeth some great fear, yet flceth ! 
not; j 

Till the last flutter of laun, and veil no 
more 

Obscured, and all the beauty of my 
, dreams 

xVssailed my sense. But ere 1 raised 
my eyes, j 

x\s one who fain w'ould look and see 
the sun, 

The first glance da 2 ed my brain. Only 
1 knew 

The i>crfect outline flow in lender 
curves, 

To break in doubled charms; only a 
haze 

Of creamy white, and dimf>le<l depths 
divine: 

And then no more. For lo 1 a sudden 
chill, 

And such thick mist as shuts the hills 
at eve. 

Oppressed me gazing; and a heaven' 
sent shame, 

An awe, a fear, a reverence for the 
unknown, 

Froze all the spnngs of will and left 
me cold, 

Ajtd blinded all the longings of my eyes, i 

Leaving such dim reflection still a^; 
mocks 

Him who has looked on a great light, 
aad ke|ps 
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On his closed eyes the image. Pre¬ 
sently, 

My fainting soul, safe hidden for awhile 
Deep in Life's mystic shades, renewed 
herself, 

And hlriught, the innocent brute within 
the man 

Boic on me, and with half-averted eye 
I gared ujKtn the secret. 

As 1 looked, 

A radiance, white as beamed the frosty 
moon 

On the mad Ixty and slew* him, beamed 
on me; 

Made chill my jmlses, checked my life 
and heat; 

Titansformed me, withered all my aouI, 
and left 

My being burnt out. For lo J the 
dreadful eyes 

Of (iodhend met my gaze, aiul through 
the mask 

And thick disguise of sense, as through 
a wood, 

Pierced to my life. Then suddenly 1 
knew 

An alterc<] nature, touched by no desire 
For that which sh'oVved so lovely, but 
declined 

To lower level Nought of fear or awe. 

Nothing of love was mine. Widc'Cyed 
1 gazed, 

But saw no spiritual beam to blight 
My brain with tw much beauty, no 
undraped 

And awful majesty; only a brute, 
Dumb charm, like that which draws 
the brute to it. 

Unknowing it is drawn. So gradually 
1 knew a dull content o’ercloud n)y 
sense, 

I And unabashed I gazed, like tliatdujnb 

I bird 
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Which thinks no thought and speaks 
no word, yet fronts 

The sun that blinded Ilomcr—all my 
fear 

Suvik with my shame, in a base bappi' 
ness. 

But as 1 gazed, and careless turned 
and passed 

Through tlie thick wood, forgetting 
what ba<l been. 

And thinking thoughts no longer, swift 
there came 

A mortal terror: voices that 1 knew, 

My own hounds’ hayings that I loved 
before, 

As with them often o’er the purple hills 

1 chased the flying hart from .slope to 
slope, 

Before the slow sun elim1)u<i the 
Eastern |)cnks, 

Until the swift sun smote the W'ustcrn 
plain; 

Whom often I had cheered by voice 
and glance, 

Whom often I had checked with hand 
and thong, 

Grim followers, like the pas.sions, firing 
me; | 

True servants, like the strong nerves, 
urging me 

On many a fruitless chase, to find and 
take 

Some too swift-fleeting beauty; faithful 
feet 

j 

And tongues, obedient always: these 
I knew, 

Clothed with a new-born force and 
fiercer grown, 

And atronger than their master; and 
I thought. 

What if they tare me with their jaws, 
nor esu-ed 


That once 1 ruled them,—brute pur¬ 
suit^ brute, 

And I the quarry? Then I turned and 
fled,— 

If it was I indeed that feared and fled— 

Down the long glades, and through the 
tangled lirakcs, 

Where scarce the sunlight pierced; 
fled on and on, 

And panted, self-pursued. But ever¬ 
more 

The dissonant music which I knew .so 
sweet, 

When by the w'indy hills, the echoing 
vales, 

And w'hi.spering pines it rang, now far, 
now near, 

: As from my rushing steed 1 leant and 

I cheered 

[ With voice and horn the chase—this 
brought to me 

Fear of 1 knew not what, which l>ade 
me fly, 

Fly alway^, fly; but when my heart 
stood still, 

And all my limbs were stiffened as 1 fled, 

Just as the wiiitc moon ghost-like 
climbed the sky, 

Nearer they came and nearer, bayii^ 
loud. 

With bloodshot eyes and red jaws 
dripping foam; 

And when 1 strove to check their 
savagery, 

S(H!aking with words; no voice articu¬ 
late came, 

Only a dumb, low bleat. Then all the 
throng 

Iicapt swift on me, and tare me as I lay, 

And left me man again. 

Wherefore I walk 

Along Biese dim fields peopled with' 
tlie ghosts 
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Of hcioes who have left the ways of 
earth 

For this faint {*host of them. Some¬ 
times I think, 

Pondering on what has been, that nil 
my days 

Were shadows, all my life an allegory ; 

And, though 1 know suinetimcs some 
fainter gleam 

Of the old beauty move me, .'vnd some¬ 
times 

S(»mc beat of the old [>ulscs ; that my j 
fate, 

For ever hurrying on in hot jmisujt. 

To fall at length self-slain, was but a 
tale 

Writ large by Zeus upon n murUl life, 

Writ large, and yet a riddle. F^r 
sometimes 

1 read its meaning thus : Life ixa eh i'e, 1 

.\nd Man ilte hunter, uhv.'iys following 
on, 

With hound-s of ru'.hing thought or 
fiery sense, 

Some hidden truth or beauty, fleeting 
still 

For ever through the thickdeaved 
coverts deep 

And wind-worn wolds of time. And 
if he turn 

A moment from the hot pursuit to seize 

Some chance-brought sweclnt ss, other 
than the search 

To which his soul is !>et,—some dal¬ 
liance, 

Some outward shape of Art, .some 
lower love, 

Some charm of wealth and sleek ton- 
tent and home,— 

Then, if he check an instant, the i^wift 
chase 

Of fierce «titeifip«red energies which 
pmrsoe. 


With jaws unsated oncl a thirst for act, 

Bears down on him with clanging 
shock, and whelms 

Ilia prize and him in ruin. 

And soinelirocs 

I seem to myself a thinker, who at last, 

Amid the chase and capture of low ends, 

I'ausing by some cold well of hidden 
thought 

Comes on spine perfect truth, and 
looks and looks 

Till the fait vision b1ind,s him. And 
the ->11111 

! Of all Ins lower self pur-uing him, 
j 'rhe .stiong brute forces, the unchecked 
(lc.siies, 

rinding him bound and speechless, 
deem him now 

No more their m.nsler, but some soul¬ 
less thing: 

And leap on him, and seize him, and 

li03.se»s 

Ills life, till 'liitmgh death's gate he 
pass to life, 

And, his own ghost, revives, lint 
looks no moic 

Upon the truth unveiled, save Ibroiigh 
a cloud ' • 

Of creed and faith and longing, which 
shall change 

One day to perfect knowledge. 

But whoe’er 

.Shall read the riddle of my life, I walk 

In this dim land ^mid dim ghosts of 
kings, 

As one day thou shah; meantime, fare 
thou well.” , 

Then passed he; and 1 marked hint 
slowly go 

Along the winding ways of that weird 
land, 

And vanish in a woo<I. 
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And next I knew 

A woman perfect as a young man's 
dream, 

And breathing as it seemed the nimble 
air 

or the fair days of old, when man was 
young 

And life an Epic. Round the lips a 
smile 

Subtle and deep and sweet as hers who 
looks 

From the old painter's canvas, and 
derides 

Life and the riddle of things, the aim* 
less strife, 

The folly of Love, as who has proved 
it all. 

Enjoyed and sufTered. In the lovely 
eyes 

A weary look, no other than the gaze 

Which ofllimes os the rapid chariot 
whirls^ 

And ofttimes by the glaring midnight 
streets. 

Gleams out and chills our thought. 
And yet not guilt 

Nor sorrow was it; only weariness. 

No more, and still most lovely. As I 
named 

Her name in haste, she looked with 
half surprise* 

And thus she seemed to speak : 

“ What ? Dost thou kne w. 

Thou too* the fatal glances which be¬ 
guiled 

Those strong rude chiefs of old ? Has 
not the gloom 

Of this dim land withdrawn from out 
mine eyes 


The glamour which once hlied them? 
Does my cheek 

Retain the round of youth and still 
defy 

I'he wear of immemorial centuries ? 

.^nd (his low voice, long silent, keeps 
it still 

The music of old lime? Aye, in thine 
eyes 

1 read it, and within thine eyes I see 

Thou knowest me, and the story of my 
life 

Sung by the blind old bard when I wa.s 
dead, 

And all my lovers dust. I know thee 
not, 

I'hce nor thy gods, yet would I sootbly 
swear 

I was not all to blame for what has 
been. 

The long fight, the sw'ift death, the 
woes, the tears. 

The brave lives spent, the humble 
homes uptorn, 

To gain one poor fair face. It was 
not I 

That curved these lips into this subtle 
smile. 

Or gave these eyes their fire, nor yet 
made round 

This supple frame. It was not I, but 
Love, % 

Love miiToring himself in all things 
fair, 

Love that projects himself upon a life, 

.\nd dotes on his own image. 

.Ah 1 the days, 

I The weary years of Love and feasts and 
gold. 

The hurried flights, the din of clatter* 
ing hoofs 

midnight, when the heroes dared 
for me, 
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And bore me o’er the hills; the swift 
pursuits 

Buified and lost; or when from isle to 
isle 

The high'oared galley spread its wings 
and rose ' 

Over the swelling surges, and I saw, 

Time after time, the scarce familiar 
town, 

The shadowy hills, the well-loved 
palaces, 

The gleaming temples fade, and all for 
me, 

Me the dead prize, the shell, the soul¬ 
less ghost, r 

The husk of a true woman; the fond 
' "words 

Wasted on careless cars, that feigned 
to hear, 

or love to me unloving ; the rich feasts. 

The silken dalliance and soft luxury, 

The fair observance and high reverence 

For me who cared not, to whatever 
land 

My kingly lover snatche^l me. I have 
known 

How small a fence Love sets between 
the king 

And the strong hind, who breeds his 
brood, and dies 

Upon the field he tills. I have cx> 
changed 

People for people, crown for glittering 
crown, ♦ 

Through every change a queen, and 
held my state 

Hateful, and sickened in my soul to lie 

Stretched on soft cushions to the lutes’ 
low sound; 

While oa the wasted fields the clang of 
anus 

Rang, and the foemen perished, and 

swift deuth, 


Hunger, and plague, and every phase 
of woe 

Vexed all the land for me. I have 
heard the cursi 

Unspoken, when the wife widowed for 
me 

Clasped to her heart her orphans starved 
for me j 

As I swept proudly by. I have prayed 
the gods, 

Hating my own fair face which wrought 
such woe, , 

.Some plague divine might light on it 
and leave 

My curse a ruin. Yet I think indeed 
They hod not cursed but pitied, those 
true wives 

Who mourned their humble loids, and 
straining felt 

The innocent thrill which swells the 
mother’s heart 

Who clasps her growing boy; had they 
but known 

The lifeless life, the pain of hypocrite 
smiles, 

The dead load of caresses simulated. 
When Love stands shuddering by to see 
his fires , 

Lit for the shrine of gold. What if 
they felt 

The weariness of loveless love which 
grew 

And through the jealous palace portals 
seized 

The caged unloving woman, sick of 
toys, 

Sick of her gilded chains, her ease, 
herself. 

Till for sheer weariness she flew to mee 
Some new unloved seducer? What if 
they knew 

No childish loving hands, or worse than 
all. 
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Ilnd borne them sullen to a sire un* 
loved, 

And left them wi|,hout pain ? 1 might 
have been, 

I too, a loving mother and chaste wife, 
Had Fate so willed. 

For I remember well 
How one day straying from my father s 
halK 

Seeking anemones and violets, 

A girl in Spring-time, when the heart 
makes Sjn ing 

Within the budding bosom, that I 
came 

Of a sudden through a wood upon a 
bay, 

A little sunny land-locked bay, whose 
l>anks 

Sloped gently downward to the yellow 
sand. 

Where the blue wave creamed soft 
with fairy foam. 

And oft the Nereids sported. As 1 
slrayctl 

Singing, with fiesh-pnlled violet.'* in my 
hair 

And bosom, and my hands were full of 
flowers, 

I came upon a little milk-white lamb, 
And took it in my arms and fondled it, 
And wreathed its neck with flowers, 
and sang to it 

And kissed it, and the Spring was in 
my life, 

And I was glad. 

And when I raised my eyes 
Behold, a youthful shepherd with his 
crook 

Stood Iqt me and regarded as 1 lay, 
.Tsdl, fair, with clustering curls, and 
front that wore 

A bidding manhood. As 1 looked a 
fear 


Came o’er me, le.st he were some youth¬ 
ful god 

Di^uised in shape of man, so fair he 
was; 

Dut when he spoke, the kindly face was 
full 

Of manhood, and the large eyes full of 
fire 

Drew ino without n word, and all the 
flowers 

Fell from me, and the little milk-white 
lamb 

Strayed through the brake, and took 
with it the white 

Fair years of childhotKl. Time fulfilled 
my being 

With pis-iion like a cup, and with one 
kiss 

Left me a woman. 

Ah ! the precious hours. 

When on the warm hank crowned with 
flowers we sale 

And thought no harm, and his thin 
reed pipe made 

Low music, and no witness of our love 

Intruded, but the tinkle of (he flock 

Stole from the hill, and ’ncath the 
odorous shade 

Wc dreamed away the day, and watched 

' the waves 

Smile shoreward, and Iwyond the 
sylvan capes 

The innumerable laughter of the sea ! 

Ah youth and love! So passed the 
happy days 

Till twilight, and 1 stole as in a dream 

Homeward, and lived os in a happy 
dream, 

And when they spoke answered as in a 
dream, 

And through the darkness saw, as in a 
glass, 
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The happy, happy day, and thrilled and 
glowed 

And kept my love in sleep, and longed 
for dawn 

And scarcely stayed for hunger, and 
with morn 

Stole eager to the little wood, anti fed 

My life with kisses. Ah! the joyous 
days 

Of innocence, when Love was Queen 
in heaven, 

And nature unreproved ! Kreak tliey 
then still, 

Those azure circles, on a goUlen shore ? 

Smiles there no glade upon the older 
' earth 

Where spile of all, gray xsisdom, and 
new god>, 

Vuiing lovers dream within each other’s 
arms 

Silent, by shadowy grove, or ‘.unlit ‘.ca ? 

Ah days loo fair to last! There 
came a night 

When I lay lunging for my love, and 
knew 

Sudden the clang of hoofs, the broken 

. doors, 

The clash of swords, the shouts, the 
groans, the stain 

or red upon the marble, the fixed gaze 

Of dead and dying eyes,—that w'os the 
time 

When first 1 looked on death,—^and 
when I woke # 

F'rom my deep swoon, I felt the night 
air cool 

Upon my brow, and the cold stars look 
down, 

As swift we galloped o'er the darkling 
plain s 

And saW the chiU sea gUmpses slouly 
wake, 1 


With arms unknown around me. When 
the dawn 

Broke swift, we panted on the pathless 
steeps, 

And so by plain and mountain till Wf 
came 

To Athens, where they kepi me till I 
grew 

Fairer with every year, and many 
wooed, 

licroes and chieftains, but 1 loved not 
one. 

And then the avengers came and 
snaLched me back 

To Sparta. All the dark high-crested 
chiefs 

Of Argos wooed me, striving king 
with king 

For one fair foolish face, noi knew I 
kept 

No heart to give them. Vet .'ince I 
was grown 

Weary of honeyed words and suU of 
love, 

1 wedded a brave chief, dauntless and 
true. ' r, 

But what cared 1 ? I could not prize 
at all 

llis honest service. I had grown so 
tired 

Of loving and of love, that when they 
brought 

News that the fairest shepherd on the 
hUls, 

Having done himself to death for his 
lost love, 

Lay, like a lovely statue, cold and white 

U})oii the golden sand, 1 hardly knew 

More than a passing pang. lx>ve, like 
a flower, 

Love, springing up too tall in a young 
Iweast, 
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The growth of morning, Life's too 
scorching sun 

Had withered long ere noon. Love, 
like a flame 

On his own altar offering up my heart, 

Had burnt my being to ashes. 

Was it love 

That drew me then to Paris? lie was 
fair, 

I grant you, fairer than a summer morn, 

Fair with a woman's fairness, yet in 
arm's 

A hero, but he never had my heart, 

Not love for him allured me, but the 
thirst 

For freedom, if in more than thought 1 
erred, 

And was not rapt but w'illing. Fur my 
child 

Born to an unloved father, loved me 
not, 

The fresh sea called, the galleys plunged, 
and 1 

Fled willing from my prison and the 
pain 

Of undesired caresses, and the w ind 

Was fair, and on the third day as we 
sailed, 

My heart was glad within me when I 
saw 

The towers of Ilium rise beyond the 


Ah, the long years, the melancholy 
years. 

The miserable melancholy years t 

For soon the imw grew old, and thcif I 
grew 

Weary of him, of all, of pomp and 
state 

And novel splendour. Yet at times I 
knew 

Some thnil of pride within me as I saw 


From those high walls, a prisoner and 
a foe, 

The swift ships flock at anchor in the 
bay, 

I The hasty landing and the flash of arms, 
I The lines of royal tents upon the plain. 
The closC'Shut gates, the chivalry within 
Issuing in all its pride to meet the shock 
Of the Imld chiefs without; so year by 
year 

The haughty challenge from the warring 
hosts 

Rang forth, and 1 with a divided heart 
Saw victory incline, now here, now 
there, 

And helpless marked the Argive chiefs 
I knew, 

The spouse I left, the princely loves of 
old, 

Now with each other strive, and now 
with Troy: , 

The brave pomp of the morn, the fair 
strong limbs, 

The glittering panoply, the bold young 
hearts, 

Athirst for fame of war, and with the 
night 

The broken spear, the shattered helm, 
the plume 

Dyed red with blood, the ghastly dying 
face. 

And nerveless limbs laid lifeless. And 
I knew 

The stainless Hector whom I could 
have loved. 

But that a happy love made blind his 
eyes 

To all my baleful beauty; fallen and 
dragged 

His noble, godlike head upon the sand 
By young Achilles’ chariot; him in ttnm 
Fallen and slain; my fair false Paris 
slain: 
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Plague, famine, battle, raging now 
within, 

And now without, for many a weary 
year, 

Summer and winter, till I loathed to 
Uve, 

Who was indeed, as well they said, the 
Hell 

Of men, and fleets, and cities. As I 
stood 

Ui)on the walls, oft times a longing 
came, 

Looking on rage, and fight, and blood, 
and death. 

To end it all, and dash me down and 
' die; 

But no god helped me. Nay, one day 
1 mind 

I would entreat them. ‘ Proy you, 
lords, be men. 

What fatal charm is this which At^ 
gives 

To one poor foolish face ? Be strong, 
and turn 

In peace, forget this glamour, get you 
home 

With all your fleets and armies, to the 
land 

I love no longer, where your faithful 
wives 

Pine widowed of their lords, and your 
young boys * 

Grow wild to manhoo^. I have nought 
to give, 

No heart, nor prise of love for any 
zntm, 

Hot recompense. 1 am the ghost alone 

Of the fair girl .ye knew; she still 
alndes. 

If she sdn lives and is not wholly dead. 

Stretched on a flowery bank upon the 
sea:, 

In fiMt heroic Argos. Leave this form 


That is no other than the outward shell 
Of a once loving woman.' 

As I spake, 

My pity lired my eyes and flushed my 
cheek 

With some soft charm ; and as I spread 
my hands, 

The purple, glancing down a little, left 
The marble of my breasts and one pink 
hu<l 

Upon the gleaming snows. And ns< 1 
looked 

With a mixed pride and terror, I beheld 
The brute rise up within them, and my 
words 

Fall barren on them. So I sat apart, 
Nor ever more looked forth, while every 
day 

Brought its own woe. 

The melancholy years, 
The miserable melancholy years. 

Crept onward till the midnight terror 
came, 

And by the glare of burning streets I 
saw 

Palace and temple reel in ruin and fall. 

And the loiig-bafl|cd legions, bursting 
• * 
in 

By gate and bastion, blunted sword and 
spear 

With unresisted slaughter. From my 
tower 

I saw the good old king; his kindly 
eyes 

Id agony, and all his reverend -hairs 
Dabbled with blood, as the fierce 
foeman thrust 

And stabbed him os he lay; the youths, 
the girls, 

Whom day by day I knew, their silken 
ease 

And royal luxury changed for blood 
and tears. 
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Haled forth to death or worse. Then 
n great bate 

Of life and fate seized on me, and I 
rose 

And rushed among them, crying, * See, 
’tis I, 

I who have brought this evil! Kill me ! 
kilt 

The fury that is I, yet is not I ! 

And let my soul go outward tlirough 
the wound 

Made clean by blood to Hades ! Let 
me die. 

Not these who did no wrong !' But 
not a hand 

Was raised,and alt shrank back amazed, 
afraid, 

As from a goddess. Then I swooned 
and fell 

And knew no more, and when I woke 
Ifclt 

My hubl)and’8 arms around me, and the 
wind 

Blew fair for Greece, and the beaked 
galley plunged ; 

And where the towers of Ilium rose of 
old, 

A pall of smoke above a glare of fire. 

Whnt then in the near future ? 

. Ten long years 

Bring youth and love to that deep 
summcr'tide 

When the full noisy current of our 
lives 

Creeps dumb through wealth of flowers, j 
I think 1 knew < 

Sdmewbat of peace at last, with my 
good Lord 

Who loved too much, to palter with 
the past, 

Flushed with the present. Young Her* 


Had grown from child to woman. She 
was wed ; 

And was not 1 her mother? At the 
pomp 

Of solemn nuptials and requited love, 

I prayed she might be happy, hiippier 
far 

Than ever I w'as; so in tranquil ease 

1 lived a queen long time, and because 
wealth 

And high observance can make sweet 
our days 

When youth’s swift joy is past, I did 
requite 

With what I might, not love, the 
kindly care 

Of him I loved not j pomps and robes 
of price 

And chariots held me. But when Fate 
.cut short 

His life and love, his sons who were 
not mine 

Reigned in his stead, and haled me 
and mine: 

And knowing 1 w'as friendless, I sailed 
forth 

Once more acro^s the sea, seeking for 
rest 

And shelter. Still I knew that in my 
eyes 

Love dwelt, and all the baleful charm 
of old 

Burned as of yore, scarce dimmed as 
yet by time; 

1 saw it in tlie mirror of the sea, 

I saw it in the youthful seamen*s 
eyes, 

Aqd was half proud agmin 1 had such 
power 

Who now kept nothing else. So one' 
calm eve, 

Behold, a sweet fair ide blushed like 4 
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Upon the summer sea: there my swift 
ship 

Cast anchor, and they told me it was 
Rhodes. 

There, in a little wood above the sea, 

Like that dear wood of yore, 1 wandered 
forth 

Fodern, and all my seamen were apart, 

And 1, alone; when at the close of day 

I knew myself surrounded by strange 
churls 

With angry eyes, and one who ordered 
them, 

A woman, whom I knew not, but who 
» walked 

In mien and garb a queen. SI 10 , with 
the fire 

Of hate Within her eyes, ‘ Quick, bind 
her, men ! 

I know her; bind her last! ’ 'I'hcn to 
the trunk 

Of a tall plane they bound me with 
rude cords 

That cut my arms. And meantime, 
far below, 

The sun was gilding fair with dying 
rays 

Isle after isle and purple wastes of sea. 

And then she signed to them, and all 
Mdtbdrew 

Among the woods and left us, face to 
face, 

Two women. Ere I spake, ‘ I know,* 
she cried, 

* I know that evil fairness. This it 

was, 

Or ever he had,come aertMs my life, 

That made him cedd to me, who h$d 
my love 

. And left me half a heart. If all my 
life 


Of wedlock was but half a life, what 
fiend 

Came *twixt my love and me, but thdl 
fair face ? 

What left his children orphans, but 
that face ? 

And me a widow ? Fiend! I have 
thee now; 

'fliou host not long to live. I will 
requite 

Thy minders; yet, oh fiend t that art 
so fair, 

Were it not haply better to deface 

Thy fatal loveliness, and leave thee 
bare 

Of all thy baleful power ? And yet I 
doubt, 

And Kmking on thy face I doubt the 
more. 

Lest all thy dower of beauty 1>c the 
gift 

Of Aphrodite, and I fear to tight 

Against the immortal Oods.’ 

Kyen with the word, 

And she relenting, all the riddle of 
life 

!l'''lashcd through me, and the inextri¬ 
cable roil 

Of Being, and the immeasurable depths 

And irony of Fate, burst on my thought, 

And left me smiling in the eyes of 
death, 

With this deep smile thou .seest. Then 
with a shriek 

The woman leapt on me, and with 
blind rage 

Strangled my life. And when she had 
deme the deed 

She swooned, and those her followers 
basting back 

Fell prone upon their knees before the 
corpse 
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As to a goddess. Then one went and 
brought 

A sculptor, and within a jewelled shrine 
'i'hey set me in white marble, bound 
to a tree 

Of marble. And they came and knelt 
to me, 

Young men and maidens, through the 
secular years, 

While the old gods bore sway, but 1 
was here. 

And now they kneel no longer, for the 
world 

Has gone from beauty. 

But I think, indeed, 
They well might worship still, for never 
yet 

Was any thought or thing of beauty 
born 

Except with suffering. That poor 
wretch who thought 
I injured her, stealing the foolish heart 
Which she prised but 1 could not, what 
knew she 

Of that I suffered^ ^he had loved her 
love. 

Though unrequited, and had Iwrne to 
him 

Children who loved her. What if she 
had been 

Loved yet unloving: all the fire of love 
Burnt out before love’s time in one 
brief blaze 

Of passion. Ah, poor fool 1 I pity her, 
Being blest and yet unthankfol, and 
forgive, 

Kow that sIm: is a ghost as I, the hand 
Which loosed my load of life. For 
scarce indeed 

Could any god who cares for mortal 
men 

Have ever kept me happy. I had tired 
Of simple lovingi doubtl^, as I tired 


Of splendour and being loved. There 
be some souls 

For which love is enough, content to 
liear 

From youth to age, from chesnut locks 
to gray ■§, 

The load of common, uneventful life 
And penury. But 1 was not of these ; 

I know not now, if it were best indeed 
That 1 had reared my simple shepherd 
brood, 

And lived and died unknowm in some 
poor hut 

Among the Argive hills ; or lived a 
queen 

As I did, knowing every day that 
dawned 

Some high emprise and glorious, and 
in death 

To fill the world with song. Not the 
same meed 

The gods mete out for all, or She, the 
dread 

Necessity, who rules both gods and men, 
Some to dishonour, some to honour 
moulds, 

To happiness some, some to unhappi^ 
ness. 

We are what Zeus has made usi^dis^ 
cords playing ^ 

In the great mude, but the harmony 
Is sweeter for them, and the great 
spheres ring 
In one accordant hymn. 

But thou, if e’er 
There come a dau^ter of thy love, oh 
pray 

To all thy gods, lest ha|dy they should 
roar 

Her life with too great beauty 1 ** ■ 

So she ceased* 
The fairest woman that the poet's 
dream 
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Or artist hand has fashioned. All the 
gloom 

Seemed lightened round her, and I 
heard the sound 

Of her melodious voice when all was 
T still, 

And the dim twilight took her. 


Next there Ctame 

Two who together walked; one with 
a lyre 

Of gold, which gave no sound ; the 
other hang 

Upon his breast, and closely clung to 
him, 

Spent in a tender longing. As they 
came, 

I heard her gentle voice recounting o’er 

Some ancient tale, and these the words 
she said: 

^‘Dear voice and lyre now silent, 
which I heard 

Across yon sullen river, bringing to me 

All my old life, while he, the ferry¬ 
man, 

Htttrd and obeyed, and the grim 
monster heard 

And fewned on you. Joyous thou 
cain’st and free 

Like a white sunbeam from the dear 
blithe earth, 

Where suns shone clear, and moons 
. beamed bright, and streams 

XMighed with a rippling muac,—nor as 
here 

The dumb shream ^ole, the veiled sky 
iSkpi, the fields 

Were lost in twffight. lake a truant 
breeze, 


Which steals in summer from the gates 
of dawn 

To kiss the fields of spice, and wakes 
to Ufe 

Their slumbering i^ri’ame, through this 
silent land 

or whispering voices and of half-closed 
eyes 

Where scarce a footstep sounds, nor 
any strain 

Of earthly song, thou cam’st; and 
suddenly 

The pale cheeks flushed a little, the 
murmured words 

Rose to a faint, thin treble; the throng 
of ghosts 

Pacing along the sunless ways and 

still, 

Kelt a new life. Thou earnest, dear, 
and straight 

The dull cold river broke in sparkling 
foam, 

The pale and scentless flowers grew 
perfumed; last 

To the dim cham^r, where with the 
sad queen 

I sat in gloom, au^ silently inwove 

Dead wreaths of amaranths ; thy music 
came 

Laden with life, and I, who seemed to 
know 

Not life’s voice only, but my own, 
arose 

Along the hollow pathways following 

'Phe sound which brought bock earth 
and life and love, 

And memory and longing. Yet I went 

With half-reluctant footsteps, ns of 
one 

Whom passion draws, or some high 
fantasy. 

Despite himself, because some subtle 
spell, 
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Tart lK>m of rlread lo cross that sullen 
stfcam 

And its grim guardians, part of secret 
shame 

Of the young airs and freshness of the 
earth, 

lieing that I was, enchained me. 

Then at last, 

From voice and lyre so high a strain 
arose 

As trembled on the utter verge of 
being, 

And thrilling, poured out life. Thus 
nearer drawn 

I walked with thee, enclosed by 
honeyed sound 

And soft environments of h.'irmony, 

Heyond the ghostly gates, beyond the 
dim 

Calm fields, where the beetle hummed 
and the pale owl 

Stole noiseless from the co|>sc, and the 
while blooms 

Stretched thin for lack of sun : so fait 
a light 

Offspring of consofhant airs environed 
me. 

Nor looked 1 backward, as \vc seemed 
to move 

To some high goal of thought and life 
and love, 

lake tuin birds flying fast with equal 
wing 

Out of the night, to meet the coming 
sun 

Above a sea. But on thy dear fair 
eyes, 

eyas that well 1 knew on the old 
earth, 

1 looked tiot, for with still averted 
gaae 

Thoa leddest, and I followed; for, 
indeed, 


While that high strain was sounding, 
I was rapt 

In faith and a high courage, driving out 

All doubt and discontent and womanish 
fear, 

Nay, even love itself. But when awhile 

It sank .1 little, or seemed to sink and 
fall 

To lower levels, seeing that use makes 
blunt 

The loo accustomed ear, straightway, 
desire , 

To look once more on thy recovered 
eyes 

Seized mo, and oft I called with piteous 
voice, 

Beseeching thee to turn. But thou 
long time 

Wert even as one unmindful, with 
grave sign 

,\nd waving hand, denying. At the 
last, 

When now we neared the stream, on 
whose iar shore 

Lay life, great teiror took me, and I 
shrieketl 

Thy name, as in despair. Then thou, 
as one 

Who knows liim set in some great 
jeopardy, 

A swift death fronting him on either 
hand, 

Didst slowly turning gace; and lo 1 I 
saw 

Thine eyes grown awful, life that 
looked on death, 

Clear purity on black and cankered sin. 

The immortal on corruption,—not the 
eyes 

That erst 1 knew in life, but dread- 
fuller. 

And stru^r. As I looked, I Memed 
to swoon, 
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Some blind force whirled me back, and 
when I woke 

1 saw thee vanish in the middle stream, 
A speck on the dull waters, taking 
with thee 

My life, and leaving Love with me. 
But I 

Not for myself bewail, but all for thee, 
Who, but for me, wert now among the 
stars 

With thy great Lord; I sitting at thy 
feet; 

But now the tierce and unrestrained rout 
Of passions woman-natured, finding 
thee 

Scornful of love w'ithin thy lonely cell, 
With blind rage falling on thcc, tore 
thy limbs, 

And left them to the Muses* sepulture, 
While thy soul dwells in Hades. But 
I wail 

My weakness always, who for Love 
destroyed 

The life that was my Love. I prithee, 
dear, 

Forgive me if thou canst, who hast lost 
heaven 

To save a loving woman.” 

He with voice 

Sweeter than any mortal melody, 

And plaintive as the music that is 
made 

the ifDolian strings^ or the sad bird 
That sings of summer nights: 

Eurydicc, 

Dear love, be comforted; not once 
alone 

That whi^ Ihou moornest is, but day 
day 

Some lonely ^1, winch walks apart 
* and feeds 

^ Oft h^h hill pastures, far from herds 
of men, ^ ' 


Com« to the low fat holds, and sunny 
vales 

Joyous with fruits and dowers, and the 
white arms 

Of laughing love; and there awhile he 
stays 

Content, forgetting nil the joys he 
knew, 

When first the morning broke upon 
the hills, 

And the keen air breathed from the 
Eastern gates 

Like a pure draught of wine ; forget¬ 
ting all 

'J'he strains which float, as from a 
nearer heaven, 

To him who treads at dawn the im> 
trodden snows, 

While all the warm world sleeps 
forgetting these 

And all things that have l>cen. And 
if he gain 

To raise to his own heights the simpler 
souls 

That dwell upon the plains, the un¬ 
tutored thought, 

The muscless lives, the unawakencU 
brain * 

That yet might soar, then is he blest 
indeed. 

But if he fail, then, leaving love 
behind, 

The wider love of the race, the closer 
love 

OF some congenial soul, he turns again 

To the old difficult steeps, and there 
alone 

Pines, till the widowed passions of his 
heart 

Tear him and rend his soul, and drive 
him down 

To the low plains he left. And there 
he dwells^ 
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Missing the nearer skies^ and the white 
peaks, 

And the keen air of old; but in their 
stead 

Finding the soft sweet sun of the vale, 
the clouds 

'Vhich veil the heavens indeed, but 
give the rains 

That feed the streams of life and make 
earth green, 

And bring at last the harvest. So 1 
vralk 

In this dim land content with thee, O 
Love, 

Untouched by any yearning of regret 

For those old days ; nor tluit the lyre 
which made 

Erewhiie such potent music now is 
dumb; 

Nor that the voice that once could 
move the earth 

(/iCus speaking through it), speaks in 
household words 

Of homely love : Love is enough for 
me 

With thee, 0 dearest; and perchance 
at last, 

Zeus willing, this dumb lyre and 
whispered voice 

Shall wake, by Love inspired, to such 
clear note 

As soars above the stars, and swelling, 
lifts 

Our souls to highest heaven.” 

Then he stoopetl, 

Aud, iblded in one long embrace, they 
went 

And faded. And I cried, Ob, strong 
God, Love, 

Mightier than Death and Hell! ” 


And then I chanced 
On a fair woman, whose sad eyes were 
full 

Of a fixed self-reproach, like his who 
knows 

Himself the fountain of his grief, and 
pines 

In self-inflicted sorrow. As I spake 
Enquiring of her grief, she answered 
thus: 

Stranger, thou seest of all the 
shades below 

The most unhappy. Others sought 
their love 

In death, and found it, dying ; but for 
me 

The death that took me, took from 
me my love. 

And left me comfortless. No load I 
bear 

Like those dark wicked women, who 
have slain 

Their Lords for lust or anger, whom 
the dread 

% 

Propitious Ones within the pit below 
Punish and purge of sin; only unfaith, 
If haply want of iaith be not a crime 
Blacker than murder, when we &U to 
trust * 

One worthy of all faith, and folly bring 
No harder recompense than comes of 
scorn 

And loathing of itself. 

Ah, fool, fool, fool, 
Who didst mistrust thy love, who was 
the best, 

And truest, nuudiest send with whom 
the gods 

Have ever blest the.earth; so brave,, 
so strong, 

Fired with such btu-ning bate of power<^ 
fttlill, 
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So loving of tlie race, so swift to raise 

The strenuous arm and ponderous club, 
and smite 

All monstrous growths with ruin—Zeus 
himself 

Showed scarce more mighty-~and yet 
was the while 

A very man, not cast in mould too 
fine 

For human love, but ofttimes snared 
and caught 

By womanish wiles, fast held within 
the net ^ 

His passions wove. Oh, it was joy to 
hear 

How he went forth, the champion of 
his race, 

Conquering in warfare as in love, now 
bent 

To more than human tasks, now lapt 
in ease, 

Now suffering, now enjoying. Strong, 
vast soul, 

Tuned to heroic deeds, and set on high 

Above the range of common petty 
sins— 

Too high to mate with an unequal 
soul, 

Too full of striving for contented days. 

Ah me, bow well 1 do recall the 
cause 

Of all our ills! 1 was a happy bride 

When that dork At^ which pursues the 
steps 

Of heroe8->«inD0cent blood-guiltiness—- 

Drove us to exile, and I joyed to be 

His own, and share his pain. To a 
swift stream 

Flsei^ we mmie« where a rough ferry* 
man 

Waitadv i^ore brute than lUan. My 
hei» plunged 


In those fierce depths and battled with 
their flow, 

And with great labour gained the 
strand, and bade 

The monster speed nie to him. But 
with lust 

And brutal cunning in his eyes, the 
thing 

Seized me and turned to fly with me, 
when swift 

An arrow hissed from the unerring bow, 

Pierced him, and loosed his grasp. Then 
as his eyes' 

Grew glazed in death there came in 
them a gleam 

Of what I know was hate, and he said, 
‘Take 

Tltis white robe. It is easily. See, 
my blood 

I Ins st.iined it but a little. X did wrong : 

I know it, and repent me. If there 
come 

A time when he grows cold—for all the 
race 

Of heroes wander, nor can any love 

Fix theirs for long—lake it and wrap 
him in it, 

And he shall love again.* Then, from 
the strange 

Deep look w'ithin his eyes I shrank in 
fear, 

And left him half in pity, and I went 

To meet my I.ord, who rose from that 
fierce stream 

Fair as a god. 

Ah me, the weary days 

We women live, spending our anxious 
souls, 

Consumed with jealous fancies, hunger¬ 
ing still 

For the beloved voice and ear and eye. 

And huogeiiiig all in vain I For life is 
more 
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To youthful manhood than to sit at 
home 

before the hearth to watch the chihlren':; 
ways. 

And lead the life of petty household care 
Which doth content us women. Day 
hy day 

1 pined in Trachis for my love, while 
he, 

Now in some warlike exploit biided, 
now 

Slaying some monster, now at some 
fair court, 

Resting awhile till some new enterprise 
Called him, returned not. News of 
treacheries 

Avenged, friends succoured, dreadful 
monsters stain, 

Came from him: always triumph, 
always fame, 

And honour, and success, and re\ crence, 
And sometimes, words of love for me 
who pined 

l*‘or more than woicls, and would have 
gone to him 

But that the tods of such high errantry 
Asked more titan woman's strength. 

So the slow yc.'trs 
Vexed me alone in 'Irachis, left forlorn 
In solitude, nor hearing at the gate 
'I'he frank and cheering voice, nor on 
the stair « 

The heavy tread, nor feeling the strong 
arm 

Araund me in the darkling night, when 
all 

My being ran slow. Last, .subtle 
whispers came 

Df vromahish wiles which Icept my Lord 
from me. 

And who, young and fair, a fresh- 
(down Kfe 

And^Yirgin, younger, fairer far than I 


When first he loved me, held him in 
the toils 

Of scarce dissembled love. Not easily 
Might I believe this evil, but at last 
The oft-repeated malice finding me 
Forlorn, and sitting imp-like at my ear. 
Possessed me, and the fire of jealous 
love 

Raged through my veins, not tunied as 
yet to h.ite— 

Too well I loved for that—but breeding 
in me 

Cnfaiih in him. Love, setting him so 
high 

And .‘.elf so low, betrayed me, and I 
pmyed, 

Constrained to hold him false, the 
immortal gods 
To make him love again. 

But still he came not. 
And still the maddening rumours 
worked, and still 

*F:iir, young, and a king’s daughter,’ 
tlic same words 

Smote me and pierced me. Oh, there 
is no pain 

In Hades—nay, nor deepest Hell itself, 
Like ih.nt of jea'ioub hearts, the torture- 
pain 

Which racked my life so lung. 

Till one fair morn 
There came a joyful message. *lle 
has come I 

And at the shrine upon the promontory. 
The fair white shrine upon the puiple 
se.a, 

He waits to do his solemn sacrifice 
To the immortal gods $ and with him 
comes 

A young maid beautiful os Dawn.’ 

Then^, 

Mingling despair udth love, rapt bt ^teep 
joy 
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Th«t he was come, plunged in the 
depths of hell 

That she came too, bethought me of 
the robe 

The Centaur gave me, and the words 
he spake. 

Forgetting the deep hatred in his eyes, 
And all but love, and sent a messenger 
Bidding him wear it for the sacrifice 
To the Immortah, knowing not at all 
Whom Fate decreed the victim. 

Shall my .soul 
Forget the agonized message which he 
sent, 

Bidding me conic ? For that accursed 
' robe, 

Stained with the poisonous accursed 
blood, 

Even in the midmost flush of .sacrifice 
Clung to him a devouring fiie, and ale 
The piteous fle^h from his dear liinlis, 
and stung 

His great soft soul to madness. When 
t came, 

Knowing it was my work, he bent on 
me, 

Wise as a god through sufienng and 
llu! near 

Inevitable Death, .so that no viord 
or mine was needed, such a tender lcK>k 
Of mild reproach as smote me. 
* Couldit not thou 

Trust me, who never loved as 1 love 
thee^ 

What need was there of magical arts to 
t draw 

The love that never wavered ? I have 
lived 

As He lives who through perilous paths 
must pass, 

'And lifeloi^ trials, striving to keep down 
The brute witldn Him, Horn of too much 
sttengtH 


And sloth and vacuous days; by difli* 
cult toils, 

Labours endured, and hatd>fought 
fights with ill, 

Now vanquished, n<»w triumphant; 
and sometimes, 

In intervals of too long labour, finding 

Hi.'i nature grown loo strong for him, 
Allis prone 

Awhile a helpless prey, then once again 

Ki.scs and spurns his chains, and fares 
anew 

Along the perilous ways. Dearest, T 
W'ould 

That thou wert wedded to some knight 
who stayed 

At home within thy gates, and were 
content 

To see thee happy. But for me the 
fierce 

Rude energies of life, the mighty (hcw''i, 

The god sent hate of Wiung, these 
diovc me foith 

To quench the thirst of battle. See, 
this maid, 

This i.-* the biiile I dc'^tined for our son 

Who grows to manhood. Do thou sec 
to her 

When I am dead, for soon I know again 

The frenzy comes, and with it ceasing, 
death. 

Co, therefore, ere 1 harm thee when 
my strength 

Has lo.st its guidance. Thou wert rich 
in love, 

Be now as rich in faith. Dear, for thy 
wrong 

I do forgive thee.’ 

WHen t law the glare 

Of madness Are his eyes, and my ears 
heard 

The groans the torture wrui^ from his 
great soul, 



208 


LAOCOON. 


1 fled with broken hieart to the white 
shrine, 

And knelt in prayer, but still my sad 
ear took 

The agony of his cries. 

Then I who knew 
There was no hope in god or man for 
me 

Who had destroyed my Love, and with 
him slain 

The champion of the suffering race of 
men, 

And that my jealous soul, though 
innocent 

Of blood, was guilty of unfaith and vile 
Mistnist, and wrapt in weakness like a 
cloak, 

And made the innocent tool of hate 
and wrong, 

Against all love and good ; grown sick 
and filled 

With hatred of myself, rose from my 
knees, 

And went a little space apart, and found 
A gnarled tree on the cliff, and with 
niy scarf 

Strangling myself, swung lifeless. 

But in death 

1 found him not. For, building a vast 

pile I 

Of scented woods on Oeta, as they tell, 
My hero with his own hand lighted it. 
And when the mighty pyre flamed far 
and wide 

Over all lands and seas, he climbed j 
on it 

And laid him down to die; but pitying 
Zeus, 

Before the,swift flames reached him, in 
a dmid 

Descending, snatched the strong brave 
soul to heaven, 

And Kt himmud the stars. 


Therefore am I 
Of all the blameless shades within this 
place 

The roost unhappy, if of blame, indeed, 
I bear no load. For what is Sin itself, 
But Error when we miss the road which 
leads 

Up to the gate of heaven? Ignorance! 
What if we be the cause of ignorance ? 
Being blind who might have seen I Yet 
do I know 

But self-inflicted pain, nor stain there is 
Upon my soul such as they tiear who 
know 

The dteadful scoui^e with which the 
stern judge still 

Lashes their sins. I am forgiven, I 
know, 

Wlio loved so much, and one day, if 
Zeus will, 

I shall go free from hence, and join roy 
Lord, 

And l)c with him again.” 

And straight 1 seemed, 
Passing, to look on some tormented life. 
Which knows to-day the irony of Fate 
In self-inflicted pain. 


Together clung 

'llie ghosts whom next I saw, bound 
three in one 

By some invisitde bond. A sire, of port 

God-like as Zeus, to whom on either 
hand 

A lender stripling clung. I knew them 
well, 

As all men know them. One fair youth 
spake low: 

** Father, it does not pmn me now, to 
be 
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Drawn close to thee, and by a double 
bond, 

With this my brother,” And the 
other: Nay; 

Ncr me, O father; hut I bless the chain 
Which binds our souls in union. If 
some trace 

Of pain still linger, heed it not—’lis 
}Xist: 

Still let us cling to thee.” 

He with grave eyes 
Full of great tenderness, upon his sons 
Looked with the father’s gnze, that is 
so far 

More sweet, and sad, and tender, than 
the ga/e 

Of mothers,—nosv on this one, now on 
that, 

Regarding them. “ Dear sons, whom 
on the earth 

I loved and cherished, it was hard to 
watch 

Your pain ; but now ’tis finished, and 
we stand 

For ever, through all future days of time, 
Symbols of patient suffering undeserved, 
Endured and vanquished. Vet sad 
memory still 

Brings back our time of trial. 

The young day 
Broke fair when 1, the dread Poseidon’s 
priest, 

Joyous because the unholy strife was 
done, 

And seeing the blue waters now left free 
Of hostile keels—save where upon the 
veigc 

Far oir the white sails faded—rose at 
dawis, 

And white nbed, and in garb of sacrifice, 
And wiUi die sacred fillet round my 
brow^ 

Stood at tin altar i and b^dnd, ye twain, 


Decked by your fhothtv's hand with 
I new-cleansed robes, 

And with fresh flower-wrellhed chaplets 
on your curls, . 

Attended, and your clear young voices. 
made 

Music that touched your father’s eyes 
with tears, 

If not the careless gods, 1 seem to hear 
Those high sweet accents mounting in 
the hymn 

Which rose to all the blessed gods who 
dwell 

Upon the far Olympus—Zeus, the Lord, 
And Sovereign Here, and the immortal 
choir 

Of Deities but chiefly la the dread 
Poseidon, him who sways the purple 
sea 

As with a sceptre, shaking the fixed 
earth 

With stress of thuiulering surges. By 
the shrine 

The meek-eyed victim, for the sacrifice, 
Stoml with his gilded horns. The 
hymns were done, 

And I in act to strike, when all the 
crowd 

Who knelt behind us, with a common 
fear 

Cried, with a cry that well might freeze 
the blood, 

And then, with fearful glances towards 
the sea, 

Fled, leaving us alone—me, the high 
priest. 

And ye, the acolytes; forlorn of men, 
Alone, but with our god. 

But we stirred not 
We dared not fly, who in the solemn 
act 

Of worship, and the ecstasy which 
comes 
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To the believer’s soul, saw heaven 
revealed. 

The mysteries unveiled, the inner sky 
Which meets the enraptured gaze. 

How should vre fear 
Who thus were god-cncircled ! So we 
stood 

While the long ritual spent itself, nor 
cast 

An eye upon the sea. Till as I came 
To that great act which offers up n 
life 

Before life’s Lord, and the full uiyslcry 
W’as trembling to completion, quick I 
heard 

A stifled cry of agony, and knew 
My children’s voices. And the father’s 
heart, 

Which is far more than rite or service 
done 

By man for god, seeing that it is divine 
And comes from God to men—this 
rising in me, 

Constrained me, and I ceased my prayer, 
and turned 

To succour you, and lo! the awful 
coils 

Which crushed your liv«s already, 
bound me round 

And crushed me also, as you clung to 
me. 

In common death. Some god had 
heard the prayer, 

And lo! we were ourselves the sacri¬ 
fice— 

The ^priest, the victim, the accepted 
life. 

The blood, the pain, the salutary loss. 

Woaitnot better thus to cease and die 
Together in one blest moment, mid the 
flush 

And ecstasy of worship, and to know 


Ourselves the victims? They were 
wrong who taught 

That ’twas some jealous goddess thus 
assailed 

Our lives, revengeful for discovered 
wiles, 

Or hateful of our Troy. Kot readily 
Should such base passions sway the 
immortal gods; 

But rather do I hold it sooth imlced 
That Zeus himself it was, who pitying 
The ruin he foreknew, yet might not 
stay, 

Since mightier Fate decreed it, sent in 
haste 

Hiosc dreadful messengers, and bade 
them take 

Tire pious lives he loved, before the 
dill 

Of midnight slaughter woke, and the 
fair town 

Flamed pitifully to the skies, and all 
W’as blood and ruin. Surely it was 
best 

To die ns we did, and in death to live, 
A vision for all ages of high pain 
Which passes into beauty, and is 
merged 

In one accordant whole, as discords 
merge 

In tliat great Harmony which ceaseless 
rings 

From the tense chords of life, than to 
have lived 

Our separate lives, and died our separate 
deatlis. 

And left no greater mark than drops 
which rain 

Upon the unwrinkled sea. Those hosts 
whidi fell 

Before the Seman gate upon the ^and. 
Nor found a bard to sing their liite* 
left 
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Their bones to dogs and kites-—were 
they more blest 

Than we who, in the people's sight 
before 

Iliam's unshattered towers, lay down 
to die 

Our swift miraculous death? Dear 
sons, and good, 

Dear children of my love, now doubly 
dear 

For this our common sorrow ; suffer¬ 
ing binds 

Not gyves of pain alone, but fa<-hions 
for us 

A qlioin of purest gold, which though 
withdrawn 

Or felt no longer, knits ’twccji soul and 
soul. 

Indissoluble bonds, and draws our 
lives 

So dose, that though the individual life 

Be merged, there springs a common 
life whidi grows 

To such dread beauty, as has power to 
take 

The sting from sorrow, and transform 
the pain 

Into transcendent joy; as from the 
storm 

The unearthly rainbow draws its 
myriad hues 

And steeps the world in fairness. All 
oar lives 

Are notes that fade and sink, and so 
oxemeiged 

In the full harmony of Being. Dear 
sems, 

Clhig doser to me. Life nor Deatl) 

dor lives asunder, as for some, but 
dntliB 

Their Mamie sHaiids tt^getl^r in a 
fctot " 
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Closer than Life itself, stronger than 
Death, 

Insoluble as Fale.*^ 

Then they three dung 
Together—the strong fathv and young 
sons, 

And in their loving eyes I saw the 
Pain 

Fade into Joy, Suffering in Beauty lost. 
And Death in Love ! 


By a still sullen pool, 
lull) its dark depths gazing, lay the 
ghost 

Whom next I passed. In form, a 
comely youth, 

Scarce passed from boyhootl. Golden 
curls were his, 

And w'idc blue eyes. 'I'he semblance 
of a smile 

Came on his lip—a girl’s but for the 
down 

Which hardly shaded it; but the pale 
check , 

Was soft as any maiden’s, and his robe 
Was virginal, and at hi.s breast he bore 
The perfumed amber cup which, when 
March comes, 

Gems the dry woods and windy wolds, 
and speaks 
The resurrection. 

Looking up, he said: 
“ Methought I saw her then, ray love, 
iny fair. 

My beauty, my ideal; the dim clouds 
Lifted, methought, a little—or was it 
Fond Faoqr only ? For I know that 
here 

No sunbeam cleaves the twilight, luit 
a mist 
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Creeps over all the sky anU fields and 
pools, 

And blots them ; and I know I seek in 
vain 

My earth'SOught beauty, nor can Fancy 
bring 

An answer to my thought from these 
blind depth's 

And unawakened skies. Yet has use 
made 

'I'he quest so precious, that 1 keep it 
here. 

Well knowing it is vain. 

On the old earth 

'Twas otherwise, when in fair Thes¬ 
saly 

I walked regardless of all nymphs wlio 
sought 

My love, but sought in vain, whether 
it were 

Dryad or Naiad from the w^kkIs or 
streams, 

Or white-rol>ed Orc.ad fleeting on the 
side 

Of fair Olympus, echoing l»ack iny 
sighs. 

In vain, for through the mountains day 
by day 

I wandered, and along the foaming 
brooks. 

And by the pine-woods dry, and never 
tCK»k 

A khou^t for love, nor ever 'mid the 
throng 

Of loving nymphs who knew me l>eau‘ 
tiful 

t dallied, nnregarding; till they said 

Some died for love of me, who loved 
not one. 

And yet 1 cared not, wandering still 
alone 

Amid the moontains hy the scented 

opines* * 


Til! one fair day, when all the hills 
were still, 

Nor any breeze made murmur through 
the boughs. 

Nor cloud was on the heavens, I 
wandered slow, 

Leaving the nymphs who fain with 
dance and sung 

Had kept me 'midst the gladc'i, and 
.strayed away 

Among the pines, enwrapt in fantasy, 

And by the bccchen dcll'i which clothe 
the feet 

Of fail 01)mpiis, wr.ipt in fantasy, 

Weaving the thin and unembodied 
shapc-s 

Which Fancy loves to body forth, and 
leave 

I n marble or in song ; and so strayed 
down 

To a low sheltered vale aliovc the 
plains. 

Where the lush grass grew thick, and 
the slrc.am stayed 

Its gariulous tongue; and last u}>on 
the bank 

Of a still pool 1 wame, w’here was no 
flow 

Of water, but the depths were clear as 
air, 

And nothing but the silvery gleaming 
side 

Of tiny fishes stirred. There lay 1 
down 

Upon the flowery bank, and scanned 
the deep, 

Half in a W'oking dream. 

Then swift there rose. 

From those endianted depths, a foee 
more fair 

Than ever I had dreaibt tXt and 1 knevr 

My sweet long-sought ideal: the thick 
curls. 
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Like these, were golden, and the white 
robe showe<1 

Like thb; but for the wondrous eyes 
and lips, 

The tender loving glance, the sunny 
smile 

Upon the rosy mouth, these knew I 
not, 

' Not even in dreams; and yet I seemed 
to trace 

Myself within them too, as u ho should 
find 

His former self expunged, and him 
transformed 

To some high thin ideal, separate 

From what he was, by some invisible 
bar, 

Ami yet the same in difference. As I 
moved 

My arms to clasp her to me, lo ! she 
moved 

Her eager arms to mine, smiled to my 
smile, 

Looked love to love, arid answered 
longing eyes 

With longing. When my full heart 
burst in words, 

'Dearest, I love thee,’lo ! the lovely 
lips, 

'Dearest, I love thee,* sighed, and 
through the air 

The lovedom echo rang. But when 1 
longed 

To answer kiss with kiss, and stooped 
my lips 

To her. sweet lips in that long thrill 
which strains 

Soul unto soul, the cold lymph came 
between 

And 'ddlled our love, ond kept os 
separate sotds 

Which iii^ would mingle, and the self* 
sane heaven ' 


Rose, a blue vault above us, and no 
shade 

Of earthly thing obscured us, as we 
lay 

Two reflex souls, one and yet different, 

Two sundered souls longing to be 
nt one. 

There, all day long, until the light was 
gone 

And took my love away, I lay and 
loved 

The image, and when night was come, 
' Farewell,’ 

I w'liis})cred, and .she whisjtered iMick, 
' Farew’ell,' 

With oh, such yearning 1 Many a day 
we sjient 

r>y tliat clear pool together all day long. 

And many a clouded hour on the wet 
grass 

I lay iKnieath the rain, and saw her not, 

And sickened for her; and sometimes 
the pool 

Was thick with flood, and hid her; and 
sometimes 

Some cold wind ?dru filed those clear 
wells, and left 

But gUmps€» of her, and I rose at eve 

Unsatisfied, a cold chill in my limbs 

And fever at my heart: until, too soon! 

The summer faded, and the skim were 
hid, 

And my love came not, but a quench* 
less thirst 

Wasted my life. And all the winter 
long 

The Isright son shone net, or the thick 
-ribbed ice 

Obscured her, and 1 pined for her, ami 
knew 

My life ebb from me, till 1 grew too 
weak 
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To seek her, fearing I should sec no 
more 

My dear. And so the long dead winter 
waned 

And the slow spring came hack. 

And one blithe day, 

When life was in the woods, and the 
birds sang. 

And soft airs fanned the hills, 1 knew 
again 

Some gleam of hope within me, and 
again 

With feeble limb.s crawled forth, an«l 
felt the spring 

Blossom within me; and the flower- 
starred glades, 

The bursting trees, the building nesl-^, 
the songs, 

The hurry of life revived me; and I 
crept, 

(Ihost like, amid the joy, until I flung 

My panting frame, and weary nerveless 
limbs, 

Down by the cold still pool. 

And lo ! I sniv 

My love once more, not beauteous ns 
of old, 

But oh, how changed ! the fair young 
cheek grown pule. 

The great eyes, larger than of yore, 
gose forth 

With a sod yearning look ; and a great 
pain 

And {dty took me which were more 
than love, 

Aftd with a loud and waiting voice I 
oried, 

* Dearest, I coroe again. I pine for 
thee,’ 

And swift she answered badk, * I pine 
for thee; ’ 

*Coihe 4o neKoh, my own,’ I cried, 
end she—; 


Come* to me, oh, my own. Then 
w'ith a cry 

Of love I joined myself lo her, and 
plunged 

Beneath the icy surface with a kbs. 
And fainted, and am here. 

And now, indeed, 

I know not if it was myself I sought. 
As some tell, or another. For I hold 
That what we seek is but our other 
self, 

Other and higher, neither wholly like 
Nor wholly different, the lialMife the 
gods 

Retained when half was given—one 
I the man 

I And one the woman ; and I longed to 
' round 

'Fhe imperfect essence by its comple¬ 
ment. 

For only thus the perfect life stands forth 
Whole, self-sufficing. Worse it is to 
live 

Ill-mated than imperfect, and to move 
From a false centre, not a perfect 
sphere, 

But with a crooked bias sent oblique 
Athwart life’s furrows. ’Twns myself, 
indeed, 

Thus only that 1 sought, that lovers use 
To see in that they love, not that 
which is. 

But that their fancy feigns, and view 
themselves 

KcHecied in their love, yet glorified. 
And finer and moie pure. 

WherdTore it is: 
All love which finds its own Meal mate 
Is happy-«-happy that which gives itself 
Unto il^f, and keeps, through long 
calm years, 

The tranquil imt^e in Us i^es, md 
knows 
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FulfUment and is blest* and day by 
day 

Wcais love like a while 6owei, nor 
holds it less 

Though sharp winds bile, or hot suns 
fade, or age 

Sully its ))errect whiteness, bul inhales 

Its iragiancc, atid glad. Hut happier 
still 

lie who long seeks a high goal un- 
attained, 

And wearies for it all his days, nor 
knows 

Possession sate his thiiat, bul still 
pursues 

Tile fleeting loveliness—-now seen, now 
lost, 

But evermore grown fairer, till at Iasi 

lie stretches forlh his arms and takes 
the fair 

In one long lapturc, and its name is 
Death.” 

Thus he ;‘and seeing me stand grave : 
** Farewell. 

If ever thou shouldst happen on a wood 

In Thessaly, upon the plain-ward spins 

Of fair Olympus, take the path wliich 
winds 

Through the close vale, and thou shall 
see the pool 

Where once 1 found my life. And if 
in Spring 

Thou go there, round the margin thou 
shall know 

These amber blooms liend meekly, 
smiling down 

Upon the crystal surface. Pluck them 
not* 

But kneel a Uttle while, and breathe a 
prayer 

'To the fair fopd of JLovse, and let them 
be. 


Fut in those tender flowers is hid the 
life 

That once was mine. All things are 
bound in one 

In earth and heaven,^i.or is there any 
gulf 

’Twixl things that live,—the flower that 
w'as a life, 

The life that is a flower,but one sure 
chain 

Binds iill, ns now I know. 

If there aie still 

Pair Oicadfi on the hilln, say to Ukui, 
s-ir, 

They inu'd no longer pine for me, but 
litid 

Soma \sorthier lover, who can lt>vc 
again ; 

For I liave found iny love.” 

And to the pool 

lie turned, and ga/cd with divaming 
eyes, and showed 

Fair as an angel. 


Leaving him enwrapt 

In musings, to a gloomy pass 1 came 

Bctw’ccn dark rocks, where scarce ~a 
gleam of light, 

Not even the niggard light of that dim 
land, 

Might enter; and the soli was black 
and bare, 

Nor even the thin growths wliicli 
scarcely clothed 

The higher fields might Uv& Hard by 
a cave 

Which sloped down steeply to Hie lowest 
depths, 

Whence dreadful sounds ascended, 
seated still. 
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tier head ujion her hands, 1 saw a 
inn id 

With eyes fixed on the ground—not 
I'artnrus 

It was, but Hades; and site knew no 
pain, 

Kxcept her ))ainful thought. Yet there 
it seemed, 

As here, the unccjual measure which 
awaits 

The adjustment, and meanwhile, in¬ 
spires the strife 

Which rears life’s palace walls ; and 
fills the sail 

Which bears our bark across unfatiiomed 
seas, 

T<i its last harbour; this prt,'vaile<l 
there too, 

And ’iwas a luckless shade uhicli sal 
and wept 

Amid the gloom, though blamcle!>s. 
Suddenly, 

She raised her head, and lo ! the long 
curls, writhed, 

Tangled, and snake-like—as tlic drip¬ 
ping hair 

Of a dead girl who freed from life and 
shame, 

From out the cruel wintry flow, is 
laid 

Stark on the snow wi^h dreadful staring 
eyes 

Like here. For when she raised her 
eyes to mine. 

They chilled my blood, so great a w'oe 
they bore; 

And as she gazed, wide-eyed, I knew 
miy pulse 

Beat slow, and my limbs stiffen, 'flien 
they wore, 

At length, a softer look, and life revived 

WithiB my breast as thus she so'tly 
spoke j * 


**Nay, friend, I would not harm 
thee. 1 have known 
Great sorrow, and sometimes it racks 
me still. 

And turns me into stone, and makes 
my eyes 

As dreadful as of yore; and yet it 
comes 

But seldom, as thou sawest, now, for 
I'ime 

And Death have healing hands. Only 
1 love 

To sit within the d.arkness here, nor 
face 

The tlirong of happier ghosts; if any 
ghu*it 

Of happiness come here. For on the 
earth 

They wronged me bitteiiy, and turned 
to stone 

My heart, till scarce I knew if e*er 1 was 
I 'riie happy girl of yore. 

’i'hat youth who dreams 
Up yonder by the margin of the lake. 
Knew but a cold ideal love, Iml me 
Love in unearthly guise, but bodily 
form, 

Seized and betrayed. 

1 was a priestess once, 
Of stem Athene, doing day by day 
Due worship; raising, every dawn that 
came, 

My cold pure hymns lo take her virgin 
ear; 

Xur sporting with the joyous company 
Of youths and maids, who at the neigh¬ 
bouring shrine 

Of Aphroditf served. Nor dance nor 
song 

Allured me, nor the pleasant days, of 
youth 

And twil^hts ’mid the vines. Th^ 
held me cold 
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Who were my hrieads iu childhood. 
For my soul 

Was virginali and at the virgin shrine 
1 knelt, athirst for knowledge. Day by 
day 

The long cold ritual sped, the liturgies 
Were done, the barren hymns of praise 
went up 

Before the goddess, and the ecstasy 
Of faith possessed me wholly, till almost 
1 knew not 1 was woman. Vet 1 knew 
That I was fair to see, and 6t to share 
Some natural honest love, and bear the 
' load 

Of children like the rest; only my soul 
Was lost in higher yearnings. 

Like a god, 

lie burst upon those jxilUd lifeless days, 
Bringing fresh airs and salt, as from 
the sea, 

And wrecked my life. How should a 
virgin know 

Deceit, who never at the joyous shrine 
or Cypris knelt, but ever lived apart, 
And so grew guilty? For if I had 
spent 

My days among the throng, either my 
fault 

Were blameless, or undone. For 
innocence 

The tempter spreads his net, For- 
innocence 

The gods keep oil thejr terrors. Inno> 
cence 

It is that bears riie burden, which for 
^ilt 

Is Ijgbtesied, and the spoiler goes his 
way, 

Uncarii^, joyous, leaving her alone. 
The victim and unfriended. 

Was it just 

in her, my mistress, who had had my 
youths 


To wreak such vengeance on me? I 
had erred, 

it may be ; but on him, whose was the 
guilt, 

No heaven-sent veng^nce lighted, but 
he hpe<l 

Away to other hearts across the deep, 

Caa'ic»s and free i but me, the cold 
stern eyes 

Of the pure goddess withered; and the 
scorn 

or maids, despised before, and the 
great blank 

Of love, this wrung my heart, whose 
love was gone, 

And froze my blood; set on my brow 
despair. 

And turned my gaze to stone, and filled 
my eyes 

With horror, and stiffened the soft 
curls which once 

Lay smooth and fair into such snake' 
like rings 

As made my aspect fearful. All who 
saw. 

Shrank from me and grew cold, and 
felt the warm. 

Full tide of life freSne in them, seeing 
in me 

Love’s work, who sat wrapt up and 
lost in shame, 

As in a cloak, consuming my own heart. 

And was in bell already. As they gazed 

Upon me, my despair looked forth so 
cold 

From out my eyes, that if some spoiler 
came 

Fresh from his wickedness, and looked 
on them, 

Their glare would strike him dead; and. 
(hose fair curls 

Wliich once the accursed toyed with, 
grew to be 
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The poisonous things thou see^t; and 
so, with hale 

Of man’s injustice and the gods’, who 
knew 

Me blameless, and yet punished me; 
and stek 

Of Itfe and love, and loathing earth 
and sky, 

And feeding on my sorrow, Hate at last 

Left me a Fury. 

Ah, the load of life 

Which lives for hatred ! We aic made 
to love— 

We women, and the injury which turns 

'n»e honey of our lives to gall, lians- 
forms 

'I'hc angel to the fiend. For it is 
sweet 

To know the dreadful sense of strength, 
and smile 

And leave the tyrant dead with a 
glance ; ay ! &w'cet, 

In that fierce lust of power, to slay the 
life 

Which harmed nut, when the sup¬ 
pliants’ cry ascends 

To cars which hate has deafenctl. So 
I lived 

Long time in misery; to my sleepless 
eyes 

No healing slumbers coming ; but at 

lei^h, 

Zetts and the goddess pitying, 1 knew 

SoA rest once more veiling my dreadful 
gose 

In peaceful slambers. Then a bl :sited 
^«an) 

I dreamt. Fc»^, 1« 1 a god-Hke knight 
in mail 

gold, who shmed with lus keen 
flashing blade} 

With sdUee a |Mti^ of pain^ the vuage 
jpold 


Which loo great sorrow left me; at one 
stroke 

Clean from the trunk, and then o’er 
land and sea, 

Invit-ible, sped with winged heels, to 
where, 

Upon a sea worn ca[>e, a fair young 
maid. 

More blameless even tluin I was, 
chained and bound, 

Walled a niori.ster from the deep and 
*it(X)d 

In innocent nakedness. Then, as he 
rose, 

Lo.athsomc, from out the depths, a 
monslious growth, 

A cieature wholly serpent, partly man. 

The wrongs that I liad known, slrunger 
than death, 

Rose up with such black hate in me 
again, 

And wreathed such hissing puiaoii 
through my hair, 

And shot such deadly glances from my 
eyes, 

'i'hat nought that saw might live. And 
the vile worm 

Was slain, and she delivered. Thet> I 
dreamt 

My mistress, wirom I thought, so stem 
to me, 

Athene, set those dreadful staring eyes, 

And that despairing visage,on her shield 

Of chastity, and brars it evermore 

To fright the w'averer from the wrong 
he would, 

And strike the utirepenting spoiler, 
dead.” 

Then for a little paused she, while 1 
saw 

Again her eyes grow dreadful, lill 
mice more, 
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And with a softer glance : 

** From that blest dream 

1 woke not on the earth, but only here. 

And now my pain is lightened since I 
- know 

My dream, which was a dream within 
the dream 

Which is our life, fulfilled. And I have 
saved 

Another through my suffering, and 
through her 

A people. Oh, strange chain of sacri¬ 
fice, 

That binds an innocent life, and from 

.. its blood 

And sorrow works out joy! < >h, 

mysier)' 

Of pain and evtU wrong gioun salu* 
tary, 

And mighty to redeem! If thou 
shouldst see 

A woman on the earth, who pays to¬ 
day 

Like penalty of sin, and the new gods 

(For after Saturn, Zeus ruled ; after 
him 

It may be there are others) love to take 

The tender heart of girlhood, and to J 
immure 1 

Within a cold and cloistered cell the < 
life 

Which nature meant to bless, and if 
Love come 

Hold her accursid ; or to some poor i 
maid, 

Forlcvn and trusting, still the tempter 
comes 

And wmks his wrong, and leaves her 
in despair 

And sh a m e and all abhorrence, while 
he goes 

M» way tttpnititbad,*^ thou know 
her tjt» 


Freeze thee like mine—>cdi! bid her 
lose her pain 

In succouring others—say to her that 
Time 

And Death have heating hands, and 
here there comes 

'l”o the forgiven transgressor only pain 

ICnougli to cha»tcn joy 1 ” 

And a soft tear 

1'rembled within her e}’eK, and her 
sweet gaze 

Was a.s the Magdalen's, the horror 
gone 

And a groat radiance come. 


Then as 1 pas-scil 

To upper air, I saw two figures rise 

Together, one a woman with a grave 

Fail' face not all unhappy, and the 
robes 

And piesiencc of a queen; ami w iih 
her walked 

The fairest youth that ever maiden’s 
dream • 

Conceived. And as they came, the 
throng of ghosts, 

For these who were not wholly ghosts, 
arose, 

And did them homage. Not the Ismci 
' of love 

Bound them, but such calm kinship as 
is bred 

Of long and difficuU pilgrimages borne 

Through common perils by two souls 
which share 

A common weary exile. Nor as ghosts 

These showed, but ratber like two lives 
which htti^ 

Suspended in a tzance. A halo of 
life 
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PUyed round them, and they brought 
a sweet brisk air 

Tasting of earth and heaven, like 
sojourners 

Who stayed but for awhile, and knew 
a swift 

ileleasc await them. First the youth 
it HOh 

WJio spake thus as tliey passed: I 

“ Dicad Queen, once more 

1 feel life stir within me, and my blood 

Run faster, \^ilc a (il’W strange cycle 
turns 

And grows completed. Soon on the 
dear earth, 

Under the lively light of fuller day, 

I shall revive me of my wound ; and 
thou, 

Passing with me yon cold and lifeless 
stream, 

And the grim monster who will fawn 
on thee, 

Shnlt issue in royal pomp, and wreathed 
with flowers, 

Upon.the chcerCul earth, leaving behind 

A deeper winter for the ghosts who 
dwell 

Within these sunless haunts; and I 
shall lie 

Once more within loved arms, and thou 
shah see 

lliy early home, and kiss thy mother’s 
cheek. 

And be a girl again. But not for long; 

For ere the bounteous Autumn sjircads 
her hues 

Of gold and purpk, a told voice will 
coll 

And bfing us to these wintry lands once 
more. 

As eret so oftmi. Blest are we, indeed. 

Above the rest, and yet 1 would I kneMr 

The careless of old. 


For in hot youth, 

Oh, it was sweet to greet the balmy 
night 

That was love’s nurse, and feci the 
weary eyes 

Closed by soft kisses,—sweet at early 
dawn 

To wake refreshed and, scarce from 
loving aVms 

’.Scaping, to ride afield, with winding 
horn. 

By dewy heath and brake, and taste 
the fair 

Young breath of early morning ; and 
’twas sweet 

i'o chase the bounding quarry all day 
long 

With mygooil hounds and trusty steed, 
and gay 

Young comrades of my youth, and with 
the eve 

To turn home laden with the spoil, and 
take 

The banquet which awaited, and sweet 
wine 

Poured out, and kisses pressed on 
laving Ups; 

Circled by snowy arms. Oh, it was 
sweet 

To be alive and young I 

For sure it is 

The gods gave not quick pulses and 
hot blood 

And strength and beauty for no end, 
but would 

That we should use them wisely ; and 
the fair, 

Sweet mbiress of my service was, 
indeed, 

Worthy of all observance. Oh, her 
eyes 

When I lay bleeding! All di^ loitg 
we rode, 
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! and my youthful p&er«, with horse 
and houndf 

And knew the of swift pursuit and 
toil 

And peril. At the last, a fierce lioar 
turned 

At bay, and with his gleaming tusks 
overthrew 

My steed, and as I fell upon the 
flowers, 

Pierced me as with a sword. 'PhcTi, 
as I lay, 

I knew the strange slow chill w Inch, 
steah’ng, tells 

The young that it is death. Yet knew 
I not 

Or pnin or fear, only great pity, indeed, 

That she should lose her love, who was 
so fond 

And gracious. But when, lifting my 
dim gaze, 

I saw her bend o'er me,—the lovely 
eyes 

Suflused with tears, nn<} her sweet 
smile replaced 

By sweeter sorrow,—-for a while I 
stayed 

Lifers ebbing tide, and raised my colil, 
white lips, 

With a faint smile, to hers. Then, 
with a kiss— 

One long last kiss, we mingled, and 1 
knew 

No more, 

Buittven in death, so strong is Love, 

1 could not wholly die j and year by 
year, 

When ^ flowered Spring returns, and 
tim earth lives, 

tiove opens these dread gales, and calls 
tne forth 

Across Bie gulf. Not here, indeed, she 
cornea, 
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Being a goddess and in heaven, but 
smooths 

My path to the old earth, where still I 
know 

Once more the dear h.si days, and once 
again 

Blossom on that soft breast, and am 
.again 

A youth, and mpt in love ; and yet 
not all 


As 


careless as of yore : but 
know 


seem to 


The early spring of passion, tamed by 
time 


And suflering, to a c.ilmcr, fuller flow, 

1-ess fitful, hut more strong.” 

'I'hen ftie sad ( tueen; 

“ Fail youth, thy lot I know, for I am 
old * 

.\s the old earth and yet as young 
as is 

The budding spring, and I wa«i here a 
Qtieen, 

When Love was m»t or Time, and to 
my arms 

Thou earnest as a little child, to dwell 

Within the halls of Death, for without 
Death 

There were nor Birth nor Love, nor 
would Life yearn 

T(i lose itself within another life, 

And dying, to be born. I, too, have 
died 

For love in part, and live s^ain through 
love; 

For in the far-off years, when Time 
was young. 

And Love unborn on earth, and /cus 
in heaven 

Ruled, a young sovereign; I, a maiden, 
dwelt 


With loved Demetcr on the sunny 
plains 
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Of our own Sicily. There, day by day, 
I Kported with my playmate goddesses, 
In virgin freedom. Budding age made 

m 

Our lightsome feet, and on the flowery 
slopes 

\Vc wandered daily, gathering flowers 
to we.ive 

In careless garlands for our locks, and 
passed 

'rhe days in innocent glad ness. Thought 
of Lovf’ 

There came not to w, for ns yet the 
earth 

Was virginal, nor yet had F.ros come 
With his delicious pain. 

And one fair morn— 
Not nil the ages blot it—on the side 
Of Aitna we wcrc^’ltraying. There wms 
then 

Suntmer nor winter, springtide nor the 
time 

Of harvest, but the soft unfailing sun 
Shone always, and the sowing time was 
one 

With reaping; fruit and flow'er together 
glowed 

Upon the trees; and blade and ripened 
car 

Together clothed the plains. There, 
as 1 strayed, 

Sudden a black doud down the rugged 
side 

Of i9^4na, mixed with fire and dreailful 
sound 

Of thundet, rolled around me, and 1 
heard 

The maids who were my feOows turn 
and flee 

ya^dk sltridcs and cries for me« 

But 1,1 knew 
Ko terror while, the god o’etshadowed 
h»c. 


Hiding my life in his, nor when I wept, 

My flowers all withered, and my blood 
ran slow 

Within a wintry land. Some voice 
there was 

Which said, *Fcar not. Thou shall 
return and see 

Thy mother again, only a little while 

F.atc wills that thou shuuldst tairy, and 
become 

Oucen of another world. Thou secst 
that all 

Thy flowers nre faded. They shall live 
again 

On earth, ns thou shall, as thou livest 
now 

The Life of Death—for what is Death 
hut Life 

Suspcnde^l as in sleep? ITie primal 
rule 

Where life was constant, and the sun 
overhead, 

Blazed forth unchanging, changes and 
is hidden 

Awhile. This region which thou secst, 
where all 

The trees are lifeless, and the flowers 
arc dead, 

Is but the self-same earth on which 
erewhile 

Thou sjwtedst fancy free.’ 

So, withwt fear 

I wandered on this bare land, seeing for 

Upon the sky the peaks of my own hills 

And crests of my own wo^s. Till, 
when 1 grew 

Hungered, ere yet another form 1 saw; 

Along the silent alleys journeying, 

And leafless groves; a foir a^ mystic 
tree 

Rose like a heart in shape, and Vnid its 
leaves 

^One golden mystic fruit with a fm seed 
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Hid in it This, with childish hand, 1 
took 

And ote. and stiaight I knew the tree 
was Life, 

And the fruit Death, and the hid seed 
was Love. 

All, sweet stiangc fruit! tlic whith 
if any taste 

They may no longer keep their lives of 
old 

Or their own selves unchanged, hut 
some weird change 

And subtle alchemy comes which can 
transmute 

Tlic blood, and mould the spiiits of 
god< and men 

In some new magical form. Not as 
befoi c. 

Our life comes to us, themgh the passion 
cool:*, 

Nay, never as beftirc. My nmihci 
came 

Too late to seek me. She had power 
to KlisC 

A life from uui Death’s gra*p, but from 
the arms 

Of Love she might not take me, nor 
undo 

Love’s past for all her strength. She 
came and sought 

With fires her daughter over land ami 
tea, 

Beyond the paths of all the set^g stars. 

In vain, and over all the eac^in vain. 

Seeking whom love disguised. Then 
on ill lands 

She ca«t the spell of barrenness: the 
wheat 

Was bl^hted in Che ear, the ptir|)le 
grapes 

Bloshed no more on the vines, and all 
the gods 


Were sorrowful, seeing the load of ill 
My rape had laid on men. Last, Zeus 
himself, 

Pitying the evil that was done, sent forth 
His messenger beyond the western liiii 
To fetch me back to enith. 

But not the same 
lie found me who had eaten of Love's 
seed, 

But changed into another: nor could 
Ills power 

Picvail to keep me wholly on the earth, 
Ui make me maid again. The wintry 
life 

L homelier uneti than the summer blaze 
Of hai>[)iness unclouded; so, when 
Spring 

Comes on the woild, I, coming, cioss 
With (lice, 

Year after year, the cruel icy stream; 
And leave lhisflnxiou» sceptic and ihc 
shades 

Of llioac in h*‘U, or those for wluiin, 
though blest, 

No Spring comes, till the last grc.at 
Spring which lirings 
New heavens and > pew earth ; and lay 
my head 

Upon my mother's bosom, and glow 
young, 

And am a girl again. 

A soft air breathes 
Across the stream and fills these laiiren 
fields 

With the sweet odours of the cartli. I 
know 

Again the perfume of the violets 
Which bloom on Aetna’s side. Soon 
wc shall pass 

Together to our home, while round our 
feet 

The crocus flames like gold, the wind* . 
flowers white 
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Wave their soft petals on the hreese, 
and all 

The choir of flowers lift up iheir silent 
song 

To the unclouded heavens. Thou, fair 
boy, 

Shalt lie within thy love’s white arms 
again, 

And 1 within my mother’s. Sweet is Love 

In ceasing and renewal; nay, in these 

It lives and has its being. Thou couldsl 
not keep 

'I'hy youth as now, if always on the 
breast 

Of love too late a lingeier th<>u luul.st 
known 

Possession sate thee* Nor might 1 have 
kept 

My mothei s heart, if I had lived to ripe 

And wither on the stalk. Time calls 
and Change 

Commands both men and gods, and 
s{>eids us on 

Wc know not whither; but the old 
earth smiles 

Spring after Spring, and the seed biusi'* 
again 

Out of its prison mould, and the dead 
lives 

Renew themselves, and riM: aloft and 
soar 

And are transformed, clothing them¬ 
selves with change 

Till the last change be done.” 

As thus she spake, 

1 saw a gleam of ]i|^t flash from the eyes 

Of nil the Itstenlng shades, and a great 
joy 

’ittrill thttHigh the realms of Deaths 


And then again 

A youthful shade I saw, a comely boy, 

With lip and cheek just touched w'ith 
manly down. 

And strong limbs wearing Spring ; m 
mien and garb 

A youthful chieftain, with a |icrfect face 

Of fresh young licauty, clustered curls 
divine, 

And (.hisellcd features like a sculptured 

g^Kl, 

Jlut warm an<l breathing life ; only the 
eyes. 

The fair large eyes, were full of dream- 
ing thought, 

And seemed to gaze beyond the world 
of sight, 

On a hid world of lieauty. Him I 
stayed. 

Accosting with soft word.s of courtesy ; 

Ami, on a l>ajik of scentless flowers 
reclined, 

lie answered thus: 

Not for the garinh sun 

I long, nor for the splendours of high 
noon 

In this dim land I languish ; for i»f 
yore 

Full often, when the swift chase swept 
along 

Through the brisk morn, or when my 
comrades called 

I'o wrestling, or the foot-race, or to 
cleave 

The sunny stream, I lovedi to walk 
apart. 

Self-centred, sole; and when the 
laughing girh 

To some fair stripling’s oaten melody 

Made ready for the dance, 1 heeded 
n<K; 

Kor when to the loud trmnpet'e blast 
and blare 
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My peers rode forth to battle. For, 
one eve* 

In Latnios, after a long day in June, j 
1 stayed to rest me on a sylvan hill, 
Where often youth and maid were wont 
- to meet 

Toward nioonrise; and deep slumber 
fell on me 

Musing on I.ove, just as the ruddy orb 
Rose on the lucid night, set in a frame 
Of blooming myrtieand sharp tremuIou'< 
plane; 

Oeep .slumber fell, and loosed my limbs 
ill rest. 

Then, as the full orb poised upon the 
peak, 

'I'here came a lovely vision of a maid, 
Who seemed to step as fiom a silvery 
skiff 

Out of the low-hung moon. No mortal 
form. 

Such as oftiimes of yore I knew and 
clasped 

At twilight 'mid llie vines at the mad 
feast 

Of Dionysus, or the fair maids coI<I 
Who streamed in white processions to 
the shrine 

Of the chaste Virgin Goddess ; but a 
shape 

Richer and yet more pure. No thinnest 
veil 

T 

Obscured her ; but each exquisite limb 
revealed, 

She seemed an ivory statue subtly 
wrought 

By u gieit sculptor on the architrave 
Of some high temple-front-—only in her 
Hie form was soft and loving, breath¬ 
ing Hfb, 

And tender. As f seemed to gaze on 


Nearer she drew and -gazed ; and as 1 
lay 

Supine, beneath her spell, the radiance 
stooped 

And kis!»ed me on the lips, a chaste, 
sweet kiss. 

Which drew my spirit with it. So 1 
slept 

Each night upon the bill, until the 
Dawn 

Came in Iha golden chariot from the East, 

And chased my Love away. But ever 
thus 

Dissolved in love as in a heaven-sent 
dream. 

Whenever the bright circle of the moon 

Climbed from the hills, whether in leafy 
June 

Or harvest-tide, or when they leapt and 
pressed 

Red-thighed the spouting must, 1 
walked apart 

From all, and took no thought for 
mortal maid, 

Nor nimble joys of youth; but night 
by night 

I stole, when all were sleeping, to the 
hill. 

And slumliered and was blest; until I 
grew 

Posscst by love so deep, 1 seemed to 
live 

In slumliers only, while the waking day 

Showed faint a.s any vision. 

So I grew 

Paler and feebler with the months, and 
climbed 

The steep with lalioured steps and 
difficult breath, 

But still 1 climbed. Ay, though the 
wintry frost 

Chained fast the streams and whitened 
all the fields, 
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1 KHight my mistress through the leaftesu 
groves, 

And slumbered and was happy, till the 
dawn 

Ketuming found me stretched out, cold 
and stark, 

With life's fire nigh burnt out. Till 
one clear night, 

When the birds shivered in the pines, 
and all 

The inner heavens stood open, lo I she 
came. 

Brighter and kinder still, and kissed 
my eyes 

And half«closed lips, and drew my soul 
through them, 

And in one precious ecstasy dissolved 

My life. And thenceforth, ever on the 
hill 

I lie unseen of man; a cold, white form, 

Still young, through all the ages; but 
my soul, 

Wearing this thin presentment of old 
days, 

Walks this dim land, where never 
moonrise comes, 

Nor day«l»reak, but a twilight waiting¬ 
time, 

No more; and, ah 1 how weary t Yet 
1 judge 

My lot a higher far than his who spends 

llis youth on swift hot pleasure, quickly 
past; 

Or theirs, my equals', who through tong 
calm years 

Grew sleek in dull content of wedded 
lives 

And fidr-grown offiipring. Many a day 
for them, 

'^iBtBe I was wandering here, and my 
bones bleached 

Upon tbe locks, the sweet autumnal 

SUB 


Beamed, and the grapes grew purjde. 
Many a day 

Th^ heap^ up gold, they knelt at 
festivals, 

They waxed in high report and fame of 
men. 

They gave their girls in roaniage; while 
for me 

Upon the untrodden peaks, the cold, 
grey mom, 

The snows, the rains, the winds, the 
untempered blaze, 

Beat year by year, until I turned (o 
stone, 

.\nd the great eagles shrieked at me, 
and wheeled 

Affrighted. Yet I judge it belter 
indeed 

To seek in life, as now I know I sought, 

Some fair impossible Love, which slays 
our life, 

Some fair ideal raused too high for man; 

And failing to grow nuid, and cease to 
be, 

Than to decline, as they do who have 
found 

Braid-paunched content and weal and 
happiness; 

And so an end. For one day, as 1 
know, 

The high aim unfulfilled fblfils itself; 

The deep, unsatisfied thirst ia satisfied; 

And through this twilight, broken 
suddenly, 

The inmost heaven, the lucent stars of 
God. 

The Moon of Love, the Sun of Life 
and I, 

I Who pine here—I on the Latmian hili 

Shall soar aloft and find them.'* 

With the word. 

There beamed a shaft of dawn athwari 
the skies. 
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And suwtu^c tlie tentiael thrtuit within 
the yew 

Sang out leveillii to the hoitB of day, 
Soldierly; and the pomp and rash of life 
Began once more, and left me there 
alone 

Amid the awaking world. 


Nay, not alone. 

One fair shade lingered in the fuller day. 

The last to come, when now my dream 
had grown 

l^alf mixed with waking thoughts, as 
grows a dream 

In summer mornings when the broader 
light 

Dazzles the sleeper*s eyes; and is most 
fair 

Of all and best remembered, and 
becomes 

Part of our waking life, when older 
dreams 

Grow fainter, and are fled. So this 
remained 

The fairest of the visions that I knew. 

Moat precious and most dear. 

The increasing light 

Shone thre%h her, finer than the 
thinnest shades 

And yet most full of beauty; golden 
wings, 

From her fair shoulders springing, 
seemed to raise 

Her lastinless feet from the gross earth 
end lift 

Their weaier into air; and in her eyes 

Was such ftdr ghuice as comes from 

X^nfg ' ^mstened and triumphant. 

'Every soft 


Of Ufe had vanished ftfum her« and 
die showed 

As one who walks a mint alret^ <m 
earth. 

Virgin or mother, (mmortality 
Breathed from those radiant eyes which 
, yet had passed 
Between the gates of death. I seemed 
to hear 

The Soul of mortals speaking: 

** I was born 

Of a great race and mighty, and was 
grown 

Fair, as they said, end good, and kept 
a life 

Pure from all stain of passion. Love 
1 knew not, 

Who was absorbed in duty; and the 
Queen 

Of gods and men, seeing my life more 
calm 

Than human, hating my impassive heart. 
Sent down her perfect son in wrath to 
earth. 

And bade him break me. 

But when Eros came, 
It did repent him^of the task, for LoPe 
Is kin to Duty. , ' 

Ami within my life 

I knew miraculous change, and a soft 
flame 

Wherefrom the snows of Duly flushed 
to rose, ' 

And the chill icy depths of mind were 
stirred 

By a warm tide of ^usimi. Loti^ I 
lived 

Not knowing what had beefii nor re¬ 
cognized 

A Presence walking with me throu^ 
my life. 

As if by his fece and fbrv con¬ 
cealed; 
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A gracious voice alone, which none 
but I 

Might hear, susihined me, and its name 
was Love. 

Not as the earthly loves which throb 
and flush 

Round earthly shrines was mine, but 
a pure spirit. 

Lovelier than all embodied love, more 
pure 

And wonderful; but never on his eyes 
I looked, which still weie hidden, and 
I knew not 

The fashion of his nature; for by night, 
When visual eyes are blind, but the 
soul sees, 

Came he, and bade me think not to 
make search 

Or whence he came or wherefore. 
Nor knew 1 

llis name. And always ere the coming 
day, 

As if he were the Sun>god, lingering 
With some too well-loved maiden, he 
would rise 

And vanish until eve. But all my being 
Thrilled with my fair unearthly visitant 
To higher duty and more glorious meed 
Of action than of old, for it was Love 
That came to me, who might not know 
his name. 

Thus, ever rapt by dreams divine, 
I knew 

The scorn that comes from weaker 
souk, which miss, 

Behtg too low of nature, the great 
Revealed to others higher; nay, my 
nsters, 

Who being of one blood with me, made 
.ebdoe 

To Head the flowery ways of daily life, 


Grew jealous of me, bidding me take 
heed 

Lest haply ’twas some monstrous flend 
I loved, 

Such as in falile oftiimes sought and won 
The innocent hearts of maids. Long 
time 1 held 

My love too dear for doubt, who was 
.so sweet 

And losable. But*at the last the sneers, 
The mystery which hid him, the swift 
flight 

Before the coming dawn, the sha|>e 
uoncealed, 

The curious girlish heart, these worked 
on me 

With an unsatisfied thirst. Not his 
own words; 

* Dear, I am with thee only while I keep 
My visage hidden; and if thou once 
shouldst see 

My face, I must forsake thee: the 
high gods 

Link l.ove with Faith, and he with¬ 
draws himself 

From the full gaze of Knowledge’—• 
not even these 

Could cure me of my longing, or the fear 
Those mocking voices worked: who 
fain would learn 
The worst that might befifll. 

And one sad night, 
Just ere the day leapt from the hills 
and brought 

The hour when he should go: with 
tremulous hands. 

Lighting my midnight lamp in fear, I 
stood 

Long time uncertain, and at length 
turned round 

And gazed upon my love. HeUtyatle^ 
And oh, bow fair he was 1 The fficher* 
ing li^t 
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Fell on the fairest of the gods, stretched 
out 

In happy slumber. Looking on his 
locks 

Of gold, and faultless face and smile, 
and limbs 

Made perfect, a great joy and trembling 
took me j 

Who was most blest of women, and in 
awe 

And fear I stooped to kiss him. One 
warm drop— 

From the full lamp within my trembling 
Ivind, 

Or a glad tear from my too happy eyes. 

Fell on his shoulder. 

Then the god unclosed 

Ifis lovely eyes, and with great pity 
spake: 

‘ Farewell! There is no I/jvc except 
with Faith, 

And thine is dead! Farewell! 1 

come no more.’ 

And straightway from the hills the full 
red sun 

Leapt up, and as 1 clasped my love 
again, 

The lovely vision faded from his place, 

And came no more. 

']|||hen I, with breaking heart, 

Knowing my life laid waste by my own 
hand, 

Went forth and wttuld have sought to 
hide my life 

Within the stream of Death; but Death 
came not 

To aid. me who not yet was meet for 
Death. 

Theii that Love came not 

tmektom^ 

1 that tn the temples of the gods 

Ifapty tfe dwell, and so fiota fane to faM 


I wandered over earth, atid knelt in each, 

Enquiring for my Lovej and I would ask 

The priests and worshippers, *ls this 
Love's shrine ? 

Sirs, have you seerj the g*Kl?’ But 
never at alt 

I found him. For some answered, 

‘ This is called 

The Shrine of Knowledge; ’ and 
another, ‘ This, 

The Shrine of Beauty; ’ and another, 

‘ Strength; * 

And yet another, ‘Youth,’ And I 
would kneel 

And say a prayer to my Love, and rise 

And seek another. Long, o’er land 
and sea, 

I wandered, till. I was not young or fair, 

Grown wretched, seeking my lost Love; 
and last, 

Came to the smiling, hateful shrine 
where ruled 

The queen of earthly love and all 
delight, 

Cypris, hut knelt not there, but asked 
of one 

Who seemed he|r priest, if Eros dwelt 
with her. 

Tlien to the subtle-smiiing goddess’ 
self 

They led me. She with hatred in her 
eyes: 

‘What! thou to seek for Love, who 
art grown thin 

And pale with watching! He is not 
for thee. 

What Love is left for such? Thou 
didst despise 

Love, and didst dwell apart. Love 
sits within 

The young maid’s eyes, maki^ thmn 
beautiful. 
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Love is for youth, end joy, and happl* 
ness; 

And not for withered lives. Ho! 
bind her fast. 

Take her and set her to the vilest tasks, 
And bend her pride by solitude and 
tears, 

Who will not kneel to me, but dares to 
seek 

A disembodied love. My son has gone 
And left thee for thy fault, and tliou 
shall know 

The misery of my thralls. 

Then in her house 
They bound me to hard tasks and vile, 
and kept 

My life from honour, chained among 
her slaves 

And lowest ministers, taking despite 
And injury for food, and set to bind 
Their wounds whom she had tortured, 
and to feed 

The pitiful lives which in her prisons 
pent 

Languished in hopeless pain. There is 
no sight 

Of suffering but 1 saw it, and was .set 
To succour it; and all my woman’s 
lieart 

Was torn with the ineffable miseries 
Which love and life have worked; and 
dwelt long time 
In groonings and in tears. 

And then, oh joy \ 
Oh miracle t once more again at length 
I fidl LoVels arms around me, and the 
kiss 

Of liove upon my lips, and in the chill 
Of deepest prison cells, ’mid vilest tasks, 
The glow of hu sweM breath, and the 
warm touch 

Of hbi invisible hand, and his swe^ 


Ay, sweeter than of old, and ten* 
derer, 

Speak to me, pierce me, hold me, fold 
me round 

With arms Divine, till all the sordid 
earth 

Was hued like heaven, and Life's dull 
prison-house 

Turned to a golden palace, and those 
low task.s 

Grew to be higher works and nobler 
gains 

Than any gains of knowledge, and at 
last 

lie whis|iered softly, 'Dear, unclose 
tliioe eyes, 

Thou mayst look on me now. 1 go no 
more, 

But am thine own for ever.’ 

I’lien with wings 

Of gold we soared, 1 looking in his 
eyes, 

Over yon dark broad river, and this 
dim land, 

Scarce for an instant staying till w'e 
reached 

The inmost courts of heaven. 

But sometimes 

I come here for a little, and speak a 
word 

Of peace to those who wait. The 
slow wheel turas. 

The cycles round themselves and grow 
complete, 

The world's year whitens to the 
harvest-tide, 

And one word only am I sent to say 

To those dear souls, who wait ^liere, or 
who now 

Breathe earthly air •— one imtveiaal 
wmd 

To all things IWiQg, and the wohi » 
•Love.’" 
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Tiken soatx’d bhe visibly before my 
garc. 

And the lieavens took her, and 1 knew 
my eyes 

Had seen the Soul of man, die death* 
less Soul, 

Defeated, strugglii^, purified, and blest. 


Then all the choir of happy waiting 
sliades, 

Heroes and queens, fair maidens and 
brave youths, 

Swept by me, rhythmic, slow, as if thc‘y 
trod 


Some unheard measure, passing where 
I stood 

In fiur procession, eadi with a faint 
smile 

Ujxin the lip, signing **FareweUi oh 
shade! 

It shall tie welt with thee, as *tis with us, 

If only thou art true. The world of 
Life, 

The world of Death, are but opposing 
sides 

Of one great orb, and die Light shines 
on both. 

Oh, happy, happy shade 1 Farewell! 
Farewell! ** 

And so they passed away. 


BOOK III. 
OL YMPUS. 


Bi'T I, my gaze 

Following the soaring soul which now 
was lost 

In the awakening skies, floated wrilh 
her. 

As in a trance, beyond the golden gates 

Which separate Earth from Heaven; 
and to my thought. 

Gladdened by that broad effluence of 
light, 

This old earth seemed transfigured, and 
the fields, 

So dim and bore, grew green and 
clothed themselves 

With lustrous hues. A fine ethereal air 

Hayed nwnd me as 1 mused, and filled 
^diejoul' 

With on ineffldde content. What help 

In words to tett of dungs mweacbed by 
words? 

prhdwtoeQgntveupoQ the treudiefous 
• thought 


The fair and fugitive fancies of a 
dream, 

Which vanish ere w'e fix them ? * 

But methinks 

He knows the scene, who knows the 
one fair da^. 

One only and no more, which year by 
year 

In springtime comes, when lingering 
winter flies, 

And lo I the bore boughs prankt with 
white and pink. 

And golden clusters, and the green 
glades starred 

With delicate primrose and deep 
odorous beds 

Of violets, and on the tiiiled meads 

With kingcups lit, and cowslip bells, 
and blue 

Sweet hyacinths, and fndl anenunie-t. 

The hroad West wind breathas ioftty* 
and the air 
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Is tremulous with the lark, and thro' 
the woods 

The soft full-throated thrushes all day 
long 

Flood the green dells with joy, and 
thro' the dry 

Drown fields the sower strides, sowing 
his seed, 

And all is life and song. Or he who 
first, 

Whether in fair free boyhood, when the 
world 

Is his to choose, or when his full«.'r life 

Beats to another life, or afterwards, 

Keeping his youth within his children's 
eyes, 

Ix)oks on the snow-clad everlasting 
hills, 

And marks the sunset smite them, and 
is glad 

Of the beautiful fair world. 

A springtide land 

It seemed, where East winds came not. 

■ Swt;etest song 

Was everyw’here, by glade or sunny 
plain; 

And thro’ the golden valleys winding 
streams 

Rippled in glancing silver, and above, 

The blue hills rose, and over all a peak, 

White, awful, with a constant fleece of 
cloud 

Veiling its summit, towered. Unfailing 
Day 

lighted it, for no turn of dawn and eve 

A'ame there, nor changing seasons, but 
a broad 

joy of Being, an<listurbed by 
Time. 

lliere, in a Happy glade shut in by 
groves 

'Of Uurel and sweet myrtle, on a ^een 


And flower-lit lawn, I seemed to see 
the ghosts 

Of the old gods. Upon the gentle s1o|>e 
Of a fair hill, a joyous company, 

The Immortals lay. Hard by, a mur¬ 
murous stream 

Fell through the flowers; below them, 
space on space, 

Laughed the immeasurable plains; 
beyond, 

The mystic mountain soared. Height 
after height 

Of bare rock ledges left the climbing 
pines, 

And reared their giddy, shining terraces 
Into the ethereal air. Aliove, the snows 
Of the white summit cleft the fleece of 
cloud 

Which always clothed it round. 

Ah, fair and sweet, 
Vet with a ghostly fairness, fine aivl 
thin. 

Those godlike Presences. Not drcani*- 
indeed, 

But something dream-like, were they. 
Blessed Shades 

Heroic and Divine, as when, in day's 
When Man was young, and Time, Ute 
vivid thought 

Translated into Form the unattained 
Impossible Beauty of men's dreams, 
and fixed 

The Loveliness in mai^te. 

As with awe 

Following my spotless guide, I stood 
apart. 

Not daring to draw near; a shining form 
Rose from the throng, and floated, 
light as air. 

To where I trembled. And i kneuf 
the face 

And form of Artemis, thel^r, ^.pitre, 
The undeiiled, A crescent; sitv^ moon 
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Shone ihro* her locks, and by her side 
she bore 

A quiver of golden darts. At sight of 
whom 

I felt a sudden chill, like his who once 
Looked upon her and died ; yet could 
not fear. 

Seeing how fair she was. Her sweet 
voice rang 
Clear as a bird’s : 

** Mortal, what fate hath brought 
Thee hither, uncicansed by death? 

How cansl thou breathe 
Immortal air, l)cing mortal ! Yet fear 
not, 

^nce thou art come. For we too are 
of earth 

Whom here thou scest : there were not 
a heaven 

Were there no earth, nor gods, had men 
not l)een. 

But each the complement of cad) and 
grown 

The other’s creature, is and has it'* being, 
A double essence, Human and Divine. 
So that the God is hidden in the mat), 
And something Human bounds and 
forms the God; 

Which else bad shown too great and 
undefined 

For mortal sight, and having no human 
eye 

To see it, were unknown. But wc who 
bore 

Sway of old time, we were but attributes 
* Of the great God who is all Things 
that be-*- 

The Pillar of the Earth and starry .Sky, 
. The l^pth of the great Deep; the Sun, 
^ the Moon, 

The Word whidi Makes; the A11- 
i coQipelUng Love— 

* .Ses tke^Onvl^ic UymM. 


For all Things lie within His Infinite 
Form.” 

Even as she spake, a throng of shapes 
divine 

Floated around me, filling all my soul 
With fair unearthly beauty, and the air 
With such ambrosial perfume as is horn, 
When morning breathes upon a tropic 
sea, 

Fro)n boundless wastes of flowers; and 
as 1 knelt 

In rapture, lo! the same clear voice 
again 

Fio)t) out the throng of gods ; 

“ Those whom thou secst 
i Were even as T, embodiments of Him 
Who is the Cenli-e of all Life : myself 
The Maiden-Queen of Purity; and 
Strength, 

Divine when unabused ; Love too, the 
Spring 

And Cause of Things ; and Knowledge, 
which lays bare 

Their secret; and calm Duty, Queen 
of all, 

* K 

And Motherhood,in one; and Youth, 
which bears, 

Beauty of Form and Life and Light, 
and breathes 

The breath of Inspiration; and the Soul, 
The particle of God, sent down lo man, 
Which doth in turn reveal the world 
and God. 

' Wherefore it is men colled on 
Artemis, 

The refuge of young souls; for still in 
age 

They keep some dim reflection unlaced 
Of a Dtvino' Purity than comes 
To the spring days of youth, wh» alt 
the World 
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Smiles, and the rapid blood thro* the 
young veins 

Courses, and all is glad; yet knowing 
too 

That innocence is young—before the soil 

And smirch of sadder knowledge, 
settling on it, 

Sully its primal whiteness. So they 
knelt 

At my white shrines, the eager boyish 
souls, 

To whom life’s road showed like a dewy 
field 

In early summer dawns, when to the 
sound 

Of youth’s clear voice, and to the 
cheerful rush 

Of the tumultuous feet and clamorous 
tongues- 

Careering onwards, fair and dappled 
fawns, 

Strange Inrds with jewelled plumes, 
fierce spotted pards, 

Rise in the joyous chase, to be caught 
and slain 

By the young conqueror; nor yet the 
charm 

Of sensual ease allures. And they knelt 
too, 

The pure sweet maidens fair and fancy- 
free, 

Wliose innocent virgin hearts shrank 
from the touch 

Of passion as from wrong—sweet moon¬ 
lit liyes 

Whidi fade, and pale, and vanish, in 
the gtare 

tX Liove's hot noontide: these came 

^ « 

robed in white. 

With Ktdy hymns and soaring Utnrgjes; 

And so men fabled me, a huntress now. 

Borne thro* the flying woodlands, fiur 
and l^i . 


And now the pole cold Moon, Light 
without warmth, 

Zeal without touch of passion, heavenly 
love 

For human, and the altar for the home. 

But oh, how sweet it was to take the 
love 

And awe of my young worshippers ; to 
watch 

The pure young gaze and hear the pure 
young voice 

Mount in the hymn, or see the gay 
troop come 

With the first dawn of day, brushing 
the dew 

From the unixillutcd fields, and wake 
to song 

The slumbering birds; strong in their 
innocence! 

I did not envy any goddess of all 

The Olympian company her votaries 1 

Ah, happy days of old which now arc 
gone! 

A memory and a dream ! for now on 
earth 

I rule no longer o’er young willing 
hearts 

In voluntary fealty, which would cease 

When Love, with fiery accents calUng, 
woke 

The slumbering soul; as now it should 
for those 

Who kneel before the purer, sadder 
shrine 

Which has replaced my own. Bat ah! 
too oft, 

Not always, but too often, ^t from 
life 

Within pale life-long cloisters end' the 
bars 

Of hopeless convent priaoiM, year by 
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Age After agei the white soub fade and 
pine 

Which simulate the joyous service free 
Of those young worshippers. 1 would 
that 1 

Might loose the captives’ chain; 'or 
HerakJes, 

Who was a muiial once." 


But he who stood 

Colossal at my side: 

“I toil no more 

On earth, nor wield again the mighty 
siiength 

Which Zeus once gave me for the cure 
of ill. 

J have run my race; I have done my 
work; I rest 

For ever from the toilsome days 1 gave 

'I'o the suffering race of men. And yet, 
indeed, 

Methinks they suffer still. Tyrannous 
growths 

And monstrous vex them still. Pesti¬ 
lence lurks 

And sweeps them down. Treacheries 
come, and wars. 

And slay them still. Vaulting ambition 
leaps 

And fells in bloodshed still. But 1 am 
here 


At rest, and no man kneels to me, or 
keeps 

Reyetnmee for strength nug^ty yet un> 
Abased--- 

Stmigtb which is Power, God*s choicest 
‘ gift, more rare 

And predeus than all Beauty, or the 


Of Wtsdom* since it is the mscnmient 


Thro* whidi all NAture worits* thx 

\ now the earth #' 

Is full of meekness, and a new God 
rules, 

I Teaching strange preeepts of humility 

And mercy and fmgiveness. Yet I 
trow 

There is no lack of Moodshed and 
deceit 

And groanings, and the tyrant works 
liis wrong 

Even as of old; but now there is no 
arm 

Like mine, made ^strong by Zeus, to 
beat him down. 

Him and his wrong tc^etiier. Yet 1 
know . 

I am not all discrowned. The strong 
brave souls. 

The manly tender hearts, whom tale of 
• wrong 

To woman or child, to all weak things 
and small. 

Fires like a blow; kindling the righteous 
flush 

Of anger on the brow; knotting the 
cords 

Of muscle on the arm; with one desire 

To hew the spoiler down, and make an 
end, 

And go their way for others; making 
light 

Of toil and pain, and too laborious days. 

And peril; beat unchanged, albeit they 
serve 

A Lord of meekness# For the world 
still needs 

Its champion as of old, and flnds him 
still# 

Not Always now with mlgh^ sinews 
and thews 

Like nniMe, though still these profit, but 
k€«n brain 
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And voice to move men*i souls' to love 
the right 

And hate the wrong; even tho' the 
bodily form 

Be weak, of giant strength, strong to 
assail 

The hydra heads of Evil, and to slay 

The monsters that now waste them: 
Ignorance, 

Self'Seeking, coward fears, the hate of 
Man, 

Disguised as love of God. These 
labour still 

With toil as hard as mine. For what 
was it 

To strive with bodily ills, and do great 
deeds . 

Of daring and of strength, and bear the 
crown, 

To his high task who wages lifelong 
strife 

With an impalpable foe ; conquering 
indeed, 

But, ere he hears the pscan or sees the 
pump 

Laid low in the arms of Death ? And 
tho' men cease 

To worship at my shrine, yet not the 
less 

It is the toils I knew*, the pains I bore 

For others, which have kept the stead¬ 
fast heart 

or manhood undefiled, and nerved the | 

arm 

Of sacrifice, and made the martyr strong ' 

To do and bear, and taught the race of 
men 

llovir godlike'tis to suffer thro* life, and 
die 

At laM for others* good 1 *’ 

The strong god ceased, 

And stood a little, musing; blest in¬ 
deed, ‘ 


But bearing, as it seemed, some faintest 
trace 

Of earthly struggle still, not the gay 
ease 

or the elder heaven-bom gods. 


And then there came 
Beauty and Joy in one, bearing the form 
or woman. How to reach w^ith halting 
words 

Tliat infinite Perfection? All have 
known 

The breathir^ marbles which the Greek 
has left 

Who saw her near, and strove to fix her 
charms, 

And exquisitely failed; *or those fair 
forms 

The Painter ofTei'ed at a later shrine, 
And failed. Nay, what are words?— 
he knows it well 
W'bo loves, or who has loved. 

She with a smile 
Playing around her rosy lips ; as plays 
The sunbeam on a stream : 

** Shall 1 complain 
Men kneel to me no longer, takii^ to 
them 

Some graver, sterner worship; grown 
too wise 

For fleeting joys of Love ? Nay, Love 
is Youth, 

And still the world is young. Still 
shall 1 reign 

Within the hearts of n»n, while Time 
shall last 

And Life renews itself. AH Life that 
»** 

From the weak things ol earth or sea 
or air, 
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Which creep or float for an hour; to 
godlike man— 

All know me and are mine. I am the 
source 

And mother of all, both gods and men; 
the spring 

Of Force and foy, which, penetrating 
all 

Within the hidden depths of the Un* 
known, 

Sets the blind germ of Being, and from 
the bond 

or incomplete and dual Essences 

Evolves the harmony which is Life. 
The world 

Wtre dead without my rays, who am 
the Light 

Which vivifies the world. Nay, but for 
me, 

The universal order which attracts 

Sphere onto sphere, and keeps them in 
their paths 

For ever, were no more. All things 
are bound 

Within my golden chain, whose name 
is Love. 

And if there be, indeed, some sterner 
souls 

Or sunk in too much learning, or 
hedged round 

By care and greed, or haply too much 
rapt 

By pale ascetic fervours, to delight 

To kneel to me, the universal voice 

Scams them as those who, spurning 
Wilfully 

The good that Nature offers, dw'cll un¬ 
blest 

Who might be blest, hut would not. 
Every vcHce 

;Of Iwd in every age has hymned mn 

AU 


'Fhe breathing marbles, all the glowing 
hues 

or painting, praise me. Even the love¬ 
less shades 

Of dim monastic cloisters show some 
gleam, 

Tho’ faint, of me. Amid the busy 
throngs 

or cities reign 1, and o*er lonely 
plains. 

Beyond the ice-flelds of the frozen 
North 

And the warm waves of undiscovered 
seas. 

For I was born oat of the sparkling 
foam 

Which lights the crest of the blue mystic 
wave, 

Stirred by the wandering breath of Life's 
pure dawn 

From a young soul's dear depths. 
There, without voice, 

Stretched on the biealhing curve of a 
young breast, 

Fluttering a little, fresh from the great 
deep ^ 

Of life, and creamy as the opening rose. 

Naked I lie, naked yet unashamed. 

While youth’s warm tide steals round 
me with a kiss, 

And floods each limb with fairness. 
Shame I know not— 

Shame is for wrong, and not for inno¬ 
cence— 

The veil which Error grasps to hide 
itself 

From the awful Eye. But 1,1 lie un¬ 
veiled 

And unashamed—'the Uveltmg day I 
lie. 

The warm wave munnuring to me; «id, 
all night, 
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Hidden in the moonlit caves of happy 
Sleep, 

I dream until the morning and am glad. 

Why should I seek to clothe myself, 
and hide 

The treasure of my Beauty? Shame 
may wait 

On those for whom *twas given. The 
’ sties of sense 

Are none of mine ; the brutish, loveless 
wrong, 

The venal charm, the simulated flush 

Of fleshly passion, they are none of 
mine, 

Only corruptions of me. Well I 
* know 

The counterfeit the stronger, since gross 
souls 

And brutish sway the earth; yet not the 
less 

All sense is consecrated, and I deem 

’ i'were better to grow soft and sink in 
sense 

Than gloat o'er blood and wrong. 

My kingdom is 

O'er infinite grades of life. Yet 'tis in 
man 

I And my worthiest worship. Where 
• man is, 

A youth and a maid, a youth and a 
maid, nought else 

Is wanting for ray temple. Ercry 
clima 

Roaek to ine*-the long breaker falls in 
foam 

Ulidet the palms, swelling the merry 
noise 

Of savage bridals, and the straight brown 
Ihnbs 

Know and over all the endless 
plains 


1 reign, and by .the tents on the hot 
sand 

And sea-girt isles am queen, and by the 
sides 

Of silent mountains, where the white 
cots gleam 

Upon the green hill pastures, and no 
sound 

But the thunder of the avalanche is 
borne 

To the listening rocks around; and by 
fair lands 

Where all is peace; where thro* the 
happy hush 

Of tranquil summer evenings, 'mid the 
corn, 

Or thro’ cool arches of the gadding 
vines, 

The lovers stray together hand in hand. 

Hymning my praise; and by the 
echoing streets 

Of stately cities—o*cr the orbW earth, 

The burning South, the icy North, the 
old 

And immemorial East, the unbounded 
West, 

No new god comes to spoil me utterly— 

All worship and ate mine !' 

With a sweet smile 

Upon her ro:;y mouth, the goddess 
ceased; 

And when she spake no more, the 
silence weighed 

As heavy on my soul as when it takes 

Some gracious melody, usd leaves the 
car 

Unsatisfied and longing, till the fount 

Of sweetness springs again. 
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3ut while I stood 

EkpecUnt, lo I a fair pale form drew 
near 

With front severe, and wide blue eyes 
which bore 

Mild wisdom in their gaze. Clear 
purity 

Shone from her—not the young-eyed 
innocence 

Of her whom hrst I saw, but that which 
comes 

From wider knowledge, which restrains 
the tide 

Of passionate youth, and leads the 
musing soul 

Bjrthe calm deeps of Wisdom. And 
1 knew 

My eyes had seen the fair, the virgin 
Queen, 

Who once within her shining Parthenon 

Beheld the sages kneel. 

She with clear voice 

And coldly sweet, yet with a softness 
too, 

Such as befits a virgin : • 

** She doth right 

To boast her sway, my sister, seeing 
indeed 

That all things are as by a double law, 

And from a double root the tree of 
Life 

Springy up to the face of heaven. Body 
and Soul, 

Matter and Spirit, lower joys of Sense 

And higher joys of Thought, 1 know 
that bMh 

Build up the shrine of. Being. The 
bnite smiie 

i^eaves man a brute; but, winged with 
soaring thought 

Mounts to heaven. The un* 
embtxdfied qrlrit^ 

DwriUnf akme^ uniHuted,^^d of sense. 


Shows impotent. And yet 1 know 
there is, 

Far off, but not too far for mortal reachi 
A calmer height, where, nearer to the 
sjlars. 

Thought sits alone and gazes with rapt 
gaze, 

A large-eyed maiden in a robe of white, 
Who brings the light of Knowledge 
down, and draws 

To her pontifical eyes a bridge of gold, 
Which spans from earth to heaven. 

For what were life, 
If things of sense were all, for those 
large souls 

And high, M'hom grudging Nature has 
shut fast 

Within unlovely forms, or from whose 
life 

The circuit of the rapid gliding years 
Steals the brief gift of beauty ? Shall 
men hold 

With idle singers, all the treasure of 
hope 

Is lost with youth — swift-fleeting, 
treacherous youth, 

Which fades and flies before the ripen¬ 
ing brain 

Crowns life with Wisdom’s crown ? 

Nay, even in youth, 

Is it not more to tread the difficult 
heights 

Alone—the cold free heights—and mark 
the vale 

Lie breathless in the glare, or hidden 
and blurred 

By cloud and storm; or pestilence and 
war 

Creep on with blood and death ; while 
the soul dwells 

Apart upon the peaks, outfroots the sun 
As the eagle does, or takes the ctmting 
dawn 
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While all the vale is dark| and knows j 
the springs 

Of tiny rivulets hurrying from the snows, 

Which soon shall swell to vast resistless j 
floods, I 

And feed the Oceans which divide the 
World ? 

Oh, ecstasy! oh, wonder! oh,delight! 

Which neither the slow-withering wear 
of Time, 

That takes all else—the smooth and 
rounded check 

Of youth; the lightsome step; the 
warm young he«irt 

Which beats for love or friend ; the 
treasure of hope 

Immeasurable ; the quick-coui^ing 
blood 

Which makes it joy to be,—ay, takes 
them all 

Or makes them naught—nor yet satiety 

Horn of too full possession, takes or 
mars! 

Oh, fair delight of learning ! which 
grows great 

And stronger and more keen, fur slower 
limbs, 

And dimmer e}'cs and loneliness, and 
loss 

Of lower good—wealth, friendship, ay, 
and Love— 

When Jthe swift soul, turning its weary 
gose 

From the old vanished Joys, projects 

itsdf 

Into the void and floats in empty space, 

Striving to reach the mystic source of 
Things, 

The secrets of the earth and sea and 

•w, 

The Law that binds the process of the 
tohs^ 


The awful depths of Mind and Thought; 
the prime 

Unfathomable mystery of God 1 

Is there, then, any who holds my 
worship cold 

And lifeless? Nay, but *tis the light 
Mhich cheers 

The waning life ! Love thou thy love, 
brave youth ! 

Cleave to ihy love, fair maid! it is the 
Law 

Which dominates the world, that bids 
ye use 

Your nature ; but, when now the fuller 
tide 

Slackens a little, turn your calmer eyes 

To the fair page of Knowledge. It is 
power 

I give, and power is precious. It is 
strength 

To live four-square, careless of outward 
shows. 

And self-su(being. It is clearer sight 

To know the rule of life, the Eternal 
scheme; 

And, knowing it, to do and not to err. 

And, doing, to be blest.” 

The calm voice soared 

Higher and higher to the close; the 
coUf 

Clear accents, fired as 1^ a hidden fire, 

Glowed into life and tenderness, and 
throbbed 

As with some spiritual ecstasy 

Sweeter than that of Love. 


But as they died, 
1 heard an ampler voice; and h^iiogi 
marked 





A fair and graciooa form. She seemed 
a Queen 

Who ruled o*er gods and men; Ihe 
majesty 

Of perfect womanhood. No opening 
bud 

or beauty, but the full consummate 
flower 

rs; and from her mild large 
yes looked forth 
command, and molhethood, and 
home, 

And pure aflection. Awe and reverence 

Overspread me, as I knew my eyes had 
^ looked 

On sovereign Her<^, mother of the gods. 

She, with clear, rounded utterance, 
sweet and calm: 

** I know the charm of stainless Inno¬ 
cence ; 

1 know Love's fruit is good and fair 
to see I 

And taste, if any gain it, and I know 

How brief Youth’s Pa-^on-tide, which 
when it ebbs j 

Leaves Life athirst for Knowledge, and 
I know 

How fair the realm of Mind, where 
the keen soul 

Yeaiiting to rise, wings its impetuous 
way 

Beycmd the bounds of Thought; and 
yet there is 

A higher bliss than theirs, which best 
beflta 

Amoftal Hfe,c(»npact of Body and Soul, 

An^ therefore donble-natur^—a calm 

Whidbiltea before the feet, thro’common 

And uindlttingnished .crowds, of toiling 
men. 


ao 


And yet is hard to tread, tho* seeming 
smooth, 

And yet, tho’ level, finds a worthier 
crown. 

I > 

j 

; For Knowledge is a steep which few 

[ may climb, 

WhileDuty isa pathwhichall may tread. 

And if the Goal of Life and Thought 
be this, 

How best to speed the mighty scheme, 
which still 

Fares onwaitl day‘by day—the Life of 
the World, 

Which is the sum of petty lives, that 
wane 

And die so this may live~how then 
shall each 

or that great multitude of faithful souls 

Who walk not on the heights, fulfil 
himself, 

But by the duteous Life which looks 
not forth 

Beyond its narrow sphere, and finds its 
work, 

And works it out; content, this done, 
to fall • 

And perish, if Fate will, so the great 
Scheme 

Goes onward ? 

Wherefore am I Queen in Heaven 

And Earth, whose realm is Duty, bear¬ 
ing rule 

More constant and more wide than 
those whose words 

Thou heardest last. Mine are the 
striving souls 

Of fathers plodding day by day obscure 

And unrewarded, save their own 
hearts. 

Mid wrai^lings of the Forum <» thefitart; 

Who long for joys of Thought, and yei 
must toil 
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Unmurmuring thro’ dull lives from 
youth to age; 

Who haply might have worn instead 
the crown 

Of Honour and of Fame : mine the fair 
mothers 

Whot.for the love of children and of 
home. 

When passion dies, expend their careful 
years 

• In loving labour sweetened by the 
sense 

Of Duty: mine the statesman who 
toils on 

Thro’ vigilant nights and days, guiding 
his State, 

Vet finds no gratitude ; and those white 
souls 

Who give themselves for others all their 
years 

In trivial tasks of Pity. The fine 
growths 

Of Man and Time are mine, and spend 
ihenuelvcs 

For me and for the mystical End which 
lies 

il^ond their gaze and mine, and yet is 
good, 

Tho* hidden from n^n and gods. 

For as the flower 

Of the tigerdily gay with varied hues 

Is Cor a day, then fades and leaves lie* 
hind 

Fairness itor fruit, while the green tiny 
tuft 

Swells to the purple kA the dultering 
giape 

Or golden waves of wheat; so lives of 
men 

Which ^ow most splendid, Me and 
aredeimtsed 

And leave AO trace; while thos^nn* 
k narked, unseen; 


Which no man recks of, rear the stately 
tree 

Of Knowledge, not tor itself sought 
out, but found 

In the dusty waysof life—a fairer growth 

Than springs in cloistered shadcii; and 
from the sum 

Of Duty, blooms sweeter and more 
divine 

'I'he fair ideal of the Race, than comes 

F'rom glittering gains.of Learning. 

Life, full life, 

F’ull'flowered, fulbfruited, reared from 
homely earth, 

Rooted in duty, and thro* long calm 
years 

Rearing its load of healthful energies; 

Stretching its arms on all sides; fed 
with dews 

Of cheerful sacrifice, and clouds of care, 

And rain of useful tears; warmed by 
the sun 

Of calm affection, till it breathes itself 

In perfume to the heavens—this is the 
prize 

I hold most dear, more precious than 
the fruit 

Of Knowledge or of Love.” 

* The goddess cea%d 

As dies some gracious harmony, the 
child 

Of wedded themes which single and 
alone 

Were discords, but united breathe a 
sound 

Sw«et as the sounds of heaven. 


And then stood ^enth 
The hat of the gods 1 saw, tte fimt in 
place . . - 
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And dignity and beauty, the young 
god 

Who grou'B not old, the light of 
Heaven and Earth, 

The Worker from afar, who darts the 
6te 

Of inspiration on the bard and bathes 

The world in hues of heaven—the 
golden link 

Betn'ecn High God and Man. 

With a sweet voice 

Whose every note was perfect me* 
lody— 

The melody has ded, the words re* 
main-— 

Apollo sang: 

I know how fair the face 

Of Purity; I kuow the treasure of 
Strength; 

I know the charm of Love, the calmer 
grace 

Of Wisdom and of Duteous wclLspent 
lives: 

And yet there is a loftier height than 
these. 

There is a Height higher than mortal 
thought; 

There is a Love warmer than mortal 
love; 

There is a Life which, takii^ not its 
hues 

From Earth or earthly things, grows 
white and pure 

And higher than the petty cares of 
men. 

And is a Messed life and glorified. 

Oh, felr jronng tonls, strain upward, 
npn^ stilL 

Bveh to Uie heavenly sour^ of Parity 1 

lhm« hearts, hear on and suffer! 

' Strike ^ 


Strong arras, and hew down wroi^s! 
The world hath need 

Of all of you*—the sensual, urrongful 
world! 

Hath need of you, and of thee too, 
fair Love. 

Oh, lovers, cling together! the old 
world 

Is full of Hate. Sweeten it; draw in 
one 

Two separate chords of Life; and 
from the bond 

Of twin souls lost in Harmony create 

A Fair God dwelling with you— Love 
the Lord! 

Waft yourselves, yearning souls, upon 
the stars; 

Sow yourselves on the wandering winds 
of space; 

Watch patient all your days, if your 
eyes take 

Some dim, cold ray of Knowledge. 
The dull world 

Hath need of you — the purblind, 

I slothful world ! 

Live on, brave lives, chained to the 
narrow round 

Of Duty: live, ex|)end younielvei, and 
make 

The orb of Being wheel un steadfastly 

Upon its path — the Lord of Life 
alone 

Knows to what goal of Good; work on, 
live on: 

And yet there is a higher work than 
yours. 

To have looked uprm the face of the 
Unknown 

And Ferfect Beauty. To have heard 
the voice 
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Of Godhead in the winds and in the 
seas. 

To have known Him in the circling of 
the suns, 

And in the changeful fates and li%'es of 
men. 

To be fulfilled with Godhead as a cup 
Filled with a precious essence, till the 
hand 

On marble or on canvas falling, leaves 
<.'clestial traces, or from reed or string 
Draws out faint echoes of the voice 
Divine 

That bring God nearer to a faithless 
world. 

Or, higher stilt and fairer and more 
blest, 

To be His seer. His prophet; to be 
the voice 

Of the Inetfabte Word ; to lie the glass 
Of the Ineffable Light, and bring them 
down 

To bless the earth', set in a shrine of 
Song. 

For Knowledge is a barren tree and 
bare, 

Bereff of God, and'Duty but a word, 
And Strength but Tyranny, and Love, 
Desire, 

And Parity a folly; and the Soul, 
Which brings down God to Man, the 
Light to the world ; 

He Is the Maker, and is blest, is blest !*' 

. He ended, and 1 felt my soul grow 
faint 

With too mudi sweetn^ 

In a mist of grace 
they finted, that bright company, and 
seemed 


To melt into each other and shape 
themselves 

Into new forms, and those fair god¬ 
desses 

Blent in a [Hrrfect woman—all the calm 
High motherhood of Here, the sweet 
smile 

Of Cypris, fair Athene's carhest eyes, 
And the young purity of Artemis, 

Blent in a perfect woman; and in her 
arms, 

Fused by some cosmic interlacing curves 
or Beauty into a new Innocence, 

A child with eyes divine, a little child, 
A little child—no more. 

And those great gods 
Of Power and Beauty left a heavenly 
form 

Strong not to act but suffer; fair and 
meek, 

Not proud and eager; with soft eyes 
of grace, 

Not bold w'ith joyous youth; and for 
the fire 

Of song, and for the happy careless life, 
A sorrowful pilgrimage—changed, yet 
the same, 

Only Diviner far ; and bearing higher 
The Life God-lighted and the Sacrifice. 

And when these faded wholly, at my 
side, 

Tlio’ hidden before by those too-radiaiit 
forms, 

I was aware once more of her, my guide 
Psyche, who had not left me, ftoating 
near 

Off golden wings ; and all the plains of 
heaven 

W«e left to us, me and my sotd alone. 

.1 

Then when my thoas^ revived 
again, I Said 
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Whispering, ** But Zea« I «aw not, tW 
prime Source 
And Site of all the gods.*' 

And she, bent low 
With downcast eyes; **Nay. Thou 
hast seen of Him. 

All that thine eyes can bear, in those 
fair forms 

Which are bnt parts of Him and are 
indeed 

Attributes of the Substance which sup¬ 
ports 

The Universe of Things—the Soul of 
the World, 

The Stream which 6ows Eternal, from 
no Source 

Into no Sea. His Purity, His Strength, 
His Love, His Knowledge, His un¬ 
changing rule 

Of Duly, thou hast seen, only a part 
And not the whole, being a finite mind 
I'ou weak for infinite thought; nor, 
couldst thou see 

All of Him visible to mortal sight, 
Wouldst thon see all His essence, since 
the gods— 

Giorihed essences of Human mould, 
Who are but Zeus made visible to 
men— j 

See Him not wholly, only some thin I 
edge 

.\nd halo of His glory; nor know they 
What vast and unsuspected Universes 
Lie beyond thought, where yet He 
rales, like those 

Vast' Sons we cannot see, round which 

our Sim 

klovci with his qr^ein, or those darker 
stiU 

Whidi not even thus we know, but yet 
exist 

Tho* no eye marks, nor thooghl 
-- andlurh-^ 




In the awful Depths of Bpace; or that 
which is 

Not orbed as yet, but indisoiete, con¬ 
fused, 

SoHii thro* the void-<i^ihe faintest gleam 
of light 

Wliich sets, itself to Be. And yet is 

'I'licre too, and rules, none scring. 
But sometimes 

To this our heaven, which is so like to 
earth 

But nearer (o Him, for awhile He shows 
Some gleam of His own brightness, and 
methinks 

It cometh soon; but thou, if thou 
sKouldst gaze, 

Thy Life will rush to His—the tiny 
spark 

Al)sorbed in that full blase—and what 
there is 

Of mortal fall from thee.’* 

Bull: ** Oh, soul, 
What holdeth Life more precious than 
to know 

The Giver and to die ? *' 

Then she; “ Behold! 
Look upward arid adore.” 

. And with the word. 

Unhasting, imdelnying, gradual, sure, 
The floating cloud whi^ clothed the 
hidden peak 

Rose slow in awful silence, laying bare 
Spire after rocky spire, snow after snow. 
Whiter and yet more dreadful, till at 
last 

It left the summit clear. 

Then with a bound, 
In the twinkling of an e 3 re, in the fkudr 
of a thought, 

I knew an Awful Efilueime of I^ht, 
Formlem, Ind&tde, Perfect, hunit on 
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And flood my being round, and draw 
my life 

Into itself. I saw my guide bent down 
rroslrate, her wings before her face; 

and then 
No more. 


Bbl when I woke from my long 
trance 

Behold, it was no longer 7'artarus, 

Nor Hades, nor Olymjnis, but the bare 

And anideal aspect of the fields 

Which Spring not yet had kissed—the 
strange old Earth 

So far more fabulous now than in the 
days 

When Man was young, nor yet the 
mysiciy 

Of Time and Fate I ransformerl it. From 
the hills, 

The long night fled at last, the un¬ 
clouded sun, 

The dear, fair sun, leapt upward swift, 
and smote 

My sight with rays of gold, and pierce<} 
mV brain 

With too much light ere my entranced 
eyes 

Could hide themselves. 

And I was on the Earth 
the dream of Life again, as 
late 

1 dreamed the dream of Death. 

< Another day 

Dawned on the race of men ; another 
World f 

Kew beavens, and new earth. 


And as I went 
Across the lightening fields, upon a 
bank 

I saw a single snow'drop glance, and 
bring 

Promise of Spring; and keeping my 
old thought 

In the old fair Hellenic vesture dressed, 
I felt myself a ghost, and seemed to he 
Now fair Adonis hasting to the arms 
Of his last love—now sad Persephone 
Restored to mother earth—or that high 
shade 

Orpheus, who gave up heaven to sav’^ 
his love, 

And is rewardetl—or young 
Who s])ent hi.s youth and life for 
and yet 

Was happy though in torture—or the 
fair 

And dreaming youth I s;. a who still 
awaits, 

Hopeful, the unveiling k’.vvt‘n, when 
he shall see 

His fair ideal love. Ti e finds san.' 
blithe ; 

There came a tinkling from the waking 
fold; 

And on the hillside from the cot a girl 
7'ripped singing with her pitcher. All 
the sounds 

And thoughts which still are beautiful— 
Youth, 5kmg, 

Daw'n, Sphi^, Renewal—and my soul 
was glad 

Of all the freshness, and 1 felt again 
The youth and spnng-Ude of the world, 
and thought, 

Which fidgned those fair and gracious 
fantasies. 

For every dawn that breaks brings a 
new worlds 
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And every budding bosom a new life ; 

These fair tales, which we know so 
beautiful, 

Show only finer than our lives to-day 

Because their voice was clearer, and 
they found 

\ uicreil bard to sing them. Wc are 
pent, 

Who sing to*day, by all the garnered 
wealth 

rf ages of past song. We have no 
more 

^ orld to choose from, who, 
where'er we tur 

..ad through old ! iS and fair, 
'et must w'c Si.. 

* iv» no choice ; and if more hard 
li e toil 

n n^on. vhen all is dear, than in the 

\\ \ »f early mom, yet do we 

f.' d 

.•.‘vtmcni its own guerdon, and at 

- o . 1 ./ iong of manhood grows 

oiort fv^-eet 

Than the high note of youth. 

For Age, long Age! 

Nought dse divides us from the fresh 
yonng days 

Which men call ancient; seeing that 
we in turn 

Shall one day be Time's ancients, and 
inspire 

The wiser, higher race, which yet diall 
sing 

Because to dng is human, and high 
I'thought 

Grotm xiiytlimic ere its dose* Nought 
elec there is 

But that weird beat of Time^ which 

- doth 

T6-dqr Hitlluf, ' 


M7 

How diould any hold 
Those precious scriptures imly old* 
world tales 

Of .strange impossible torments and 
false gods; 

Of men and monsters in some brainiest 
dream, 

Coherent, yet unmeaning, ^linked to¬ 
gether 

By some false skein of song? 

Nay! evermore, 
All things and thoughts, both new and 
ohl, arc writ 

Upon the unchanging human heart and 
soul. 

Has ?.ission still no prisoners? Pine 
there now 

No lives which fierce Love, sinking into 
Lust, 

Has drowned at last in tears and blood 
—plunged down 

To the blackest depths of lidl ? Have 
not strong Will 

And high Ambition rotted into Greed 
Ami Wrong, for any, as of old, and 
whelmed 

The struggling soul in ruin ? Hell lies 
near 

a 

Around tis bj, does Heaven, and in the 
World, 

Which is OUT Hades, slill the chequered 
souls 

Compact of good and Ul*->not all accurst 
Nor altogether blest—a few brief years 
Travel the litHe journey of their lives, 
They know not to what end^ The 
weary woman 

Sunk deep in ease and sated with her life, 
Much loi^ and yet unloving^ pines 
to*day 

As Helen; still the poet strives and sings^ 
And hears Apollo's musiCi. and grows 
dumb, 
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And lufTera, yet is happy; still the young 

Fond dreamer seeks his high ideal lore, 

And finds her name » Death; still 
doth the fair • 

And innocent life, bound naked to the 
rock. 

Redeem the race; still the gay tempter 
goes 

And leav» his victim, stone; ‘still 
common pain 

Binds souls with closer links of nobler 
love, 

'I’han Death itself can sever; still the 
sight 

Of too great beauty blinds us, and we 
lose 

The sense of eorthly splendours, gaining 
Heaven. 

And still the skies are opened as of 
old 

To tlfe entraAcid gaze, ay, nearer far 

And,brtgltfer than of yore; and Might 
’ •'^'is there. 

And Infinite I^rity is there, and high 

Eternal Wisdom,and the calm clear face 

Of Duty, and a higher, stronger Love j 

And Light in one, and a new, reverend | 
Name, ; 


Greater than any and combining all; 

And over all. veiled with a vml of cloud, 

God set fat off, too bright for mortal 
eyes. 

And always, always, with each soul 
that comes 

And goes, comes that fair form which 
was my guide, 

Hovering, with golden wings and eyes 
divine, 

Alvave the bed of birth, the bed of 
death, 

Still breathing heavenly airs of death- 
less love. 

For while a youth is lost in soaring 
thought, 

x\nd while a maid grows sweet and 
beautiful, 

And while a s|)ring>tidc coming lights 
the earth, 

And white a child, and while a fidwer 
is liorn. 

And while one wrong cries for redress 
and finds 

A soul to answer, still the world Is 
young! 


GWEN. 


PROLOGUE. 

hfOT of old time aloae 
Was Life a scene of hopes and fears, 
jo^ and bitter tmurs; 

Nor Chance nor Fate are done; 

Nor feom iNMf Day 

Ihe have wholly fled away; 


The World and Man to*day are young 
As when blind Homer sni^. 

What if the old forms dumge ? 

Th^ were but forms, thethfeigs lemabu 
What if our fear and pain 
Show not like momten ttsan^l 
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The self'Mune ptih of life 
We tiead, who fare beneath the snn 
to*da3r; 

We sink or trinmpfa in the etrife 
No otherwise than they. 

Compact of good and ill 
Their life of old was, as is ours; 

1'he same mysterioas Will 
Controlled their finite powers 
And to strange thoughts of Fate 
And workings of a fixed Necessity 
Which roles both small and great. 

As they bowed, so bow we. 

And Love, (he Lord and King— 

Not Eros, but diviner far— 

Still upon heavenward wing 
Mounts like a shining star. 

I'han clouds and thunders stronger, 

Me brings a clear ray from the invisible 
Snn; 

And when he shines no longer, 

Life’s play is done. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I.-Henrv. 

The sweet cold mr of these untrodden 
hUIs 

Breathes gently. From the bnstle of i 
fhe inn 

1 turn refreshed to thu free mountain- 
inAtt . 

Andi fitteh M the innamerabie,||^id 

hmd brook beneath, wh^sbnacs 
.and spumes 

IBrowit-white against the granite. These 
thick dm 

Shed balm t^ton thn evmimg air; there 
eomes 


No footstep but the rabbit’s or the 
shrew’s 

Upon this grassy path, which winds 
and winds 

Around the hill-sUe, under promtm* 
torics 

Of gold and {mrplc, to the grey old 
church, 

Where, chancing yesterday at eve, 1 
caught 

The sound of hymns, richer and fuller 
far 

Hian those of yore; and; hidden within 
the porch, 

Heard the prayers rising in a tongue 
unknown, 

But musical as Greek; and not un¬ 
moved 

Watched the loud preacher, firing with 
lus theme, 

Grow rhythmic, anti the answering 
moans which showed • 

He touched the peasant heart. 

Ah, it was tong 

Since I had heard men pray. 1 have 
seen the cloud 

Of incense rolling to the fretted roofs 

Of dim cathedrals in the fair old lands 

Where Faith weds not with Reason; 1 
have faeord 

The Benediction service, pure and 
sweet, 

Lit by young voices; I have watched 
with fear 

In college aisles the polished, delicitfe 
priest 

Poise his smooth periods on the razor 
edge 

IPf a too fine-drawn logic; I have stood 

And listened all unmoved, or all 
ashamed 

That I was moved a little, Um 
trick 
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And Artifice of speech which, though I 
knew it, 

Could cheat the heart a moment, while 
the preacher 

Enchained his ignorant thousands. 
None of these 

Moved me as that unknown tongue 
yesterday. 

1 thought my faith reviving. Tush ! 
what folly I 

That died long years ago from the roots, 
dried up 

By the strong glare of knowledge, nor 
could aught 

Of all the miracles the Churchmen 
feign 

E’er water it to life. That died long 
since, 

Struck dead by German learning and 
the strong 

And arrogant Priests of Science. Yet 
God knows— —^ 

If God there be —I would give my life 
to know 

llie strong Belief of old, when little 
hands 

Were folded mom and eve, and little 


eyes 

Scarce open from the night, or half 
weighed down 

By the long hours of play, were raised 
to see 

Ilaaiveii in a mother’s gaze. 

I woidd my soul 

M^hteaat firoiti it dead uidovely 
load 

.or dead meh^ apeetthttiw&, iotteniiena; 

Bom of unloving lives udiich took the 
ceB 


And tloister for the home, the mid* 
night lamp 

For ihf glow of the hearth, and paired 
^hidja cir digntht 


For the strong sire’s firm stride. I am 
young still; 

Vet often, when the flash of racing 
oars, 

The shouts, the rushing feet, the joyous 
din, 

Floated along the avenues at eve 
To my still college chamber; there 
would come 

A weariness, a surfeit, a distaste 
Of all the painted show which men call 
life, 

Of all the sensual flush which men call 
love, 

Of nil the hollow, vain logomachies 
Men take for learning, and t'seemed to 
live 

In premature decay, and to have touched 
The fruit of life with eager lips and 
found it 

Crumble away in dust. And yet I know 
How little ’tis my few laborious years 
Have given me of learning that might 
take 

The utmost space of our allotted years, 
Yet leave us still unquenched. And 
yet what bar— 

But seven little years—comes there that 
parts 

Me and my boyhood f Seven fleeting 
years I 

And still I am a youth in frame, ia 
mind, 

In innocence of harm in thought or. 
deed, 

In scorn of wrong, and iii the senaaal 
fiye 

Wherein the boor Ses bogod. 
some power 

There is which hdds me fast and binds, 
ray will; 

Only sxMne dim and paralydng ftmee 
Freeaea dra i^r'ings of actlraH tiB't Be 
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Moored in some tideles* and forgotten 
creek, 

A ship whk^ lies and rots; while on 
high seas 

The salt winds blow, the white crests 
, break, the sail, 

Fill^ with the stress of hope and youth 
and act, 

Speeds to the unseen harbour. 

What shall cure 
This sickness of the soul? I would 
that I 

Were like that peasant lad whom yester- 
eve 

I saw—a stalwart boy, on whose red 
* cheek 

f The down of manhood showed ; whose 
strong arm wound 

Around his sweetheart’s waist, as free 
from shame. 

While down the village street they 
loitered slow 

As ’iwere the end of life to grow and 
breed 

And die, os do bis herds. Yet here again 
I hesitate to act, because 1 know 
What love is in its cause, what in its 
' end, 

And by what secret, miry paths full oft 
'Fhe winged god steals, when all his 
violet plumes 

Are smirched with foulness, and his 
fair eyes droop, 

^Cloyed with the grosser sweets of lower 
earth, 

. And the keen arrow flies not through 
the skie^ 

But drops a Ibhinted diafl. 

I would I knew 
LosSi or grew wber, knowing. Golden 
bail, ' 

; Swad.e3res,.t^ Bthe young form, the 
. . ghli^ wnoe ' 


Which issues forth so toft ftom the red 
lips. 

Arched like the bow of Cupid, the soft ■ 
neck 

Like a white pillar; jtbese were charms 
enow 

I warrant, which might draw os a 
spell 

The rustic youth around. Yes, she was 
fair 

And sweet to see, and belter, from her 
eyes 

A pure young soul looked forth, which 
was well housed 

Within so pure a body.—“Gwen” he 
called her— 

*Tis a fair name—when by the vicarage 
gate 

Her father stayed a moment courteously 

'I'o greet the stranger, and her shy 
glance turned 

And met my telbtale eyes. Surely a 
man 

Who had seen the hollowneas of things 

. might here 

Dwell not unhappy — purple hills 
around, 

And great tranquillity—^a wife’s sweet 
smile 

Ik'side him; little hands to draw him 
back 

To the kindly earth; and all the 
healthy load 

Of doily liturgies which make a heaven < 

Of earth, and doubt a madness. 

Tush 1 what folly 

Is this ? Have I not passed these thing** 
and spumed 

The weakness from me—I, who have 
given years 

Of youth to learning, and am tfred 
while 

Of my mistre^ nothing more? 
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And yet, what hope ' 

Was it that brought me ipther, this 
last night 

1 spend among the mountains? Was 
it to watch 

The sunset glories smite the golden sea, 

Or hear the fairy rivulet fall in foam 

Among the pines? Or was it that I 
thought 

Perchance a slender form might pass 
this way, 

Crowned with the crown of youth, and 
a sweet voice 

Answer my eager greeting ? Oh, what 
fools 

And hypocrites are we, when a strong 
Power 

Within us, unsuspected, binds us fast 

And guides our footsteps i It was not 
the face ^ 

Of outward nature, but the secret 
spring 

Which sets our Being to a hidden ^ 
end, 

And bears the name of Love, 

A gleam of blue, 

A hat white-plumed—there is no other 
form 

As graceful; it is she ! 1 may not 
love, 

Who cannot wed. I shall not see her 
more. 

1 am young still t 1 will but look a 
moment 

In those young eyes, and bear that 
sweet young voice 

Hefine our common .English, and to¬ 
morrow 

ShewUl forget the atian^r who was 
kind, 

And 1 rite mountain-nymph who was 

lofoin 


SCENE IL 

. know not why my books. 

The learning that I loved, the charm 
of art 

Should for a young fprl’s looks 
Fade from, my thought and vanish and 
depart. 

It was but yesterday 
t loved to ))ore upon the classic page 
From mom to eve, nor could the 
damsels gay, 

Who from the parching town 
Flock to these pure cool heights, move 
me at all. 

Twas rest enough to roam 
Ou the hill-side contented all day long, 
And watch the shadows come 
O’er moor and hill and purple wastes 
of sea ; 

To see the evening fall 
On breathless hill and dale, till sud¬ 
denly 

The pale moon rose; then wander 
homeward slow 

To my loved books with cheek with 
health aglow. 

And now nur hill, nor dale nor sea, 
Nor the old task sufilceth me. 

For two days since, ere nig^t could 

I foil, 

There came a young |^rl ei^tecn 
summers old— 

A simple girl, half peasant, lithe and 
taU, 

With deep-blue eyes and hair of fokt ^ 
And straightway my philosophy, 

My learning, all for^iitg me,, 

Left me a love-sick boy—no 
Me who have dntnk so deep ^ wm 
Uxel 


V si 
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Too wise^ I tboii^t. to rest content 
With any childish bfandiahment; 

Too wise! ah fool t for looking in 
such eyes, 

’Twere folly to be wise. 

For ns she tripped round the hill 
To visit some cottage lowly,. 

With her basket of food on her arm, 
She showed like Artemis holy; 

And I doffed to her, ami she knew 
The stranger of yesternight, 

And her soft eyes showed more blue 
As the rose on her cheek grew btighl; 
And, some power impelling me, 1— 

1 who was always counted so shy— 

I walked by her side a little, though I 
know 

That my tongue was lied and my brain 
was slow j 

But however it was, yet her eyes were 
blue, 

And her roses all aglow. 

And I walked by her side till she 
came 

To the cottage door, where wc parted, 
And a mingling of pride and of shame 
Hose and left me awhile half-hearted. 

1 to stO(^ to a simple girl, 

The child of a peasant sire! 

Though the gown of the clergyman hides 
many faults, , 

Surely Hwas mine to aspire. 

What would they say—my friends. 

The pale students, polish^ and proud, 
If 1, the them, stooped to take 
A wife from the vulgar crowd? 

Or ilie, my dear mother, whose pride 
Uca hid 10 deep in the dqiths of her 
. he^ 

, tlmreii icafeety one pf w knows it is 
t, ihete? , 


Or my father, the Said, to whom life 
is no more 

Than a long procesaon hound and 
horse. 

To whom hardly dishonour itself seems 
worse 

Than to wed out of one's degree ? A 

And I wandered oat over the hill 
For an hour of doubt or more. 

And then, so it happened, my feet drew 
near 

To that humble cottage door; 

And 1 saw her come forth with a child 
on her arm, 

Pale-faced and hollow-eyed, 

And she seemed a pagan goddess no 
more. 

But a fair Madonna, with all the charm 
Of San Sisto or of the Chair. 

And then, as over the hill 
We walked back again, though her 
voice was still. 

Surely was never a man so full 
Of chattering talk as I. 

But she was not angry at all, not she; 
But from that Calm vantage of wise 
eighteen 

And with only a modest word, or so. 

And a sweet voice, and muacal accent 
low. 

She would bend her delicate ear to 
me, 

And listen, as grave and os calm as a 
queen. 

To the talk which meant little enough, 
maybe. 

But was understood* I ween. 

But however it was, I know 
When we came to the gate^ aiid her 
little hand 
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^id Ayly out, es «he wished me good* 
bye, 

That as I turned to go 

My feet seemed winged on the slope 
of the hills. 

And 1 hardly knew that the cold half* 
sleet 

Which blots the clouded mountain and 
chills 

The unsheltered wayfarer, wrapping 
me round, 

Had drenched me. For up the silent 
street 

Of the darkling village, jubilant sound 

Compassed me; sunlight beamed on 
me still; 

And even to my high inn*chamber I 
seemed 

To be treading that breezy bill. 


What IS the charm that wakes 

The bud, the flower, the fruit, from the 
cold ground ? 

What is the power that makes 

With song the groves, with song the 
fields, resound ? 

One spell there is, so strong to move ; 

Some call it Spring, and others Love. 

1 thought my heart lay dead— 

Sad heart, long buried deep in dusty 
krel— 

now, ^ winter fled, 

Tt bi^ts wiUi quicko* 1^ than e’er 
before.— 

4 ^mple girl, yet can die move 

in my soul, the Spring of Love 1 

Strain isble.that th^ taught 

Of ol|, bf tbidn dbndud as la twnhi^ 


Each by the other sought 
Until the sundered reunite again, * 
And then the severed members move, 
Knit by the magic iqiell of Love! 

Ah, let us be at one. 

Dear soul, if one we be, and are of kin 
Before the world begun ; 

Sure ’ti^ that 1 was made thy soul to 
win. 

Ah, child, if we might upward move, 
Borne on the golden wings of Love 1 

SCENE III. 

What is it the village leech 
Tells me of fever and chill. 

And bids me keep warm ? Well, per¬ 
haps it were wise; 

For I fail to sleep, and my limbs are 
as lead. 

And a throb of ptunfulness splits my 
head, 

And they warned me of this, I re¬ 
member, again and again. 

But surely 1 know that, came wind or 
rain, 

If only my weary limbs could reach 
To that little gate on the breezy bill 
And I saw the desire of my eyes, 

1 should take little thot^ht ^ myself, 
not I, 

Not even were I doomed to die. 
SCENE IV.^ 

What is this? And where am I ? 

This is not die hig^ inn-chaniber, I 
know, 

Tlds wldte little room where the smiiet* 

V 

Oft die white bed-coiwdtt^ Ik, 
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Makes orange shadows which fade and 
fleet; 

Nof are these iny first nurse's reluctant 
feel 

Which steal so lightly and daintily 
round, 

As if grudging the faintest ghost of a 
sound; 

Nor was the soft voice I heard 
Last night, when the curtain was 
silently stirred, 

I'h^ village doctor's at all: 

I have heard it before, but when, 1 
cannot recall. 

h^br there comes a sense on my brain 
Of time that is gone but has left no 
trace 

But days which passed and left nothing 
behind, 

Yet upon the secret depths of the mind 
Are graven that nought may erase. 

As the (Client metal retains the sound 
Of the living voice that is dead, 

Even so doth my being retain 
A tong procession of days and nights, 
Weary and suffering and heavily sped ; 
And then for a moment the cool air 
strikes, 

As some one carries me tenderly down, 
And rdowly the wheels of my litter 
climb, 

Living the streets qf the little town, 
Up the hill through the scented jnnes. 

Ai^ l^en all hr blank for a time; 

. A long time, surely, when nothing came 
wandering dreams and a whispered 

Repeated ol^ and Uke a charm. 

To keep a^thadedfihwinoins of harm. 
**Gtreht'*iaaslt? Sonmwherc 1 seem 
iprceiBi 


m 


Far away in some world of forgotten 
things, 

A fair young face which I loved to see; 

And one night in this room it smiled on 
me, : 

And the ghastly shapes spread their 
horrible wings 

And left me at rest for a while. 


Ah, no! I did not dream it at all, 

For now for a week she comes every 
day, 

A young nurse, virginal, white, and 
tall, 

And hci father, the vicar, whose kind 
eyes lieain 

With a genial kindness he cannot 
s|)eak; 

For if ever he ventures a word, it is gall 

To one who is peevish and weak, 

And his words struggle out like stones 
in a stream, 

Jerked together, and jostled, and l)at- 
tered away, 

Till I long that he'had done. 

But she, m> Artemis pure and fair, 

My Madonna, who stood at the cottage 
gate— 

She is perfect, 1 hold, from the crown 
of her hair 

To the dainty sole of her delicate foot; 

And her hand and her voice are as soft 
as silk, 

And she comes hour by hour with a 
tender care, 

With my draught or my food, oi with 
rich cool mUk. 

Ah 1 if Ofily^—^ What, m 1 thew 
worse than the brute, 


CIV£M 



CfTsy. 
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That I stoop to thooghts that 1 loathe 
and hate— 

1, a great peer's only ion ? 

For 1 see on the walls of my simple 
roomi 

Which I know was her own, the work 
of her hand, 

At night, in the firelight’s flickering 
gloom, 

This text einblaitoned in letters of 
gold— 

“ For whom Christ died.” Ah, if 
indeed 

His words were the words of a real 
doom. 

And his faith the faith of a living 
creed! 

Rut now souls and beliefs are bargained 
and sold, 

There is no belief by which men may 
stand. 

There is neither creed nor Gud ! I 


Kut whether there be or be not indeed, 

It shall not change me or move my 
mindi 

Shall I who hate to see weak things 
bleed, 

From the hare which shrieks, to the 
trout on the hook. 

Play false with Uie simple heart of a 
maid, 

T^hef fMSor soul pines with a terrible 

Idhucenot do it j I am afraid 

To aee the young soul, with a hopeless 
look, 

Go ont for fim tmth which it cannot 
> find 

By dark truth ntittod. 


She shall keep nnassailed her yonng 
innocent h«u't. 

For aught to be whispered by me or 
done; 

She shall hold her faith ; but ’tis best 
we part. 

For hearts break daily and white lives 
fade. 

And ’twere 1>etter indeed I hatl never 
been bom, 

Than to bring a young life to sorrow 
and woe, 

And leave a pure saint to the cold 
world’s scorn. 

Shrinking back from the wreck which 
myself had made. 

No, of all the wrong-doing beneath the 
sun. 

Not this one be mine, oh God I 


White room ! white curtain I little bed 
That once was hers, whereon she lay 
So warm and still, her sunny head 
Safe pdlowed till the growing day ! 

I bless yon and I love you alU 
I feel so young who once seemed did. . 
I see a lithe girl-figure, tall, 

With grave blue eyes and hair of gold. 

Stand by the ha!f«clo$ed door when he. 
The village doctor, yesternight, 

Came stealthily and looked on me^ 

With noiseless step and shaded llg^; 

And I, who deep in lethargy 
Seemed buried, to a careless 
Lgy all unmoved, till suddenly 
1 camht the echo of a ! 
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And, looking up, beheld tny dear, 

The firal love of my weary heart. 

Stand pitiful, and marked the tear 
In the soft eye unbidden start. 

V'ct no progiutttics dire they were 
He launched against me; only these : 
'I’orpor and weakness, needing care 
And watchfulness for remedies; 

Aud, seeing that I saw and heard, 
Turned to me with a cheerful face, 

And spoke some random ho|>cful word, 
And nodded smiling to the place, 

Wlitfrc stood the stair. Hut 1, I knew 
A sadden rttsli of hope and strength, 
And cared not when, if but at Icngili, 
^ly new-born thought should turn out 
true. 

mf' _ 


SCENE V. 


Oh, joy ! I grow stronger day by day ; 
And day by day in the sweet summer 
sveather 

I wander over the hills, and an ay 
High up 'mid the purple masses of 
heather, 

'i’ill mounting aloft with no one by. 

All in the bountiful summer weather, 

I drink in new life from every pore, 
f llifobbing and bourgeoning more and 


more 

lu every and with every breath. 
As, laid on the heather, 1 watch the 
sky 

And the putple shadows on sea and 
hiXL 


And hear hat the bee’s deep 
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And watch the shy mountain-sheep 
timidly come, 

And Uie kestrel circling, aloft on the 
rocky brow, 

Fulfilling the marvcUion$ mission of 
Death and of I'aiti. 

Death! ah, but that is for from me 
now, 

Vanished with Pain aud its legions of 

in. 

I can walk with my limbs, I can leap, 
I can run; 

I rejoice in my strength : the day of 
weakness is done. 

1 live, I grow strong; 1 am one with 
the World and with Life again. 

Aiut sometimes, rare blessing, there 
comes with me 

A fair young Mountain-nymph over the 
hill, 

Fearless and free from a thought of 
ill. 

For lier mother, who came of gentler 
blood, 

Who was always delicate, kind, and 
good— ., 

Her mother died long ago, and she 

Has livcrl from her childhood fearless 
and free. 

1 think no touch of passion as yet 

Has moved her. Only pity made wet 

Her eyes on that night which awoke 
my love. 

1 am only a friend more mature and 
wise 

'lltan any she knows, aud a shamed 
surprise 

Would wake in the aapphire depths of 
' her eyes, 

if she saw what tdiiul and pacdoiiate 
longings move 

Within the Mddeii thoog^ts of a mao« 
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Ah, well! but nuture is twofold, und sun 

It were not wise to ban 

The instincts which ore neKher gross 
nor pure. 

iiCt him suppress them who can. 

It is only in thought 1 invade her 
virginal peace, 

For I know that this sweet rehearsal 
of love must cease, 

For I am not my own ; but my wife 
to be, 

Stately and beautiful, waits for me 

With that which suffices to build up 
our shattered wealth. 

Ay, but what if love, awaking and 
coming by stealth, 

.Should bind me in chains on this wild 
Welsh hill ? 

Or hurry me downward, downw'arcl, to 
fathomless ill ? 

Tush ! how should I lie a devil if thcic 
be not a God ? 

I am only a young man in whom the 
young blood 

Pulses quickly, and have I no gratitude 

For the life which she saved, the life 
which is grown so sweet, 

As we roam o’er these brecee-swept 
uplands with rapid youi^ feet ? 

Oh, joy! 1 am one with the life of the 
hills, and the skies, and of man! 


SCENE VI, 

It ll done 1 1 have told her I love her, 
Yester>eve as we walked together, 
Eome power frown tyrannous holding 
me fost, 

EioAlhif ulilM the FtUiire and Past { 
And for imwer she jptte Imt a sigh 


And a blush as bright as the purple 
heather. 

And a little flutter of Ijosotn and heart, 
And a glow like the hues of the sunset 
above her. 

Oh, fair ash'grove where P'told my 
love! 

Fair ash-grove dear to Cymric verse if 
Since their l>ard who sdflSf thee when 
Chaucer was young! 

Fairest of groves that were ever sung 1 
Oh, fairest sunset of all that have shone 
Since man first w'okc in Paradise 
garden, 

liefore the temptation, the ruin, the 
curse, 

Before the strange story was over and 
done, 

And man an outcast hopeless of pardon ! 
As we sat on the mossy bank, she and I, 
And no creature was near with intrusive 

C}'C, # 

To mark our innocent joy ! 

Sweet day when love awakens and 
stands, 

With his free limbs bare and his out¬ 
stretched hands, 

Before two young shame-fost natures 
which yearn “* 

With innooent yeamii^: clear fires 
that bum 

Free from all baser alloy. 

It is done; it is over $ and never Eve^, 
The mother of maidens who love and 
grieve. 

Looked fiurer than did Gwen, 

This peasant maiden, udten first she 
heard 

The one ineffoble, piuwioiiate Woi4 
Which stks for ever the. hearts ef 
maidens and of men.. 
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I And irewtnthftiid k hnndtlurottgh thi 
The bud on the bough, j blossoming heather, 

The song bf the bird, | She who now was my sweetheart, and 

The blue riv er-rea cfaes * - I by her side} 

By soft bre^eTStirred ; i For the shade was thotiwdow of Love’s 

Oh, sonf, and hast thou found again ^ wing-feather, 

thy treasure ? Whicbbares, os he rues, the secrets wC 

Oh, world, and art thou onc-c more hllod ' hidr. 
with pleasure ? 

Oh, world, hast thou passed Now, come cloud or sunshine, come 

Thy sad winter again ? joy or weeping, 

Oh, soul, hast thou cast ! It can be no longer ns ’twas l>efore. 

Thy dull vesture of pain ? Just a shadow of change o’er the soul 

Oh ! winter, sad wort thou and full of i comes creeping, 

sorrow ; ■ And farewell to the joyance and frecflom 

Oh'soul, oh world, the summer comes of yore; 

For it crosses I^ovc's face, where he 
lies a-sleeping, 

And he soars awaking, nor sluinbevs 


to-morrow! 


Oh, irt)ul! 'tis love quickens And he soars awaking, nor sluinbets 

Time's languorous feel; more. 

Oh, world ! ’tis Spring wakens 

Thj^air blossoms sweet; _ 

Fmr world, fair soul, that lie so clu'se 
together, 

Each w'ilh sad wintry days and fair ' ^ kund her ! 

SpriDfi weather ! ■ **^^®*' *"“8 wanderings, dull 

delays, 

I have found her ; 

As on the cleat hill-sides we walked ‘ And all my life is tuned to joy asd 


together, 


praise. 


A gimtm of purple passed wer the sea, ‘ I found licr ! 

And, glad with the |oy of the summer j 

weather, A myriad-myriad times 

My love turned quickly and looked on i In man's long history this thing has 
III& \ kien ; 

Ah, <he|^ sOBimw weather, the fair \ All ages, climes, 

s etmiUMr kUdhnr l j 'I'his daily, homly miiucte have ceeti 

Ah, the purple shadow on hill and sea! i A tnytlMl-iayriid tfntea f 

And HooM k her eyes m ‘^e walked | Yet is it new to-day. 

' fcgatkay \ j I have found her, a^ a new S|mag 

glads my qres. 

>'■ ; { World,Tatr and gay 
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A» when Eve woke in dewy Paradise, 
Fade not away t 

Fade not, oh light, 

Lighting the eyes of yet another pair, 

But let iny sight 

Find her as I have found her, pure and 
fair t 

Shine, mystic light I 


Yes, it is sweet to be ^ 

Awaited, and to know another heart 
Beats faster for our coming, and to sec 
The blush unbidden start 
To the fair cheek, and mark young 
Love’s alarms 

Perturb and make more fair the girlish 
charms. 


T am once more 

A young man with the passions of my 
kind} 

I am no pedant, glorying as before 
In barren realms of mind. 

The springtide that awakens land and 

sea, 

The Spring of Youth and Love, 
awakens me* 

It calls, and all my life 
Answers from its <^m deptlis, “I come, 
I hear.” 

It breakti it bursts, in sudden hope and 

Strife, 

It with tremulous, furtive tliruw 

Stiipiran m* nU tbe Put, »ad lave 
tnCf man. 


SCENE VII.-Gw*n. 

Dear hills, dear vales, so calm and 
bright 

In dewy dawn, in silvery night! 

Dear woods and uplands cool and wild. 
Where yesterday I walked a (diild, 

1 love you, but I roam no more 
With all the careless joy of yore. 

My girlish days are past and done; 

1 know my womanhood begun. 

What wab it one so. wise could sec 
In an untutored child like me ? 

What was it? Nay. ’twere sin to 
prove 

By earthy tests the ways of love. 
Whate’er it was, Love’s perfect way 
Is without doubting to obey. 

I do obey. I lay my soul 
Low at Love’s feet for his control. 
Farewell, oh paths half hidden in 
flowers. 

Trodden by young feet in childish 
hours; 

White bed, white room, and girlish 
home 1 

The hour of Love and Life is come ! 

I 

I shall nut watch as yesterday . 

The orange sunset fedc to gray, 

Nor roam unfettered as the bee, 

A maiden heart and fency free. 

1 am bound by such a prcciotts chain 
1 may not wander forth ai^un* 

Oh, bond divine I oh, sweet, sweet 
drain! 

Ob, mingling of ccstaric pain! 

I am a ample :g^I no more. 

1 would not have it as beto* . 
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GW'EM 


One day of love, one brief, sweet day, 
And all my past is svqit away. 


Oh, vermeil rose and sweet, 

Rose wTEh the golden heart of hidden 
fire, 

Ikar thou ray yearning -^oul lo him I 
love, 

Hear thou my longing and desire. 

Glide safe, oh sweet, sweet rose, 

By fairy>fall and cliff and mimic strand, 
Ta where he mases by the sleeping 
stream, 

Then eddy to his hand. 

Drown not, oh mraeil rose. 

But from thy dewy petals let a tear 
Fall soft for joy when thou shalt know 
the tou(^ 

And presence of my dear. 

Tell him, oh sweet, sweet rose. 

That I grow fixed no more, nor flourish 
now 

In the sweet maiden garden-ground of 
old, 

But severed even as thoo. 

Say from thy golden heart, 

From vii|pn folded feaf and odorous 
breath, 

Tint 1 am his to wear or cast atvay, 

His own in life or death. 


Thy shadow, taidy mgfit, 
Cicepa onwud by valley and Mil, 
And scarce to aqr straiAii^ 

Show the whltb road^reaehes still. 


Oh, night, stay now a little, little ^ace, 
And let me see the light of my beloved's 
face! 

■f 

My love is late, oh night, 

And what has kept him away ? 

For I know that he takes not delight 
In ihc garish joys of day. 

Haste, night, dear night, and bring my 
love to me! 

What if his footsteps halt and tarry but 
for thee ? 

Nay, what if his footsteps slide 
By the swaying bridge of pine, 

And whirled seaward by the tide 
Is the loved form I counted mine I 
Oh, night, dear night that comest yet 
dost not come, 

How shall I wait the hoar that brings 
my darling home ? 


Fair star that on the shoulder of yon 
hill 

Peepest, a little eye of tranquil nig^t, 

Come forth. Nor sun nor moon there 
is to kill 

Thy ray with broth er light. 

Shine, star of evethat art so bright and 
clear; 

.Shine, little star, and bring my lover 
here t 

My lover! oh, fair word for maid to 
hear! 

My lover who was yesterday my firiend! 

Oh, strange we did not know l^ore 
how near 

Our stream of llfi; smoothed to its fated 
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ACT IL 


ShinSf sUr of eve, es Love’s self, bright 
end clear; 

Shine, little star, and bring my lover 
liere! 

lie comes! I hear the echo of his feet. 

He comes \ I fear to stay, I cannot go. 

Oh, Love, that thou art shame-fast, 
bitter-sweet, 

Mixed with all pain, and conversant 
with woe! 

S>hine, star of eve, more bright as night 
draws near; 

Shine, little star, and bring my lover 
here! 


What shall 1 do for my love, 

Who Is so tender 
And dear and true, 

Loving and true and tender, 

My strength and my rlcfenrler — 
Whatsballldo? 

I will cleave unto my love, 

Who am too lowly 
For him to take. 

With a self-aurrendcr holy 
1 will cleave unto him solely; 

1 will give my being wholly 
For his dear sake. 

ACT n. 

SCENK T.-Henuv. 

Only ft little 

Of meetinip under the alar, 

Stnet the blissiful evening 1 daied to 
spftftk, 

Sweet evening that seems so far! 

And alMHh^^the crueypost brings me 
k , w«d - ■ ^ 


That my mother rim coantess, who, far 
away 

At a German bath with her ailing lord, 
Has been dreaming the early autumn 
away, 

Returns to-day, and to-morrow will 
come 

To liike the Invalid leisurely home. 

Ah, mother! 1 fear that your pride will 
scorn 

That your son should mate with a lowly 
bride, 

Though a vicar’s daughter is well 
enough born 

For all but a foolish pride. 

And I know, moreover, your heart i** 
set 

On her to whom no word is spoken yet, 
The lofty heiress who comes to restore 
Our house to the splendours of yore. 
Poor mother, your {latience wa> sadly 
tried 

By the studious fancies which kept mo 
apart 

I F roin the London which non* seems to 
hold your heart; 

And, alas' 1 hardly know how to (ace 
The blank amaze of your haughty gaze. 
The cold surprise of patrician eyes, 

As you listen to my di^puce. 

Disgrace, did I say ? Ah t where 
In all the bewildering town 
Is any as Gwmi i$, (aif 
Or comely, or high or fuiiu? 

Or when did a countess's coronet eiown. 
A head with a brigjhter glory of hair?. 
Or how could titular raitk insure * 

A mind and a heart so iwesitl 
Ibey shall noi shame me to eliett dr. 
beguile 

Ify darUng^ my gueen» my ^easme^" 
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Nor Uot from my «Md[ the pure plwsnre 
or the brief hovtra timt have been. 

And if indeed I mufit go for a while, 

It shall not be for long, but a little 
while} 

And then I will baste back again with 
passionate feet, 

To bask again in her smile. 

I mu*(l tell her all to-night, sweet to¬ 
night, when we meet. 


SCENE II. 1 

« 

I have seen her once again, 

1 have seen her again, my dear. i 

And oh, but (larting was a bitter pain ! | 
And oh, the ready, child-like tear! 

1 did not know, even I, before, ' , 
With how immense and ponderous a ) 

chain | 

Love binds the girlish heart, and holds ; 

it evermore. 

For I hardly know at all i 

How it come to be, but as we two spoke ; 
Of parting and absence her sweet voice ; 

broke, I 

And she paled and wavered as if to fall ; I 
And 'twas only a ready encircling arm, , 
And Up to Up in a close embrace, 

That brot^ht back' the rose to her | 
troubled itu:e, 

And recalled the wandering life from 
tta swij^ alarm. 

Boac yonng aout that Fate has given 
me to hold, 

And fifaa^ I thee, come weal or 

woe?" 

No, I will not betray thy sweet tmstlbl- 
liesit no, 

.Not fo^uiiUtons of gems and gold. 


But before I left her and went 
My way to the inn, while vUlage 
street 

Echoed loud with the thythmical wheels 
and feet 

Of niy mother’s cliariot, we vowed 
together 

That, through every cliange of life’s 
(ickle weather, 

We would cling to each other and never 
{lart. 

And so I, the round of festivities done. 

And the pheasants killed and the county 
won, 

Wilt steal from niygikied trammels, and 
come 

To the Welsh hillside which is now my 
home, 

And the child who has my heart. 


Was ever a girlish heart so fair 

As Gwen’s, or free from earth ? 

She is pure and innocent, T swear. 

As an infant at the birth. 

She is full, indeed, of much old-world 
lore, 

From the les.'tons her mother taught her 
of yore; 

Mozart’s sweet melodies loves to re¬ 
hearse, 

And many a tome of forgotten verse; 

And something of modem letters she 
knows. 

And oft in fancy with Elaine goes, 

As she floats down lifeless to Camelot. 

But of wrong and evil she knows no 
jot. 

She dreams no more of the Ways of 
men. 

Their deceits, their treacheries, 
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.Or of coarHCy bold women,—>my little 
Gwen, 

With the clear, deep, tniKting eyes— 

Than if you should come by some 
Arctic main. 

Where a world of ice shuts humanity 
out; 

On some simple forgotten colony, 

Which had never heard of the world or 
wealth; 

Or a convent set on a scarp^l hill. 

Tush! but they wouW'Torrupt each 
other, no doubt. 

Or some echo of evil would creep in by 
stealth. 

But for Gwen the pure cold stream of 
her will 

h'lows along the mountain-side, taking 
no stain, 

Crystal-clear, reflecting its kindred sky. 

Was ever a soul so fair ? 


Forget me not, dear soul! Vet uhere- 
fore speak 

The words of freedom, where the thing 
is not ? 

Forget me not i And yet how poor 
and weak 

My prayer, who know that nothing is 
fcMgot I 

htm voice, or kindling eye, or glowing 

che^« 

Fotget; ’^hom not t 

lP<»get me cmly if fotgetiing prove 

Obttvion of low aims and earthy 
^loaght j 

Forget the 'blinder af^ites wl^ch 
- move ' 


Through secret yrs. by lower nature 
taught; " 

Foiget them, love 1 

Rememlier only, with fond memory. 
The exaltation, the awakened soul, 
.Swift moments strong to bind my heart 
to thee, 

Strong tides of passionate faith which 
scorn control— 

In these remember me ! 


Dear child so sweet in maidenhood, 
How should 1 doubt, r^rding thee, 

A secret spring of hidden Good, 

Which rales all things and bids them 
l>c? 

* 4 

Dear soul, so guileless and so pure, 

So innocent and free from stain, 

As 'twere untempted Eve again, 

I lean upon thee and grow sure. 

1 love no more the banen quest, 

The doubt I cherished I despise; 

1 am a little W'hile at rest, 

.Seeing the Godhead in thine eyes. 

Can good be, yet no Giver? Can 
The stream flow on, yet own no 
• source? 

From what deep well of hkldmi Force 
Flow's the diviner stream in man ? 

1 know not. Some there is, 'tb clear, 
A mystery of mysteries. 

Thy youth lias gaxed upon it, dear, 

And bears its image in Uane eyes. 

0 

Ye% God tboe is. Too fyt to know,- 
It may be, yet directhif alk 
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GWEN, 


It is enous^ $ ^ 

We ripen, we d^yfwe fall, 

To a great Will. No empty show 
T^f aimless and unmeaning ends 
Our life ia, but the overflow 
Of a great Spring which always tends 

To a great Deep. The silver thread 
Detureen the l‘'oiintaiQ and the Sea 
We are for ever, quick or dead, 

And Source and Ending both arc He. 

It is enough—no more I know ; 

But maybe from thy faithful eyes, 

Thy trust that knows no chill, thy glow 
Of meek and daily sacrifice, 

I may relearn the legend fair 
I whispered at my mother’s knee. 

And seeing Godhead everywhere, 
Confess, “ And this man too was He.” 


SCENE Ill.-(;\VKN. 

Oh, happy days so lately done, 

And yet removed m far away 
Before our p«bsifm*tide b^un 
And life’s youngl^fay! 

Shy early ^ys of sun* and showers, 
When all tito paths were hidden in 
flowers 

Tender and sweet, 

And on Ihe mowdain^de the year, 
With giriish diaii^ smile and tear, 
Tiipt>ed with light feet; 

And fay Ihe meWt^ snows the violet 
came* 

And OR' (he wolds the crocus like » 
Shflkoitdftmer 


06$ 


Daily some song of lonely bird, 

By tufted field or tasselW grove, 

From the clear dawn to solemn eve 
was heard, I 
But few of love. 

Nay, rather virginal fluting^ pure and 
clear. 

Passionless preludes, ah, how dear ! 
Nor yet upon the nesl, 


The bright-eyed fearless mother sate, 

! Nor yet high in mid-heaven her soaring 
mate 

Thrilled his full breast, 


Nor yet within the white domain of 


song 


r»vc burst with eyes aglow the maiden 
choir among. 


But when the fuller summer shone, 

Soon as the perfumed rose had come, 
Lo, all the reign of song was done, 

The birds all dumb; 

.And for the choir which did Iwfore 
rejoice, 

Low, tuneless accents of an anxious 
i voice 

; Weighed down with care, 

' And dim forehcHlings choking the high 
; note 

j Which once resounded from the joyous 
throat 

So full and fair. 

I would not lose the love which is so. 
dear, 

But *tis oh the parted days of the im¬ 
perfect year t 

Ob, sod dove gently cooing 
To thy mate upon her nest. 

And hast thou known undoing 
And deep unrest? 
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Hftth any pain of wooing 
Pierced thy soft breast ? 

0h» pale flower ever turning 
To thy great lord the Sun, 

And dost thou know a yearning 
Which is never done, 

For cloudless days returning 
And June begun ? 

Ah, heart I there is no pleasure 
As thine, nor grief. 

Time Future bolds the treasure ; 

Time Past, the thief. 

Whnl power brings this one, measure. 
Or that, relief? 


Ah ! 'tis not very long 
Since I was light and free, 

And of all lire burden of pain and 
wrong 

No echo reached to me; 

But day by day, upon this breeac-swept 
hill, 

Far from the too great load of human 
ill, 

1 lived within the sober walls of liotne, 
Safe'set, nor heard a sound of outward 
evil come. 

It IS not that 1 know, 

By word or any deed, 

What depths of misery lie below, . 
ViiktA hiais that bleed; 

But, since I have felt the huisic of my 
soul 

Tonched by another’s mastering hand, 

I seem to hear unfothotned oceans roll, 
As when a child 1 san* the Atlantic 
lash fhe, strand. 


Oh, mother, wbo^ dead 
So long beneath the grass, 

Lift up once more, lift tby beloved 
head 

When we two pass, 

An<l tell me—tell me if this passionate 
pain, 

This longing, this ineffable desire 
For one I know so lately, lie the gain 
To which young maids aspire. 

Is this to love, to kiss my chain and 
feel 

A riominant will to which *tis joy to 
kneel? 

Oil, mother, I am a maid ; 

1 am young, I know not men. * 

My great joy makes me shrink and l>e 
afraid. 

It is not now as then 
When first we walked together on the 
hill. 

I take no longer, thought for any soul 
Of those I loved before and cherish 
still ; 

1 care not for the poor, the blind, the 
lame; 

I care not for the organ’s solemn roll. 
Or sabbath hymns and prayers, who 
am burnt as of a flame. 


I Nay, love! how can I doobt thee 
)' Who art so dear, 

Tlioi^h I pine away without thee 
In the Aiding year ? 

The ash flinjp down its lad, the 
heather 

Is bloomless in the autonm weiUher ; 
The mountiun paths are wet wldi Hme, 
Wlwre we together eve fay ^ 

Would wander in the Joj^s Bme, 
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Fiir hotiii wbeft thyiviettiming 
Came with the dtjrs* increuing length. 
1 pace alone the dw fiuntUar road 
Where first we met. 1 walk idone; 

I have no aim nor purpoae* none— 
Only to think of those soft days and 
still believe. 


I wUl do whatever thing my love 
commands; 

I will go or stay; I am taken as a bird 
in his hands. 

Oh, love, my love 1 tarry not .tong { 

I am not happy nor strong. 


Last evening, on a distant hill, 

A wreath of cloud-mist dealing sleet 

Compassed my homeward steps, ns still 

I toiled with weary feet. 

Oh, whnt if the snow, like n winding- 
sheet. 

Had stayetl the steps of my life and my 
troubled will, 

And dosed on me for ever, concluding 
there 

My little hopes and joys, and maybe 
my despair ! 


Nay, i will not doubt him nf»r b** 
afraid; 

He is all that is good, 1 know it, tender | 
and true. 

But I fear he is higher in rank than he 
sai<i; 

For (me day, I rememlier it well, as he 
lay 

Very weak on his bed, a letter came 

Coronet-blasoncd, and half in shame 

1 lifted my eyes, and ^e saw 1 knew, 

And his ftice grew troubled and neser 
more 

\Vas his gate os frank as it was before. 

Teadef U.was, indeed, and ardent and 
; true, 

Bnt not as iftank as before. 

. Bat 1 count thv days till he «>mes 

1 long Ihv mm-wi^ a dttU^ deep pain. 


Delay not, love ; the sun has lost his 
fire. 

Slay not; the cold earth loses warmth 
and light. 

Summer is dead, and Winter comes to 

bl^bt 

The waiting world’s desire. 

Come Imck, and coming bring hack 
Spring with thee, 

Spring for my heart though oil the 
world lie dead ; 

My life will burst in blossom at thy 
tread— 

Oh, love, come fwnck to me ! 


ACT in. 

SCKNTi I.—Hevrv. 

Once more upon these dear familiiir 
hills 

I tread; 'tis autumn now, ^twas summer 
then. 

lltc valley paths are deep in mire; the 
i leaf 

I Falls sadly from the bou^ ; the village 
; inn. 

Bo noisy thoi, when four monlhs since 
I lay^ 

i 'Twist Ufe and death, Is rnkm; ajray 
; mist 

! HangaoVar the tureathless lowland, AH 
the hills 
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ACT ttl. 


Are clouded, on whose summits a thin 
cowl 

Of snowflakes nia at times. .Summer 
is dead; 

A sad autumnal stillness over all 

The dull world broods, and in my heart 
I know 

Summer is dead—sweet summer, ah, 
too brief! 


Tor now, alos! 1 know 

What folly *tWQS that kept me here 

Three little months ago. 

I have drunk deep since then of cups 
that cheer, 

The sea of eyes, the lieat of iJopular 
hands, 

When to his thought the high*set plat¬ 
form reels, 

As now the solitary speaker stands 
Poised like a swimmer on high waves, 
who feels 

The world cut off from him and knows 
To fail is ruin. 1 have knowm 
Men better since, and felt how near 
And yet far off are clown and peer; 
And known how better than all lore, 
Better than love itself, and more, 

How satistying and how great, 
ft is to aid the ship of state, 

The labouring Ixirk, which reeling goes 
'Mid sunken rocks, and watching foes. 
And best of all 1 know 
How baseless w'as my sweet Arcadian 
dream. 

I >001116 not bear—^1 know it well— 

To live retired from the central stream 
Of life, as if in a hermit's cell. 

I loi^ for the hurry, the passion, the 
glow , 


Of full life lived in the eyes of men; 

I can bear no longer to dream in 
inglorious ease. 

A great name, the iroice of the people, 
authority, these 

Are more than ray simple Gwen. 

Ay, .and I have Icamt besides. 

What I scarce suspected before, 

By what poor c\i»edient« ray father has 
striven 

To keep the wolf from his dwr— 

Bubble schemes, mine-ventures which 
came to nought, 

Anti some senseless bet on some 
swindling race, 

And I know not what gambling*follics 
beside. 

but I know that our lawyer, with long- 
drawn face, 

Came to me with secret warnings of ill. 

And hints that a prudent marriage 
alone could fill 

The coffers so nearly empty, again. 

Poor father ! it was not right, for your 
dreams of gain, 

.Vml your )M>mpous life and wasteful, 
orderless state, 

To diminish a family hoard that u'as 
never great; ' 

Rut I know* that if the blow he hinted 
should come, 

And the Jew and the broker harried 
our ancient home, 

Tt would kill you and drive my mother 
distraught. 

Nay, I could not bear to see it* My 
path is clear: 

I must see you once more and leave 
you, my love, my dear. 
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SCENE 11. I 

1 did not know it, 1 t»wear; • 

I did not dream tliat a young girl, fair 
and free, 

Could long care for one grave and 
studious and worn like me. 

1 thought our l)i,ief jmsion wob dead ; 

1 thought I had schooled my heart lu 
obey my head; 

Uut when I saw her, she showed so ! 
fair,— 

it was just at the self*samc '•jiol where j 
we used to meet,— l 

Tha't 1 hastened up the sleep path with 
^ wings to my feet; 

And she did not see me at (irst, but 
stood for a W'bilc 

Silent and musing and still, with a sweet 
half-smile, 

As if bent on some mingled vision of 
joy and pain, 

And 1 l^ew that our love was not 
dead, but slept and awoke again. 

But when at length she turned her 


And I failed, I failed to tell her what 
should have been told, 

Fur the heart of a maid is higher than 
rank or gold. 

But to-night 1 must speak and tell her 
all, 

I must tell her though the sky fall. 


SCENE 111. 

1 1 is over, it is done. 

.She from the clear frank depths of her 
maidenly pride: 

‘‘Dear, it is sudden indeed, but 1 
thought it would come, 

For 1 doubt if any arc happy under the 
sun. 

But you, you shall not imperil the pildo 
of yOur home; 

1 know you a fitting mate for a loftier 
bride. 

I will love you and pray for you always. 
And now good-bye. 

Be gvxxl, my dear, to your wife. But I 

Have awoke frpm my dream in time, 


eyes, and will tend 

With a.beautiful, pitiful look of sur- My poor, who, I fear, have missed a 
prise, , friend; 

And a questing glance, and a shiver And my father is growing old, and will 
and a start, , | want me here. 

Ob, ^twas then that she touched my; Fear nut, I shall not be unhappy. 

heart! i Farewell, my dear!" 

And before a moment passcb again we And she went with feet as swift os the 
stbnd, bounding roe, 

With on. each other bent, and And vanished before 1 knew she was 
hand Ihikcd to hapd ; minded to go, 

And with hardly a spo^ word, we And left me alone with the dying day 
iu<e foce to foee, in the fading year. ’ ' 

Strained folSedwt' a^^ in a close 
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ACT IIL, imirs IT. 


1 dnnot leftve her thus j I must see her 
again, 

Though I know it is cruel to both and 
renewal of ()ain. 

Uut all night long have I lain awake, 

I'osslng and fevered for her dear sake, 

As when she nursed me to life in her 
little room; 

And once, when I dozed a moment, X 
seemed to hear 

Her sweet voice calling aloud in accents 
of fear, 

('ailing my name in a voice whici) sank 
to a moan; 

And, though 1 know it was dreaming 
fancy alone, ■ 

I cannot leave her thus. 1 am harassed 
with fears; 

1 must see her again; 1 must write. 
And lo I through the gloom 

'I'he slow dawn of autumn breaks in 
mist and in tears. 


Hear, 1 must see you again. 

Bring with you the last sweet rose 
Which lingers still in your garden- 
ground, 

The last retl summer rose. 

13o you mimi how you sent me a rose 
Alom; streamlet's flow, 

A awe^t and a blushing rose ? 
li »ikded-^'twas long ago. 

Conu^ deer- A dieem vlaitetl me 
In vigBUd bight; 

f Hekfd your voice catling to me 

ttt and 

1 must see you. Tl» swift wbeehi stay 
At the fi{mt we Itave known Of ynio; 


Be there, ere they bear me away 
From my love for evermore. 


SCENE IV.— Gwen. 

Tlie light has gone out of my life, 

Vet I will not repine. 

Nay, ’tis well to have passed betimes 
through the struggle and strife. 

Shall I grieve that he comes not again. 

That iiiy love is not mine ? 

Ah, folly! the whole creation travails 
in pain. 

I will live my own life once more ; 

I will succour the weak; 

1 will l>e but a little more grave than I 
was liefore. 

1 

I 

I 1 will strive to repay the deep love 
I My fond father hiils to speak; 
j 'rhough the path may be lonely and 
drear, yet the hMvens are above. 

Ah t my love who no longer itt miae^ 

Yet my love till 1 die, 

I will strive to be patient and strong, 
but I wither and ]nn& 


A letter from my love, 

In the welbrcmembes^ hand, 
Once agun, yet we have paitkd $ 
'Tis hard to nnderatiiid. 

A letter from my love f 
Dear letter, and b>lfitt tays bk? 

1 am goii^ awjgr for 
Come once mor^ dear to ' 
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“ And with you btlng a rose.*'— 

My love, I will be theie; 

I will bring you a red, red rosebud 
fpt)!! your heart to wear. 

Itat you must not crash it, dear, 

Or bind it to you too fast, 

Or the poor flower*s scent, I fear, 

Will bring l>ack to you the Past. 

Wear your rose lightly, dear, 

For ornament or pleasure ; 

But the virgin rose of a maiden's heart 
Keep safe as a precious treasure. 

AC r IV. 

setiNE 1 .—Henrv. 

How weak arc wc and blind ! 

How ^urant of fate ! 

For 1 thought 1 was steadfast and lirin, 
and knew my mind, 

Till 1 saw her at the gate; 

And next day, os soon os the train rolled 
on and I sat alone, 

1 wished that I bad not written to give 
her pain, 

And 1 prayed that she might not come, 
nor might I see her again. 

# 

* 

But when the swift wheels slackened 
and grew stiU 

At the little wayside station beyond the 

lift. 

There nkme by the phufonn stood my 
ueasare, tny c^, 

Very pale, with a rose id hm* hand; full 
ofmaidMly iear. 



With sad hearts thibbbing together and 
cheeks aglow, 

For a precious minute or two, till the 
signal to go; 

And then, all my yomh and my love 
rising up like a it ante, 

1 whispered, ** I;cannot leave you, my 
love, my bride. 

Come to me, my own, my wife! 

And lo! os in a trance, 

With a shiver and tottering limlis, and 
a pitiful glance, 

As one who walked in a dream, site 
obeyed and came 

(.'onstrained, and sank fainting down in 
her place at iny side. 

There she lay long time on tny breast, 
very pale nnd chill, 

And I trembled to see her poor while 
face, my dear; 

And the swift train had sped us on far, 
when, with something of fear, 

She said quicltty, “ Where am I ? ” 
And I; With your husband to 
be. 

We arc long mil^s away from your 
home. Vou will trust me, my 
own ? ” 

And she moaned,*** Ah 1 how could I 
leave my father alone? 

Poor father i Ah! what will they think 
of me when they know ? 

They will deem me unmatdenly<—bold. 
Let me go. We were mad; 

It is nothing to women to wither and 
pine and be sad. 

Let me go. It it bett^. Smne sreak- 
ness consttafned me te come. 

I will go and he hapfiy', llmir with 
my equals at home,** 

But I soothed hm*, and AsaM a iw^- 
aage that id! Wtts 
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And to promise a letter nmct day, telling 
all that there was to tell ; 

And she lay like a child on my heart, 
with her head bent wearily down, 

Aiul lo! on the antumn twilight, the 
glare and the turmoil of town. 


1 hold him wrong who openi, wide 
ITie secret, sacred dot^rs of love. 

The paths by shame-fast footsteps tried, 
The mazes of the'enchanted grove. 

1 hold him wrong; but (iweu the wife 
Is dearer far than Gwen the maid. 

We walk by hidden deeps of life, 

And no man maketh us afraid. 

I hold him w'roiig; but who can prize 
At its full worth the love he gains, 

Till iKmnd by mutual sacrifice, 

Till fused by mutual and pains ? 

Too Itappy are the halcyon days ; 

Tor Time the taker, Time the thief, 
Steals ghostlike down the flowery ways, 
And makes the blessed moments brief. 


1 have left her ofttimes for a while. 
And then, on some pretext hastily 
found, 

Uav» hurrt^ back to Imsk in her, 
smile; 

now I am here fast bound, 

For my father is Ming, day by day, 
Aikd ^ hard lo keep the harpies at 
bdy. 

who wottld enter and drive* him from 
hooMi and 


They must not suspect that I, who am 
alone 

The mainstay on which they depend to 
secure their own, 

Am not the lover of one who brings 
lands and wealth, 

But bound to a )>enniless girl whom I 
wedded by stealth; 

They must not dream it j and therefure 
hcic must I stay, 

Though 1 Beciu indeed to lose every 
day 

'riiat keep.s me away from my love. 

Itcar M>ul, it i.-> springtime again, and 
fresh currents move 

1 hrough the w'urhl, anti >tir the life in 
blossom and tree, 

And the little hidden life wliich ere 
long shall be. 


SL'LNK n.—G\V£N. 

Dear love, I will be patient, yet 
I long to sec you, and I fear 
Lest absence lead you to forget 
The things that once were dear. 

You tell me we awhile must hide 

« 

Out unkm safe from ptyii^i eyes, 

But when your ailing fatbyr dies 
You will proclaim me as your bride. 

1 long that this might be, nor wait 
The death of any. I have been 
These last six months, ’spite love and 
fate, . 

Dearest, as happy as a queen. 

Jlttt now another dearer lift 
Forbids my careless patimice moife 
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Pray God it may oot come before 
1 am acknowledged a$ your wife. 


I did not know, 

When I Mnlked careless on the hills, 
The hopeless load of human ills; 

But neither could I know 
To what full height our happiness can 
grow. 

Sing, caged bird, sing ! 

Is thi.s your constant .strain ? 

•* I would, I would that I were free ; 

I would, I would, 1 would that I uerc 
once again 

Sitting alone utthin a Ic.afy tree ; 

1 \Youjd that I might be 
, llreathing free air far from this gilded 
p.iin. ” "" 

Ah, btnl! I w'ould l>e free 
As you, for I weary here. 

And yet, my bird, I have one so dear, 
so dear, 

That, if he might only bide with me, 

1 should no longer care 
To change this stifling, fettcrcrl air 
^ For the free mountain-breathings fre^-h 
awl fair. 


Cold caat and drear, 

Thy chill breath veils the world in 
cheerless gray. 

Sad east, while than art here, 

Life creeps with halting feet its weary 
way, 

T feel yon pieece my bean, oh, cokl 
east windl 

Sad eMt i that leavett lifisleiB pfains 
Ifehind. 


The dull earth, watdiing, 

Within her leaflets bowers. 

Until the west wind coming ureeps 
Soft tears that turn to /lowers. 

Oh, cruel cast I that' dost delay the 
world. 

Withering the leaf of hope while yet 
unfurled. 

()vcr this gray cheerless town 
The stifling smoke-mist hangs, a squalid 
i pall, 

I And night, t(M) swift for springtide, 
settles down 

Before the shades of mountain-eveningK 
fell. 

I sicken here alone, dull day by day, 
To watch the lurinoil wake and fade 
<• away. 

Why does my dear not come, 

Or write or send some little loving 
word ? 

h is n(»t here as ’twas at home. 

I have no companion but this prisoned 
bird; * 

No friend in all the throng to hear my 
.sighs; 

Nc» glance, but the cold stare of alien 
eyes. 

No friend, nor l<jve nor care 
To hold me; but svhciv summer suns 
return 

And wake this stagnant and exhausted 
air. 

The little dearer life for which I yearn 
May wake, and make me happier than 
of old, 

Watching the innoeeitl life my ana* 
e.ifold. 

t 
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Cold east and drear» If my husband is ailing; he keeps 

Spreading a noontide darkness on the away— 

town. And 1 have but faltering words to say. 

You shall not blight my faith, nor And to*day I thought, as I sate in my 
make me fear, lonely room. 

Nor leave me in despond, nor drag me With a little frock on my lap, in the 
down. • ! gathering gloom, 


I am alone; but, if he loves me still, ! And the woman came with the lights, 
I nm not all alone, sad days and chill, j tliat she seemed to look 


: With the old resi>ect no more, V>ut a 


cold ruimke. 


SCENE III. 

1 grieve that my father slays away, 

Though his letters are always flenr .and 
kind, 

Ihit sometimes I think they seem to 
convey 

.Some shadow of pain on a doubt fui 
mind; 

Hut he docs not know that I am alone. 

For I could not tell him my dcttr was 
gone. 

And it may be he has not forgiven quite 

Our foolish and hurried flight. 

What ? Do I not know—forgive, did 
I »«>■ ?— 

1'hat nought which falls short of com¬ 
mitted wrong 

Would keep his heart from hit child for 
long, 

Nought that a kUs would not chase 
8W‘ay ? 

l>ear father 1 i would f might welcome 
him here 1 

For, brooding here day by day, 

My mind grows full of a formless fear, 
t dread the glance of the women; 
the sneer 

Whkh Iseem tosecontheirlipanndeyes, 

As they ask sometimes with ia hard 
surprise 


Docis she doubt, then, I am his wife? I 
will fly ; I will go ; 

1 will tell her nil my secret. Ah, no ! 
ah, no 1 

Great ITeaverr, does she think he is 
gone and will no more conic? 

Oh, Henry, *tls cruel to leave me, come 
to me, come home! 


This is the fourth dull week— 

I am wrctchcrl and sick at heart— 

.Since the thought came first which f 
fear to write or speak, 

.And 1 have no rest at night; for 1 stid- 
denly start, 

Thinking I hear his voice calling to me 
in pain. 

Mixed with voice.s of scorn sometimes, 
through (he dead city-night; 

And then, if my tired eyes sink to 
slumber again, 

I wake in deadly /rig^t. 

Anti before the bustle of life revives in 
the street, 

1 watch for the bunying sound of the 
messenger’s foet. 

And I hold my breath as he tomes with 
a Mekeniiqir fcu« 



80BKB V. 




f II UlA^ ... ....... 


s»?5 


Bat the sharp summoDS passes on 
quickly, and never here 

He stays; bat I must not despair, nor 
ever forget 

That 1 live for a ripening life, which 
'twould injure to fret. 

Hut 1 know that my face is pale and 
anxious and thin, 

Which my love would hardly know, if 
he saw me again; 

And I look in the gloss, and I start to 
sec therein 

Two hollow eyes answer my ga/c with 
a look of pain. 

.\nd perhaps he would love me im 
more in my beauty’s disgrace ; 

Perhaps he was only a slave to a foolish 
face; 

Perhaps- But I know I am sick in 

body and mind. 

Or 1 could not doubt my love, u lio was 
always kind. 


My heart is heavy, 

My life runs low, 

My young blood’s pulites 
Beat faint and slow. 

I cannot believe. 

Yet I dare not doubt. 

For when ikith is shadowed 
Love's fire goes out. 

Oh, Love, what is this 
Th&t thy stfong power brings 
To those thou hast touched 
With thy vanhbing wings ? 

CBi, Ltwe^ it wf»‘Cniel 
To brif^ us to pMn* 


1 



I can slay here no lot^cr; 
Whatever may edme, 

I will go to my father 
And—die at home. 


j My heart iS heavy, 

I My life runs slow ; 

! To my Father in I leaven j 

j 1 open niy woe. 

I 

t 

J _ ,_^ 

I 

1 

1 

! srFNi- V. 

i 

' What is it that has been ? 

Let me once recall again 
The fear that came ujion me, 

And ihc story of my pain. 

I 

I Vester-eve, as I sat alone, 

I Somebcnly entered, and read 
I How the Earl, at some foreign bath, 

I Had l>cen ailing and now was dead ; 

I 

I And pointeil to the place, 
j And the letters seemed to swim, 

< And the whole room whirling round 
and round. 

As my sight grew faint and dim. 

' For ’twas said that the new Earl, 

, liis mourning done, would wed 
j The heiress of whom he told me before; 
; And I wished that I was dead, 

Y 

I 

I And they muttered, with freezing 
ghwees, 

i **Theybad thought *twas thus, beftne;’! 
f And I could not answer a single word 
But fell upon the floor. 
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And now I lie ailing and weak, 
Sick in body and mind and heart; 
liut to-morrow, if God help me, 

I will rouse me and depart. 


Homely lamp, familiar room, 
Ye will welcome me, I know. 
0|)en, father; 1 am come 
Broken-hearted to my home ! 


Oh, father, you will not spurn me. 

Nor think me what they say, 

But take us l>ack to your heart and life, 
And my grief shall fade away. 


ACT V. 


SCF.XK r.—G\VEN. 


It in over now. 


.SCKNI-: VI. 

Oh, the sweet air of the hills, 

'I'hat on this fair suniincr night 
Breathes on me as I ^scapc .at l.’ist 
From the glare of the long day, 

From the dust of the long plain. 

And the rushing, maddening train ! 

Here I mount among the pines 
By the path we knew so well. 

All is there unchanged but 1. 

Hark ! the thunder of the fall. 

See the ash-grove where, we sale. 

'Fhere we lingered at the gate. 

Xothir^ changed, hut 1 am cliange<l. 
Slowly up the well-loved steep, 

Failing footsteps toiling slow, 

Where, upon the morning hilts, 

Twelve months since my feet would go 
Bomiding I^htly as the roc. 

None have seen me, that is weli-~ 
if here I were tQ .6iiI-<^ 

Counfe 11 shall reach there—Kay, 
t most rest awhile; then climb 
Slowly through the fragrant gloom. 
Where my garden roses bloom.— 

m 

It is .fittkd)«iA Dear white head 
Bcmling low Upon thy book. 


J have been a long lime ill, 

Bui to-day I am able to wander slow 

To the churchyard round the hill. 

' Ti^ (here they have laid luy little love. 

Who lingered three litlle months—it 
was not long - 

And there they will lay me too, ere the 
waning light grows strong. 

It is but a little grave 

Where my little one is laid, 

But 1 keep it decked with white dowers 
every day, 

And above, a kindly yew’s protecting 
shade 

Shelters it safe from min and wind. 

Sleep fast, my darling, sleep while yd 
you m.ty; 

V'our mother will not lii^er long behind. 

Dear child, I wonder when 
I The last great morning breaks and we 
shall u'akc. 

If I may bear you then 

Safe in my nursing arms for Him to 
take: 

( Or wUI He suffer you to come befiwe* 
WTiite soul, while I am wahii^ At the 
door? 

I Dear little grave, I itiew 
i Fresh autunm Aou^rs and garden 
i blooms on you | 
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I stKw upon you roses white ind red: 

I fling my heart upon yooy narrow bed! 

Once, twdre nM)nlhs since^ t launched 
my heart, a rose, 

Where, lit with laughter, Love’s sweet 
river goes, 

And lo! otTcc more the year’s swift ! 

piniofis move, ! 

And now I cost it on the grave of love. ; 

i 

My love, my self, my child. 

Lie buried here, and I am free again. ; 
I wouKI I were a slave; I loved my ■' 
chain. j 

1 ;a'oiild that 1 iniglu sec youi '.weet | 
eyes mlhl; 

They were your father’s eye*», who loves ' 
not roe- 

I blame him not, but do forgive foi , 
thee. 

It is not long I stay, my life, my dcai, 
Not long until w'c arc together here. 

Last year—it seems an age ago- ! 

I had not seen him: then we went i 
Together on our road ; and so, ; 

By ways and converse Innocent, 

We gained at last the sacred gale 
or wedlock, and the hand of Fate 
Lifiled the latch, and we {lassed in 
To the enchanted ground therein. 

And now the winds of autumn rave, 

And love lies dead within a grave. 

Dear love, that liest there so still, 

I go now till tO'inorrow’s sun; 

The autumn evening gathers chill. 

The 4iy ie weU«ii{g^ done. 1 

Sleepy dear, til thy long un- ’ 

trcmldednig^t, • 

Sleep cafanly till the 1 i 


SCENE 11. 

What ? Can a second springtide burst, 
As happy as the firsts 
From out the midst (»r dark autumnal 
da}*!)? 

Ami can the dead roots start ? 

And can the withered heart 
Rise upward from despair tmjoy and 
praise ? 

Ves, though with thrills of almost pain, 
They can, again. 

l‘'or as I turned yesterday, sail and 
slow', 

From where my darling lies below', 
Fuliilied with sad sweet thoughts (d* the 
things that have been, 

I saw' my dear father’s kindly face, 
iVs he Cfinic to meet me with hurried 
pace, 

.\nd a grave smile that told me the 
news that he bore was good ; 
Dut he slackened his steps when be saw 
me, and calmed his mood. 

And I saM, “TcH me all.” And he 
answered, “'Tis well, my dear. 
He was faithful; I knew it, and is, for 
his letter is here," 

And he drew it forth ; and 1 knew that 
the writer was he, 

And the title was that which he bears, 
and *twas meant for me. 

'fhen my father kissed my forehead and 
left me alone, 

And 1 sat down to read what he said 
on a graveyard stone. 

My love! He too had lieen ill, for a 
chill he caui^t 

When the Earl lay dying abroad, well* 
nigh bnmgfht him to Aoui^t i 
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Growing to fevered heats and a wander* 
ing brain. 

Till he raved for his nurse of lost year 
to soothe him again ; 

And when, after many days, he bad 
risen to find 

The wife he was forcctl to leave, with 
unquiet mind, 

lie found me not, but they said 1 bad 
gone to my home. 

And 80 , with loving regards, he pro¬ 
mised to come, 

Almost ere his letter could teach me. 
Oh, love 1 oh, my dear! 

I shall sec you again, though 'tis late : 
and, meanwhile, a great fear 

Rises up lust you grieve for your child 
whom you never have seen. 


SCERE in. 

11c has come, lie has been; 

1 have kissed him again and again. 

Ah, God! but it is hard to die, 

¥or it was not he was to blame at nil, 
but I. 

It was I, with my coward dislnisl and 
unreasoning fear. 

Who could not put faith in my love, 
but shrank Itack from a sneer. 

1 am glad he was true throughout, 
though my sentence of doom 

Sounds clear as I lie alone in my own 

white room. 


To'day wras a happy day. 

When, upon my husband*s breast, 
1 leant b^de the gnai^ mound 
VThere our iirstbom lies at reel. 


I And we mutely went again 
j By the dear old paths once more, 
j And I half forgot my sorrow 
! And (he world was as before. 

I 

And he sjxikc with cheering words 
Of the time when I should come 
To cherish other children 
In hiH old ancestral home. 

Oh, my love as true as sled, 

With your comfort kindly meant, 

I would not seek to shadow 
The light of your content; 

But a hundred signs a&surc me, 
.Signs indefinite yet strong. 

That my fate is wholly written 
And I linger not for long. 

Dearest, let us cling together, 

1 Icart to heart and eye to eye; 

Let us be t<jgcthcr living, 

And I shall not fear to die. 


SCENE IV.— Henry. 

i 

; This is the last time that 1 tread 
These unforgotlen ways, 

For to<morrow we follow the swallow 
over the wave. 

We have spent our Mays; 

Chill autumn has come and found us 
bent over a grave. 

The grave of our youthful love and the 
hopes that are dead. 

My dear, she is very pale and worm 
Save the brilliant qiot dud fivulhes on 
either dkek; 
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She recalls ao longer the breezes and In the springtime of the year. 

freshness of mom A thousand times more deari my lo\'e, 

As she l<»ns upon me* slon* and weak ; A thousand times more deari 
But I trust the warm summer sun aud j For the tender pity that you move 
the honeyed air. j And the anxious boding fear. 

And the daily sights and suun<)s of 

things that arc fair, .. . . 

May 1 ‘uuse her and lighten her load of 

care. : TO'nK»rn»w, may it be 

Dear child ! to think of her pining i A new existence llial we twain shall 
alone, , prove 

While I lay longing for her and too | Up<*n the western sea, 

weak to write, • Boun<l for some happier land of hcallh 

And afiaid to disclose by .1 look or a ' and love. 


I V. 1 t 

TKcthii^whichdiscovercdhadwicckeil j new ^ears, new |*aiU8, 

us quite ! j ready, and 

Ah, me! 'twas a wretched time j and*' wc trust . 

now il i. done, i ]!“ W ■» Hal icigna 

My fathet i. go"*-- »»•! ">/ I i ‘ 

only remain, i 


Weak in frame, with a fading wife and ; 

a burden of pain. j 

Dear soul, I will do wliat by love and ; 

by gold can lie done; i 

1 will bask with you safe from chill in : 
the southern sun ; 

And I i>iay that when summer returns 
and the meadows grow green, 
You may sit in my stately home, as 
happy and proud as a queen. 

But, oh 1 what a feards there ; 

I dare not speak, * 


We hope ; wc caimut tell ; 

Wc go together alone, forgetting all; 
For love, it shall Im: well. 

Though life, a waning lire, may sink 
and fail. 

' r 

Vet, if a jjrayer may move 
Thy dread rlccrcea, Omnipotent Wiii| 
Spare, spare my innocent love 
To my fond gaze a little longer still. 


As I see (he crimson deepen i SCENK V.— Gvvkn. 

On (he pule wan cheek. 

Kay, love^ yoh are more lovely so. Here is a calm bright day, 

A thousand dmes more hdr. And my husband's tender voice; 

Than uHhen, ivr^e little months ago, He has climbed up from the village. 
You went so free from care. And 1 struggle (o rejoice. 

More dear yon arc, my love, and sweet, 

? A th u*'*— thnes aioie dear, j For 1 feel that to sorrow longer 

Than ivhen my heart forgot to beat I For the little one who has fled. 
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My angel who rejoices 
Among the bIess<H] dead* 

Were a morbid grief) displeasing 
To the Lord of joy and pain. 

Nay, 1 will not sorrow longer ; 

1 will strive to live again. 

To the beautiful far countries 
Where the soft unfailing sun 
Beams cloudless through the winter, 
And the flowers are never done, 

lie will take me, undelaying, 

None beside us, only me, 

By (he ship that leaves to*morrn\v 
I'hc great city on the sea ; 

Kvery morning growing milder, 

.Vs wc southward wing our way, 

Till our swift ship casts her nnchoi 
In some blue unruffled bay. 

Stately cities I have read of, 

Naples, Rome in nil her priilc • 

I shall see them, a great lady. 

With my husband at my side. 

I shall see them when returning 
From the sacred stream of Nile, 

From vast tombs of unknown rulers, 
And the Sphinxes changeless smile. 

I see them. But in springtime, 
Whtth the bitter east is done, 

I tdiali greet these dear old mountains 
Sfaudnf in the sober tun; 

I tball see my lather smiling; 

1 shall bend once more again 

O'er sleepm^ flower*strewed cradle^ 

hlingling teodm hope with pidn. 


1 shall come, (hough, maybe sooner, 
When I shall not see nor hear; 

For my love has given his promise 
I shall rest beside my dear. 


i 

I Farewell, oh dear, dear hills ! 

I I do not know if I shall see you more. 

■ Farewell \ *tis set of sun, the night is 
near. 

Farewell! Below, the mist of autumn 
fdls 

j The sleeping vale with winding vapoiir> 
1 frorc , 

I AVid hidi^from sight the yellow woods 
[ and sere. 

I But on the heights the day’s declining 
fire 

Bathes all the summits in a haze of gold. 

Not yet the cold mist, stealing high and 
higher. 

Touches the puqdc glow with Angers 
cold; 

Not yet the ruddy light from out the 
; sky 

Goes, nor the orange shadows liuie and 
die. 

Here, far above the grave of dying day, 

The clear night comes, and hills and 
vales grow dark. 

But soon the Aral faint star, a lucid spaik, 

Glimmers; and, lo I the ineflable array! 

A myriad suns for one! stnmge suns 
and far. 

The hidden homes where blessid spirits 
are! 

Oh ! night of Beii^, like Uie lu^t of 
day. 

Ho w should 1 fimr because yonr Mkiws 
fall? 
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Who knows from what fresh fitories thy 
dark pall 

For failii^ vision lifts the veil away? 

What boundless spiritnal orbits rise 

Before the inwartl gaze of dying eyes ? 

Farewell, oh Uiile grave, 

Wherein I leave my buried heart awhile! j 

Thick yew, protect it well until I conic ; 

Shelter it; let not winds of winter rave, 

Nor sharp frosts fret nor snows, nor 
ilo^s defile. 

Here is my heart, and heie iny wailing 
home. 

F.irewcll! farewell! 

ACT \T. 


The name which every momlng’a broad¬ 
sheet takes 

To the eyes and hearts of millions—all 
the thirst 

For the statesman’s hig^ career sated, 
and lost 

In a strange lethargy which bound him 
fast 

Til an inglorious case. And yet I know. 
I A time there was when the mure gene* 
j rous part 

Allured his growing .soul. For 1 have 
! found 

; Among his papers, lime-stained noten 
which tell 

! or deeper studies far than 1 have dreamt 
I of; 

I or high hopes .'ind ambitions; such as 
fire 


St'KNF 1.—lIiNKV. 

I'he ^wcti cold air of these untrodden 
hills 

Breathes gently. Five ami twenty years 
have gone 

Since here roy father trod, }'oung, high 
in hope, 

ith all the world liefore him; nor as yet 

The slow-consuming fire of deep decay 

Had sapped his youthful hope, and left 
his life 


' Those who, as he and 1, arc placed by 
Fate 

j t)n such high vantage that to will alone 
; And labour is enough, and each ap- 
] proach 

' Of honour, the Senate itself, which 

1 

I opens not 

j To lower birth until slow-creeping age 
1 Derides the folljr, flings hack early 
doors 

! 'i 0 their unbroken youth, 'lliesc have 
I found. 


To drag along its crippled journey, spent I And, oh most strange of alt! cltMiC 
In southern lands, irberever the chill | manuscripts 

east ' Of sceptical themes—roy father’s, his 


wb<r was, * 

Of all men 1 have known, most rapt by 
faith 


come not; year by year: and 
last of all, 

Siipoe I have grown from boyhood, 

vifdUiig i And very full of Godhead—doiibU and 

His eonotty never; cot off and divorced i 

Fi^ all the joys that make existence I And anaknu questionings* changed yet 
sweet i the same, 

^.aspiiiDg great—the fame of j Dtfferiig^mformaloMfromth^ 
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At our own Oxford echo through old 
rooms 

Filled with youitg heated disputants, 
whose minds 

Seize with a frolic eagerness the douhts 

Which have {terplexed all time. All 
these I found— 

Ah, life is wontlcrful! We ore the 
sport 

Of great laws swinging slowly through 
an arc 

Immeasurably vast. We doubt our 
doubts, 

Wc hug our faiths, and fancy we are fiec 

Who are shut fast of Time. 

What power it wus 

Kru/e fast his life 1 know not, but 
sometimes 

1 think there must have eunte upon his 
life 

Some overmastering passion, some 
young love 

Such as the poets feign, fs>r some young 
heart, 

Which hold him back and clogged him. 
Yet I know— 

I would stake my life u]M>n it—naught 
of wrong 

C'nine nigh him. Only hardly love it 
was 

lliat bound him to our mother—the 
high dam^ 

He spoke of seldom, mourned seldomer 

StUl, 

Whom scarcely I recall; whose clear 
cokl&ce 

Looks from beneath its corouel in my 

Statelier than any of our line. Voor 
mother! 

She led; ns early—^me and little Gwen; 

Gwen, whom men know as Lady 
Gwmdbtine, 


Our father's darling, who now comes 
with me 

When hither, after years of exUe spent 

From home and homely scenes, wc turn 
and leave 

'I'hc turmoil of the Season and the chase 

Of selfish worldlings, eager to secure 

Those who are rich or fair. 

I had found of late, 

Mention among his letters here and 
there 

Of this WeKh village, where, when he 
wits young, 

He spent a summer. So we left be* 
hind 

Thu senseless whirl, and now a week or 
more 

In this unclouded weather, bright and 
fair, 

Have wandered careless o'er these 
purple hills, 

Where once our father, older scarce 
th.nn I, 

Roved in that far-ofi* summer. We have 
kept 

Our name and rank a secret, and arc 
flee 

To come and go at pleasure, as did he. 

Dear father, years oga Ah! sweet 
and strange, 

The cycle of a life which turns and 
turns 

Round to the self-same spot, changed 
yet the same; 

The same but for the mystic beat of 
Time; 

The same but for the ineffable change 
of Being, 

Which in the same life, grown another, 
works 

Inhnitc depths of change. 

Somdiow--*! know not 

If aught it be but faney^but 1 think ; 
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The secret of his life, if such there I would thBt you were with us, and 
were, | might breathe 

Lies hid within these hills; and I rc* \ Hus sweet cold air again as young as 1. 
member 

That day, when he was dying and his 

, 1 SCENE II. Gwrx. 

Came feebler even than w«mt-the un- , 

ruHlcdsen j How fair and fresh from this gray 

Was sapphire, and the orange-groves ehurchyard shows 

behind : The rich green vale beneath. Upon 

Showed decked with gold—we heard a , the deep 

far-off bell >' Lush incadua's, where the black herds 

Call from the campanile on the hill. gracing seem 

And then he rousod'"irimself ; “Hark! j Like rooks upon the grass, a silvery 

*li» the Ih: 11-— ' gleam, 

From the dear church-tower on the hill Kow lost and now discovered, marks 

above - the place 

They both are there—*li.s a fair spot— ■ Where winds the brimming river. Here, 

the path , thick wootls 

Is steep from out the village, but the air ; Of oak and beech uiwu the slcqiing 

Is balmy — ’tis the wcll-rcmcmbeml - banks 

Iwll— I Iknd to the shailowy stream which 

They are singing now in W'clsh, .’ind glides Irencath. 

the sound soothes ' Tiiere, through the emerald meads, 

The sleepers by the yew." i shallow or deep. 

And now they tell me < It bastes or loiters, till the tall dark 

There is indeed a church on yonder ; elms, 

bill, ’ (J rouped by the distance, hide it. And 

A little chtirch half hidden hy dark ! above, 

yews, I On either hand the eternal raounUiris 

Which looks upon the long green vale ) rise, 

and sains ■ Fine-clad below, upon whose ap|>cr 

'fbe ever-winding river. So my sister, J heights 

Who learnt in Italy the skctcher’s art, j The unfenced heather purples. All the 
Has gone before, armed with all fit' sky 

devices j Is flecked with soft white fleecy clouds 

To snare die fleeiii^ landscape. It b : which cast 

time I Bewildering charms of shadow; and 

To join her, Imusi hasten; it may be | iMiyond, 

(She is not strong, dear abler, but soon { A shining sapphire drawn Uwbt earth 
tires) I and sky, 

She tirea.of sketching and awaits me. | Glitters the summer sea. Most beau- 
Father, < tiiul 
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’t'hoii art, oh motherland, which 1 
have known 

As yet so little. Beantifui art thou 
>(y second mother, sunny Italy, ! 
Where the blue heaven is brighter, and 
the sea 

(Jives back a clearer a/,urc. But for me 
There grows a tenderer charm frotn 
these green fields 

And purple hills and white-flecked 
skies, denied 

To thy more brilliant landscape. Per- 
Imps it is 

In t>art because my father loved them 
well, 

Dear father whoor I loved, and who 
loved me 

Closer than might a mother. 

Well! enough! 

I will draw no more to-day, but let the 
scene J 

Sink on my soul, and fix itself, and . 

breed ' 

Fresh scenes of lx*auty to inspire my | 
hand 1 

When the short days are dull, and alt | 
the sky 1 

A gloomy pail, and gusts of wintry 
rain 

Beat on the darkling city. 

1 will muse 

.\ little till my brother comes, and 
think 

11 ^ good he was whose memory 
brings us here; 

How auttlets of himself, bow prompt 
to give 

Whatever good a father's hand can 

give 

To his fnothetkse girh 1 scarcely liod 
athooght 

He did oot shore, and as I thinlc, 

ipdeed, ' 


He kept no secret from his earliest years 
or which I knew not. He has told mo 
all- 

Hi.t studious youth, his feeble health, 
the doubt 

Of God and roan which for a while 
oUcured 

llii noble brain .ind left it im}>olcnl— 
And somehow it was here, ti|ion thu^c 

hills, 

From out this very spot, it may lie, 
gazing 

Gn alt the loveliness of earth and sky 
And silver sea, the waters of his soul 
Weie loosed, and Rowed onward strong 
and clear, I 

To join the Infinite Deep ! 

I'liere comes a cloiul 
I'jMXi the sky and gusts of sudden 
• wind; 

The beauty fades, as treacherous as 
youth. 

And fleeting, and I thought I heard a 
roll 

Of thunder draw'tng near. 1 would my 
brother 

Were come. 1 am afraid. The church 
is closed--- 

It is not here as 'tls in Italy, 

Where all who choose may kneel as 
welcome guests 

Witidn God’s House *, but yon thick 
yew that stands 

Above that gleaming cross will shelter 
me 

From heavier stonns than this. 

Here 1 am talk. 
See with what tender core some loving 
hand 

Keepsgieen the sward, and sett it loond 
with flow'crs 

That btoom as in a garden 1 One iml 
rose 
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Twiacs round the erosii and sheds in 
this rade wind 

Its crimson petals. Two graves stretch 
beneath, 

And three sleep under. Ah ! Tix the 
old vicar's 

Who lived here forty years and died 
last ye.ir. 

** Al-so ah, see my brother comes at 
last— 

“ A1.S0 OF '’—strange, almost my name 
—G\venj,m\n, 

IJiS nAl’GHTKR, WHO AGED 

TWKNTV years” - 

The year ?—one year before my father’s 
marriage - 

Ah me I these two were parte<l long, 
long years ! 

“Countess of” —Wh.ii is this? My 
father’s title 1 

tather, what means it ?—“ Ano hek 

^ INFANT SON 

IIf.nry, Lord ”~Whal, my brother's f 
What is this ? 

It is strange. Quick ! I am faint¬ 
ing .. . 

Henry! Henry! 


EPILCKJIIE. 


£re Moses preadied or Hxma sung, . 

Ere Buddha's musing thought at Plato's | 
silvery tongue. 

We pace oitr destined path with failing 
footiiteps wea^ r 

A little more we see, a little more 

Of that great orb which shineth day and 
night 

11 irougU the high heaven, now hidden, 
now too bright, 

rhe Sun to which the earth on which 
we are, 

I,ife*s labouring world, is as the feeblest 
star. 

Nor this linn globe wc know 

Which lies beneath our feet; 

\oi by what grades we have grown and 
yet shall grow, 

Through chains of miracle, more ami 
more complete; 

I By w hat decrees the watery earth 
I Comp.icted grew the wundi of countless 
birth; 

Nor, when the failing breath 

Is taken by the frosen lips of Death, 

Whither the Spoiler, fleeing with bis 
prey, 

j The fluttering, w.indering Wonder Itears 
1 away. 


The silent Forces of the World, 

Time, Change, and Fate, deride us 
sttU; 

Nor ever from the hidden summit, 
fltrSed, 

Where sits tte Eccfnat Will, 

ITie clouds of Fain and Error rise 
Before our straining eyes. 

It is tO'day as 'twas before, 

Fitim ilte for d^s when Man licgan {o 
speak,/ 


'i'hc powers of Pain and Wrm^, 
Immeasurably strong. 

Assail our souls, and chill with common 
doubt 

Clear brain and heart devout: 

War, Pestilence, and Famine, os of old, 
The lust of the flesh, the baser lust of 
-gold, 

Vex us and harm us stiU; 

PTre comes, and crash and wreck, and 
lives are shed 

As if the Eternal Will itself were dead t 
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And sometimes Wrong and Right, the 
thing we fear. 

The thing we cherish, draw confusedly 
near; 

Wc know not which to choose, we 
cannot separate 

Our longing and otir hate. 

Rut I-rf)vc the Conqueror, Love, Im¬ 
mortal Love, 

Through the high heaven doth move, 

Spurning the brute earth u ith his purj>le 
wings, 

And from the great Sun brings 

Some radiant beam to light the House 
of Life, 

Tplifts our grosser thougiit, and mahes 
us pure ; 

And to a Higher Purpose doth mature 


Our trivial days, and calms the ignoble 
I strife, 

Raises the waning life with his sweet 
breath, 

An<l from the arms of Death 
Soars with it to the eternal shore, 
Where sight or thought of evil comes no 
mrtre. 

Love sitteth now aliove, 

Lnthroneil in glor)', 

And yet hath deigned to move 
Thiough life's sad story. 

Fair Name, we are only thine ! 

Thou only art divine ! 

Re with us to the en<l, for there is 
none 

ISut thou to bind together Gotl and 
Man in one ! 


THE ODE OE LIFE. 


THR om OR CRE.4770X. 

A DARK and boundless deep, 

And a blind height alcove. 

Untrodden fields of sleep, 

Wherein nq force may move, 

Where every sound is still, 

Nor l;«eRthes a living breath 
These «re the he^hts, thise are the 
deaths these are the voids of 
Death. 

■ V 

\ 

Btot slovd^ on the lifeless plmn 
Hierewtiiees a far-sent ray, a little star, 
A tiny spark of from afar, 

A throb df precioas TKiin. 


It is done, it has been, it has risen, the 
glimmer cf Life, 

; The dark void withdrawing around, 

; It hreaktf with a whiiqier of sound, 

I Through the wetstes ofnlenceand sleep, 

I llicre is no more stillness nor Death, 

\ The great Universe wakes with a deep- 
drawn singultieot breath. 

The great orbs cohere and spin on their ■ 
measureless ways—' 

—The great suns awaken and shine, 
ringed with girdles of 6ie evory 
one— ' 

All the srorlds are on fire and ablaxe— 
The flaming globes drde and Whirl 
ead) one round sto sun 
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—Tbc hot seas seethe and bellow^— 
the fixed hills glow— 

And the blast of Creation bnms fierce 
while the centuries grow; 

And Life and Time have begun ! 

Myriads on myriads of years ! 

Or was there indeed no time except 
in the Infinite Mind ? 


Waging through neons of time the in* 
effable struggles which gain 
Order thro* waste and thro' wear. 

Till the mastodon stalks forth in might 
with hoof and whh jaw. 

And the law of the Higher prex'aits, the 
Ultimate Law, 

And the cooler earth teems with life, on 
land and in sen : 

And was there indeed no cea*.cless Life organic in beast, fish, or bird, in 
circling of spheres? herb or in tree, 

Since no sentient eye might mark the Life dominant, life exulting w ith quick* 
IK'ripherics wind, coming breath, 

And at length the great Life of the , Life that fades down and sinks in the 
worlds grown concentrate would silence and slumber of Death. 

' thrill : (hit no soul to mtirk the struggle nor 

Through some lowly s]>cck of matter, | thought which might turn 

which, waxing apart, | To whence those weird fires burn. 

Crew conscious by slow degrees, and ! Successions, progressions, a scheme of 
blossomed in Will; insensible life, 

Weak centres of Force, which fionted • < >nc Will alone directing the infinite 
as motes in a licam, i Riiifc, 

Automatic, contracting, cxpiinding, but I One Force, one Kye, one Sole and 
consciousless yet. j Regarding Min<i, 

Till a stronger force working within | In a Universe deaf and blind 1 
them Mtiuld raise them once more, I 

Pushing with inchoate fin as if u'ith an | h some Inner Law, 

I Some hidden jioleftcy of Force, 

Afloat on the slow warm stream } ; creative breath Divine, 

And another C'reation has come and a 1 sped the crtatiire on its upward 


new'bcgun strife, 

With this primal glimmer of life. 

Myriads on myriads of years ! if Time 
there were yet, 

WTicn no sotd was by to rememltcr or 
toTorgd; 

The fin growing stronger, and chai^ng 
to w^g or to claw, 

Struggle CM stfugglc^ sentience, con* 
aeionstiess, ravin, ai^ pain, 
Monstiona and maU^ Ibnns m the 
oose, orhurtlii^ tbfo* air, 


course ? 

Until at last it woke and saw, 

With visual forces -fine, 

The Codheml that was round it every¬ 
where, 

The spiritual essence fair. 

Which doth innerve this outward show 
of things— 

And filled the brute with high imagin* 
mg*. 

And winging it with new*found ndngs 
Lifted its aspect to the infinite sky, 
Where, in the Light of the Creative Eye 
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THE ODE OF INFANCY. 


Itc ancient alougli away it cant, 

And rose to Man at U»t! 

How know we or can trace 
'I'he fir!>t beginnings of all Time, 

Who know not yet indeed how' this our 
race 

llises to heights sublime? 

In darkness docs our life begin, 

Hidden and fenced within. 

In darkness and obscurity 
Dwell the blind germs which yet shall 
he. 

In darkness the slow- rolling months 
futfi) 

The prc'OrdainM will. 

And even in childhood's earliest d.ays, 
No inemory-haunted ways 
Take our first footsteps; but in deep 
And unremembered tracts of sleep 
The immature creature dwells, nor can 
recall 

Its former self or primal st.ite at all. 


THE ODE OF INFANCY. 

Oil, little child I 

Stretched on thy mother’s knees, with 
steadfast ga/.e 
And innocent aspect mild, 

Viewing this novel scene in mute amaze, 
Following the moving light, thy 
mother’s smile, 

And'storing up the while 
New precious knowledge till thou 
cornet to lie 

Sage it may be or clown— 

Soaring or sinkii^ down, 

To tt^moat heights of W'eal or depths of 
misery; 

How iluiU 1 dare to mark thy iimoconf 
Jook, 


And write as in a book 
Thy inBnite possibilities of life; 

What fate awaits thee in the coming 
strife, 

Wlial joys, what triumphs in the grow* 
ing years, 

What depths of woe and tears ? 

1 see thec lie 

Safe in thy silken cradle, sunk in down, 
Within ihy father’s pa1ace<chaml>ers 
fair: 

Thy guarded slundicrs hrenthing tem¬ 
pered air ; 

The swfi eyes, full of yearning, watch* 
ing by ; 

Caressing anus waiting thy waking cry ; 
All luxury and state which can assuage 
Life's painful heritage; 

The prayers of a people swell for thee 
Up to the careless skies which coverall. 
And yet it may he thine to fall 
h'ar from thy lovetl and native land, 
And end thy imjierfcct, innocent life- 
talc here, 

Forsaken on a savage desert strand, 
I’ierccd through and through by some 
liarlxirian spear. 

I see thy liny face 

r.sle, worn with hunger, and large 
hollow eyes, 

U jKMi the frozen way •side laid 
Stitrening in thy dead mother's cold 
* embrace, 

1 hear thy piteous cries 
When the sot flings thee down with 
limbs that bleed— 

Flings thee, and takes no heed ; 

>Veak, helpless, bom to ndseiy, girt 
round 

With vice and sin and ^mnie^ in s%lit 
and sound. 
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lost; 


Poor life foredoomed* already sunk, and And dull contontf and aonU*^ 


and fears. 


Too often sent to tread the ways of; 

death ; WHiercver thou mayes| be* 

With childish failing breath ; ; To me thou art wondetml and strange 

Vet oftlimcs holding power to see — 

I'u bloom a virgin flower ; Busied with irifles*rapt with simple toys, 

Upon the untrodden heights closed to | As men with graver joys. 

the multitude, ; I hear thy lisping accents slowly reach 

Among the wise and good. The miracle of speech ; 

' I mark thy inmKent smile; 

Or with broM'n face thoii tomest and i I treasure up each baby wile 

limb, I Which smooths the brow of thought. 

Naked, on the warm soil that l)e.trs the j the of care. 

palm ; I Thou royal scion, born to t)e the heir 

Or haply the young heir of all Ujc dim | Of all the unrecorded days, since first 
And half-forgotten realms whose ruins ! Man rose to his full being, once blest, 
stand I and then accurst! 

Sown lion-haunted on the deathlike c.'ilin | 

Which wraps the Egyptian or Assyriiin ‘ In weal and woe arul ill 


sand, 


j Thou art a miracle still. 


Beared 'midst the dust of empires; <ir > From snow-bound hut |o ccjuatorial 


art now 

As through all history thou wert, the 
child 

Of savage parents, rude and wild, 

Springing and falling: bom to flower 
and seed, 

Or sink apon the uncaring earth, a weed 
Trodden by the pitiless feet of cruel men 
With hearts that ape the tiger’s; or art 
bom 

In the old, old empire, which hath long 
outworn 

God and the hopes of man, and yet 
o^eres, 

Propped byits own ftr^teaebing bulk, 

as when 

It did emeige irom savagery and grew, 

Oh, ^nld t as yet may ybv,' 

Worldly atrength, and knowledge, I Some dim reflection in fttine ayes, 

I Some sense of Godhead, some iadi^ite 


strand, 

Abuve (hce still regarding angels stand; 

While thy brief life-tale fleeteth like a 
dream 

Across Creation's ^ss. 

’ Dark i>owars of ill press thee on cither 
side, 

As now thy swift years pass, 

Revealing on the young soul’s tablets 
white 

The eternal characters of Right; 

Or sometimes with the growing years 
grown strong 

The unhallowed signs of wrong. 

Oh, little child! ihoii bringest with 
thee stiB, 

j As Moses, parting ftrom the hill. 


a:^dnndiora 
Of wssdostt M heforev 


wonder 
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Af of one drifted here unwillingly; 

Who knows no speech of oars» and yet 
doth keep 

Some dumb remembrance of a gracious 
home 

Which lights his waking hours and fllU 
his sleep 

With precious visions which unbidden 
come; 

Some golden link which nought of earth 
can sunder, 

Some glimpse of a more glorious land 

, and sea ! < Through gold of buttercups and crested 

grass 

Oh, precious vision /leciiiig past ! I 'I'he gay processions stripping as they 
Oh, age too fair to last 1 pass. 

For soon new gifts and powers arc . I hear the cool and glassy depths 
thine, ; divide 

And growing springs and summers | As the bold fair young bodies, far more 
bring fair 

Boyhood or girlhood hastening, Tfian ever sculptured Nereids were, 

And nerve the agile limb, and teach, Plunge fearless down, or push, with 
With the new gift of speech, front or side, 

I'he wonders that stand round on every Through the caressing wave. 

side, I I mark the deadly chill, thro* the young 

And Life's imperial portals o|>cning i blood, 

gradually wide. ; When some young life, snatched from 

i the cruel flood, 

I Looks once upon the flowers, the fields, 

rm: odd of childhood, ! ti»« sun,— 

' l^ks once, and then is done ! 

L Boyhood. i grey, frosty field, and the great 

Fair buddung age, ball 

Whidt ttext vpon fife's stage > Urged on by flying feet. 

; ihttiest A^fidty dream before the eyes, \ Or when the ^ate rings on the frozmi 
Hi^ health and bounding limb, lake, 

Biger and stretching towards Uie The gliding phantoms fleet, 

wished’for prise; Rosy with health, and taii|^hhig thmtgh 

Whatever flie passing can that takes theyfalU 

thy thought, Or by the rapid stream or awirtiiig 

1 odch the Iwcetbririt scent of ttodden pool,. 

grass .: The fisher, with his pUaat wwad. 

Whto thrott^ the golden afternoon [ Or by the covert«side, taking his stm^ 


Of a long day in June, 

Until the twilight dim, 

The playfield echoes with the joyous 
noise 

Of troops of agile boys. 

Who, bare-armed, throw the rapid- 
bounding ball; 

Who shout and race and fall. 

1 see the warm pool fringed with 
meadow-sweet, 

Where stream in summer, with eager 
feet 
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The shooter, watching patient hour hy 
hour, 

With that hard youtliful heart that 
j^ung breasts hold, 

Till the A\r glances ihrot^i the brake; 

As when our savage sires wandered of 
old, 

Hungering through primal wastes. I 
sec them all, 

The brisk, swift days of youth, which 
cares for nought 

But for the joy of living; scarce u 
thought 

Of I«ovc, or Knowletigc, or at best 

Such labour as gives zest 

To the great joy of living. Oh, blc-.t 
time! 

For which each passing hour rings out 
a chime 

or joy-1)clls all the )eai ; ay, tlio' 
through days 

or ill thou farcst, and unliapjty way.s; 

Or whether on the sun-striick laiuk 
thy feet 

Arc the young savage hunter's, lithe 
and dect, 

Turning at night-fall to thy father’s 

cot. 

Bathed in the full while moonlight; or 
dost stand 

'Mid the hushed, plains of s<rme for¬ 
saken land 

Where'er thou art, oh,' boyhootl! thou 
art free 

And fresh as the young breeze in summer 
bom 

(hi snn-khnad hiUs or <m the laughing 
sea,'. 

Or gay bird<4StitStc ticeathuig of the 
aaom, 

'Or some aimH iroae-bud |)earted with 
ettfydetr* 

At» brief add ftur as you. 


II. GlJlLUOOO. 

Or in another channel still more sweet, 
Life's current flows along, 

Ere yet the tide Of' passion, full and 
strong, 

Hurries the maiden's feel. 

Ob, sweet and early girlish years 
or innocent hopes and fears! 

Busied with fancies bright and gay, 
Which Love shall chase away, 

When, with the flutter of celestial 
wings, 

He stirs the soul forth from its depths, 
and brings 

Healing from trouble. Oh, deep well 
Of fairy fancies undefllcd ! 

Oh, sweet .'tnd innocent child ! 

Now with thy doll 1 see thee full of care, 
Or filled already with the mother’s air. 
Hushing thy child to sleep. 

And now thyself immersed in slumbers, 
dee]) 

Vet light, I !»cc thee He. 

And now the singer, lifting a clear 
voice • 

In soaring hymns or carols that rejoice, 
Or busied with thy scam, or doubly fair 
For the unconscious rapture of thy look 
lA>st in some simple book. 

Wlmte'er the colour of thy face, 

Thou art fuifliled with grace. 

Oh, little maiden, fmr or brown 1 
Thine is the simple beauty which doth 
crown 

The dreams of happy lathers, who have 
past 

By Love and Passion, and have oomc 
To know pure joys of home; 

And for the hnnyand haste of younger 
years, 

Have taken die hearth that cheers. 
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Ami the fair realm of duty, and delight 
Of innocent faces bright 
And the sweet wells of deep untroubled 
love 

A daughter's name can move. 

In every clime and age 1 see thee 
stilh 

Since the rude nomads wandered forth 
at will 

Upon the unbounded Aryan pastures 
wild— 

There thou wert, oh, fair child ! 

“The milker” 'twas they called thee; 
all day long 

Tending the browsing herds with high- 
voiced song; 

()r on some sun-warmed place 
Upon the dower-faced grass, 

Watching the old clouds juiss, 

And weaving wreatKs with such wild 
grace 

And sprightly girlish glee 
As Proserpine did once in sunny Sicily. 

Or maybe by some widowed hearth ~ 
The fairest, saddest sight on earth, 
Fitted too soon with sweet care, 

And bringing back the voice and air 
Of thy dead mother; thou art set 
An innocent virgin-mother, childlike 
3 ret. 

Tby baby sisters on thy loving arm 
test, secure from harm, 

TIloil bast no time for game or toy, 

' Or otiiier thot^bt but this ; 

YinA\ag thy full reward, tby chiefesi joy, 
In thy fond father's kiss. 

Or under palms to-day, 

Thy chSdbood fleets away; 

<hr by the brpadeamg daulow bid, 
Ofki^b et.pyiaiiiid; 


In stainless whiteness: or maybe 
FoHom in haunts of misery; 

Thou keepest on thy rounded face 
Some unforgotten trace 
Of the old primal days unsung, 

I Of the fresh breezes of pure morn 
I When ihc first maiden child vras born, 
i .\nd Time was young. 


Fair slreams which run ;u» yet 
Kach ill its separate channel from the 
snows; 

Boyhood and girlhood ; while Life's 
banks arc set 

With blooms that kiss the clear lymph 
os it flows, 

One swift and strong and deep. 

One where the lilies sleep ;— 

Fair streams, which soon sriuic stress 
of Life and Time 
Shall bring together. 

Under new magical skies and the 
strange weather 
Of an enchanted clime. 


7WF ODE OF YOUTH 

Now u)x>n the tree of life tbefe rise 
Before our woaderii^ eyes 
Two strange new flowers of varied hue. 
The tree is grown. 

The flowers are blown, 

There is nouj^t wanting to its carl^ 
sweetness; 

But with a flur completentmi, 

The purple Uoom and wldte . ! 

Fill the entranced, 

The tree is giwwn, the te f 
Oh t dear to art sngg f 
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Fair tine of Flowers! within whoie 
dialice sweet 

Lurks Youth with rosy feeti 

And Love with purple folded wing, 

And birdlike thoughts that sing. 

I.— Early Manhoop. 

And first, oh youth, I see thee with the 
plume 

Of thy thick lock^ upon thy forehea<l 
set, 

And thy frank eyes kindling with fire, 
or dim 

With soaring thoughts of heaven, or wet 

With kindly dews of pity j the straight 
limb 

And the strong arm, and force that 
never tires; 

The cheek and lip touched with the 
early down 

Of manhood’s fullest crown ; 

The heart, which hardly thought of 
passion fires; 

The mind, which opens like a flower in 
spring 

To all the wanton airs the seasons 
bring;— 

The young existence self contained no 
Imiger, 

But presa^ outward hour by hour, 

Fired with a thirst continually stronger, 

Foe some supreme white flower. 

Whatever be the prize— 

Whether upon the difficult heights of 

^ 'miilt the .vrhlte laborious dust of 

. Or on thdpttaks of Power,, the bloom 
beaboii^ 

be id thh;#uiiii and ibrilt of the new 
. BeatHy. , 

Born of a mwideii’s eye^ 


Oh, happiest ttge of all 
Wlien hope is without measure 
And life a thrill of plmure. 

And health is high and fbtee unspmt^ 
Nor Disappointment yet, nor sordid 
Care, 

Nor yet Satiety, nor the cold chill 
\Yhich creeps upon the world-worn 
heart to kill 

All higher ho}>e, and leaves us to 
despair; 

\ur diiubi of <iod or men can touch, 
but all 

The garden ground of Life is r>pcned 
wide; 

And lo ! on every side 
'I'hc flfiwcrs of spring arc blooming, and 
the air 

Is stented, and sweet song is every' 
where. 

And young eyes read from an cti' 
chanted book, 

With rapt entranced look, 

Loves legend and the Dream of days tf> 
l>c, 

Anti fables fair of L'fv’s mythology, 
Ibrough the still hours till dewy 
twilight &11. 

Whatever be the page— 

Whether of metaphyslcid riddles foint, 
Or the rapt visions of some ancient seer, 
The burning thoughts of saint, 

Or maxims of the sage— 

Thou comest, oh youth, with thought 
as sure. 

With sntnd severe and pure; . 

Thou takes! afresh, with etch ref urn- 
iog jear, 

The fair thin dreamt, the philosophic 
lore 

Of the great names of yo»— 
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PUto the wise, Confudus, Sevrates, 

The blessed Gautaina>-^a]l are thine; 
Upon thee year by year the worda 
divine 

Of our great Master, falling like the | 
dew, * 

Sway thee, to hate the wrong, to love | 
the true; ! 

For thee the fair poetic page is spread j 
Of the great living and the greater ) 
deorl; j 

For thee the glorious gains of Science lie | 
Stretched open to thine eye; > 

And to thy fresh and undimmed brain, j 
The mysteries of Numlier and of Space j 
Seem easy to explain ; | 

Thou lookest with clear gare upon the ; 

long- I 

Confusions of the Race, the paradox f)f; 
Wrong; 

And dost not fear to trace. 

With youth’s strung fiery faith that ; 

knows no chill, i 

The secret of Trani^rcssion, the prime ! 

source i 

Of Good and Evil, and the unfailing | 
course 

Ofthe Ineflablc Will. 

And lometimes life, glowing with too ! 

fierce fire,. | 

O’er sea and land in rapid chase, , 
Snatches thee with tumultuous will. 


Sits Fancy, duarrayed, in a deep wood; 
And ah, but Youth runs swift and 
Pleasure is sweet! 

And sometimes, too, looking with too 
bold eye 

U[K>n the unclouded sky, 

Sudden the heavens are hidden, and 
the great Sun 
Sinks as if day were d(»ne, 

And the brain reels and all the life 
grows faint, 

Smitten by too much light; or a thick 
hasc 

Horn out of sense doth overcloud 
Tlic soul, and leaves it blind and in 
amaze, 

And the young heart is dull and the 
young brain 

Dark till God shine again. 

Oh, fairest age of all! 

Whalc’er thy race or dime, 

To-day ten thousand cities on thee call, 
Hroad plain and palm-fringed isle. 
Thine is the swelling life, the eager 
glance and smile, 

Oh, precious fruit of Life atid Time 1 
Oh, worker of the world 1 to whose 
young arm 

The brute earth yields and wroi^ as 
to a charm; 

Young seaman, soldier, student, toiler 


And careless, breathless pace. ‘ at the plough, 

SoaielJhaeB a darker thought | Or loom, or forge, or mine^ a kingly 

rComeli dH thee as a shadow of niglit, growth art thou 1 

MarHag thy young hfe’s white, Where’er thou art, thmi^ earthy, oft 

And some new longing in the past and coarse, 

uhtangh!^ beaiest with thee Inddeii 

And at thy s^e shamelast Deshe of force, 

Standi imreproved mnd gmdes thy bash- Creative power, the ftowcf, the fimhftd 
Iblfiwt strife, 

To wl^,,^rfhy dim depths of sofitude, The germ, the potesny of tilb, , 
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Wbidi draws all things to thee un¬ 
wittingly. 

The Future lies within thy loins^ and 
all the Days to be 
To thee Time giveth to beget, 

The Thought that shall redeem and 
. lift Man higher yet. 


II. M^inGNiiooi). 

But lo! another form appears 
Upon Life’s glass. Oh, pure and 
white t 

Oh, delicate and bright i 
Oh, primal growth of Time! 

Siweet maidenhood! that lo a silvery 
chime 

Of music, and chaste fancies undefiled, 
And modest grace and mild, 

Comest, best gift of God to men, 

As fair to-day as when 

The first man, waking from his deep 

And fancy>baunted sleep, 

Found his strength S]ient, and at his 
side 

His fair dream glorified; 

High-soaring note, leading harmonious 
song 

Tfarongb secular discords long. 

Oh, rdy of Life's garden 1 fair of hue 
And sweet of scent, watered with 
heaven’s own dew; 

Fair being, boldii^ hidden motherhood 
And undeveloped good; 
implkit in thee, even as white blooms 
hold 

*1^^ Vagrant gbbes of gold. 

Men know no praise can withhold 
liromtiiee, 

Oh, sweet virginity I 
Siiiee Artemis first trod the youngling 
' eartih , 

Thou f^oHoos jstpd snfpUirifig Urth! 


The Vestal liras were thinei the convents 
edd 

Are thine as those of old* 

To thee, when strong sweet flowers of 
lafe and Senset 

Scent gross, we turn, oh white and 
gracious innocence I 

Yea, still, while life flows fast and free, 
To thee we turn a world-worn eye. 
Throbbing delights are youth’s and 
pulses high; 

Yet these at last will ebb, and then 
to thee 

We turn, oh fair lily, clothed with 
purity 1 

For sure it is indeed 
Two streams through Idfe's ground flow, 
and both arc good— 

The one whose goal is gracious mother¬ 
hood ; 

The other in the cloister {mle and dim 
Finding sufficient meed 
In pure observance, rite, and soaring 
hymn. 

Wc may not blame por hold them wrong 
Who through their lives their liturgies 
prolong, 

I Even though the prise of motherhood 
be great. 

But always thine, oh, blest estate I 
Thine it is, under youth’s hot sun, to 
keep 

Celestial snows and pure abysses deep. 

I see thy fair expaadii^ mind, 

A psedous blossom parcel-blown. 

Not with the young man’s oedde rage, 
But with a gendm’ radiance all thy own, 
Fixed now on hutory’s fiibled page, 
Now on the bard’s fritter thon||ht, 
And now liy some deep music stirted, 
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Deeper than any spoken word* 

Or sweet love>story soft as southern 
wind. 

1 }ear flower and fair to mortal eye, 
Whatever t)e thy age, thy eUme, thy race, 
W’hether the gentle curve of thy young i 
hreast i 

lie hidden in white Inwn or stand confest ; 

I 

In innocent brown nakedness and grace, \ 
Thou art the liigh and unattained prixe j 
or all the generations that have been ; « 


1 do not dare 

To bring a voice which thou didst never 
train. 

To the high'Soaring difhcuU ur 
Of thy celestial strain. 

Yet how of Life to sing, and }‘et not 
tell of Love; 

And since thou art the source of song, 
And all our hearts dost move, 
r will essay thy praise nor fear to do 
thee wrong. 


Upon Life's throne thou sittest as a 
Queen, 

And at thy gracious feet 

Tlie ages kneel to thy eternal Truth. 

Thy pure and spotless innocence, 

And free from stain of Time and Sense, 
Thy undefilM youth. 

White flower of Life's tree, 

Love like a wanton bee, 

Shall fly to thee, and from thy deep 
cold cells 

Rifle the honey. Tranquil stream, 
That froih the chUl heart of the un« 
trodden snow. 

So calm and clear dost flow; 


i Kor sec, the lovers go 
■ With lingering steps oird slow, 
j By dim arcades where sunbeams scarcely 
! reach; 

; On sea>stnick northern beach; 

I Or breathless tropic strand, 
j By evening breezes fanned; 

, Or through the thick lifedaden air 
! Of some great city; or through the 
hush 

i Of summer twilights 'midst the corn; 
When all the dying heavens glow and 
blush 

! Or the young moonlight curves its 
1 crescent horn. 


Spring wakes beneath the gleam \ 

Of a new sun which swells | Oh, wondrous bond that binds 


A warm and rapid torrent strong, 
Soon in the sunny balmy weather, 
1*0 break its banks and bear together 
Voiir mingled streams along. 


rm ODE OF lOFE. 

I AV afridd 

To liBg thtOi bh Immortal l^ve, 
hnoiv 

By whnt majestic vmces Irmg ago 
thy euh^ was mkl. 


I In one sweet concord separate minds, 

! And from their union gives 
; 1*0 the rapt gazer’s eye 
! A finer essence and mote highy 
\ A young and wii^^ God, drlm Ihea 
I In purer air and seeks a loftier sky 1 
{ If growing cares and lower aims lAonlii 
banish 

AH thought of heavenly Indies and 
higher things. 

While we can mount upmt . lby teaHiig 
wings 

They (dwll not wbeify vnnt^ . 
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Thou urt the immorta! part of nan, the 
soul, 

Which, scorning earth’s control, 

Lifts ns from selfish thought and grovel* 
ling gauiN 

Thou alwa 3 rs, whilst fiiy i>ower remains, 
Canst pierce the dull dead weight of 
cloud, 

By which our Ihouglil is bt>wcd, 

And raise our clear and cleansed eyes 
To the eternal shies. 

So .sting of sense it is 
That gives thee wing and lifts ihce up 
to heaven. 

T6t> high art thou for this ; 

Ethereal, pure, free from earth's gr(i.sscr 
leaven. 

Ifought of sense be thine,'tis but the air, 
Whose weight can lift thee up to soar, 
Which can thy heavenward pinions hear 
From hrute earth more ami more 
Up to the fount of Power ami Love 
Whence all things move. 

And see, the lovers go 
With lingering steps and slow', 

Over all the world together, all in all, 
Over all the world! G reat empires fall; 
The onw‘ard inarch of Man seems sjumt; 

nations rot in dull content; 

The blight of war, a bitter flood, 

From continent to continent. 

Surges in waves of blood; 

The of knowledge sinks, the fire 
of idarnght bums low; 
llmfeoMUsaitdUiolightofGod; but 
l«t 

One power there is men ne'er forget, 
And Stitt through every land beneath 
ilheskits^ 

|t^, caietess, iooktog in eadi other's 
- -eyes, 


m 

With lingering steps and slow, 

The lovers go. 

A pillar of light 

Goes cvennoie before,thdrdaeated iqres* 
Purple and goldco<hldghf, 

\‘onth'.s vast horizons siwead and the 
unlKtunded skies. 

Oh ble.ssi^d dream which for awhile dost 
hide * 

'I'hc sorrows of the workl and leave life 
glorified. 

Oh blessed light that rise-st still, 

Young eyes and souls to fill! 

Linked arms and hcarl.s aglow; 
Wherever man is more than brute, 

To this scir*.sacri(ice our natures grow. 
}^]d each in each they go, and mute. 
Listening to the sureet song 
Which Love, with mystic accents, all 
day long 

Sings to them, like a hidden bird, 
.Sweeter than e'er w'as seen or heard, 
Which from life’s thick*leaved tree 
Sings sadly, merrily, 

A strange, mixed^ song, a clmngefui 
strain, 

Which rises now to joy and jollity. 

Now seeraclh to complain ; 

But with a sweeter mu-sic far than is 
Of carthbom melodies. 

He sees within her eyes 
That which )us nature needs to be com* 
plcle— 

Tbegrace,thepurene8S,thedivllief sweet. 
Which to rude souls and strong cur Life 
denies; 

The vision of his n^tly dteain ; 

More pure than e’er did totm 
Hie Nymphs of old, by wood, ot hitt, 
or stream. 
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Site views in him the strong 
Deep note which adds the fulness to 
life's song; 

High aims and thoughts that glow 
She does not dream, she cannot know 
What turbid forces rude and wild 
Sully his youth's tumultuous /low; 

She, full of virgin fancies, pnle and mild. 

They draw to each other, they flow to 
the deep as one. 

Together thro'all lands beneath the sun, 
In twin attempered streams, set side by 
’ side, 

So near that scarce n footpace may divide 
Their separate depths, and this maylte 
is best; 

Or maybe in each other lost, 
fn calm or tempcst>tost, 

One broad full river they roll on to tlic 
sea, 

One fttU accordant harmony, 

High song and deep, one perfect note ; 
Or maybe troublous as the wintry wave. 
Or some hoarse accent of a tuneless 
throat, 

They know no longer peace or rest, 
llbmated, hapless, self^-opprest, 

Till silent in the grave. 

Vet draw together, draw together still, 
Fair souHand free, fair souls and young! 
Ktin shall thy praise. Immortal l.ove, 
heam^l 

Thou art the Spirit which doth animate; 
The Unlteittl Will, 

Whlcdi qieeds the Race upon the ways 
' ctf Fate; 

Whhh i^eeds it onwards, gaining 

strength 

Little hy little^, Vue on line, 

Till, as OUT ho^ia, risen at length 


To plenitude Divine, 

It comes to what issue rare 
The Future shall prepare. 


THE ODE OF PERFECT 
YEARS. 

Now flower and perfect fruit 
Together dress the tree, 

High inklsumincr has come, midsum¬ 
mer mute 

Of song, but rich to scent and sight, 
'i'he sun is high in heaven, the skies 
arc bright 

And full of blessedness, 

High hope .and wild endeavour 
Have fleil or sunk for ever; 

Only the swifter seasons onward press, 
And cveiy day that goes 
Is a full-scculed, full-blown garden rose, 
Orlietl, complete. 

And every hour brings its own burden 
sweet 

Of daily duty, precious qare; 
Wherefrom the visible landscape calm 
and clear 

Shows finer far, and the high heaven 
more near, 

Tlian ever morning skies of sunrise 
were, 

t miss the unbounded hope of old, 

The freshness and the glow of youth; 

1 miss the fever and the fret, 

The luminous base of gold. 

I see a mind clearer and calmer yet, 

A more unselfish love, amore unctouded 
troth; 

Such gain t take, and this 
More gracious shows and hihr than that 
I miss. 
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I. Fatherhood. 

Oh, father! sitting at thy hearth. 

With sunny heads around and lisping 
talk, 

For whom the world without and all 
the earth 


Or now the worker with the furrowed 
brow 

On frozen wastes or sun^stmek thou 
dost show $ 

By mart, or loom, or ^nine, or bending 
domt 

Chained to thy desk within the stifling 


Is nought to this; and to the strong 
deep love 

Which, mixed with pity, all thy sn\d 
doth move. 

Strong worker, watching o’er the tot¬ 
tering walk 

And feeble limbs and growing thought 
and brain. 

Rejoicing in each new-found gain 

As the first sire, atone in Paradise: 


town, 

Thou fullest daily that thy brood may 
live. 

Cnics are thine, enres, and the unselfiidi 
mind 

Wliieh spends itself for others and can 
find 

' How blest it is without retuni to give, 
i \N'hatc’er thy race nr s|)cech, thou art 
the same; 


And patient 
day, 


and content to work all , Before lliy eyes Duty, a constant flame, 

' .Shines always stc.i(ifast with unchang- 


If with the eve returning from thy toil » ing light, 

Thou const put oflf the sad world’s stain ( Through dark days and through bright. 


. and soil, 

And bending downward to thy ehil- { Sometimes, by too great misery bowed 
dren's eyes, { - down, 

Rise cleansed and pure as they. ! Or poison-draughts brought lower than 

I know not if life holds a more divine | the beast. 

Or iairar lot than thine. ! 'fhou comest to hate the hollow eyes 

Strong, patient worker, king of those ! around, 

who can ; Dreading thy cares increased. 

To its high ^oal of 'fhings to l)e, And dost despise thy own. 

Its goal of Fate and Mystery, i And canst thy dead heart steel against 

Lead forth the race of Man! their cries, 

, ! And mark unmo^ the hunger in their 

Tky way is ofttlmes bard, ! eyes; 

And toilsomeofl thy feet; Or sometimes, filled with love, art 

Thine are the days axixioits care, powerless to aid. 

Whfn the apcBt hndn reeb, or the Oh, misery, to make our aoiib afinsid ! 
thong arm tires; 

Yet fdltiie ease smd charm of days Uiat Or if a haj^ier lot 

wew. Await thee, y^ Iiy precioue wells of 

An^Tlemee ptliugall her feding fires, j tears 

ABvve iKk nsure, ^t the tired hunter | Thy fife's road goes, vain h<^ and 
now, anakws feaiB* 
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Thin« His, i>erchance, to mark tb6 
grassy mound 

Which kee|>9t within the churchyard's 
narrow ground, 

Thy darling who is not. 

Hopes sunk in tears, tears that ascciul 
to hope; 

Such is thy horoscope, 

Oh father, standing by the Utile grave, 
.\nd impotent to save ! 

Thy heart is moved with pity 
For thy young growing lives, who nee<ls 
must come 

To leave the safe and sacred walls of 
home; 

For whose young souls, Life, like a 
cruel city, 

Spreads out her nets of sin. 

Thou knowest well of old 
The strong allurements which they 
scarce may shun, 

The subtle wiles, llte innocent lives 
undone, 

The tide of passion, scorning all con¬ 
trol. 

And thou art fiUed with an inituensc 
despair, 

Wherefrom thy heart beats slow, thy 
eyes grow dim. 

As when of yore thou heardst them 
lisp a hymn 

With early diildish lips: thou canst 
not bear 

To thhik that young whiteness soiled 
. and foul, 

Or that thkde darkness bfotting the 
youtlgsoaL 

itHitem tl^ grief and pain 
CtNuei oittimes greater gain 
Than all thy loes. 

Thou knowest w^t it is to girie%*e. 


And from the burden of thy cross 
Thou comest to believe. 

Thou who hast lost and yet dost love, 
Thou, too, a Father bast in some dim 
sphere above, 

Who doth regard thy joys, thy miseries, 
Thy petty doubts of Him, thy feeble 
learning, 

Thy faults, thy pains, thy chihiish doubt 
and yearning, 

Kven as thou df).si these. 

11. Motherhood. 

Ihit here is one who over all the earHi 
Is worshipped and is blest, 

W'ho doth rejoice from holier springs of 
mirth, 

.^nd sorrow from a deeper fount of 
tears. 

On whose sweet bosom is our earliest 
rest, 

Whose tender voice (hat cheers 
Ts our fiir^t memory, which still doth 
last 

Thro’ all our later |>ast--- 
The love of love or child, the world- 
worn St life, 

The turmoil and the triumphs of a 
life— 

The sweet maid • mother, pure and 
mild, 

'fbe deep lo\'c undefiled. 

Thou art the universal ptaiae 
Of every human hearty the secialMoe 
Where seer and savage keep a dvttm 
divine 

Through growing and deelUtlii|^ doyst 
And but for thee 
And thy mudfish love, 

Which brings heaven did/, neater to 
our eyes, 
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Men whom the rude wmrid stains, men | What strong instinctive UiHU 
chilled by doubt, | The mother's being doth fill. 

Would find no lay of Deity ! And rai^ it from miry common ways, 

To fire a Faiib gone out. Up to such heights of love. 

' We cannot tell what blmsed forces 
Our life from a twofold root | move. 

Springs upwards to the sky, i And so transform the careless girlish 

One, surface only, shared with (rcc and , heart 

brute, I To bear so high a part. 

And one, as deep and strong as heaven | Wc cannot tcH; we can but praise, 
is high. 

Spirit and sense, I Fair inoihcrhuod, by every childish 

Each bears its part and dwells in iimu- ; tongue 

cence 1 Thy eulogy is sung. 

Vet only grown together can they Itear [ In every jmssing age 
The one c^msummatc fruit. I The theme of seer and sage: 

The flower is good, the flower is fair, ! The painters saw theu in a life-long 


dream ; 

! 'I'hc painters who have left a world 


But bolds no lasting sweetness in its 
petals thin. 

No seed of life within. more fair 

But the ripe fruit within its orlHrd gold | Than ever clays of nymph and goddess 
Doth hidden secrets hold ; were— 


Within its honied wells set safe and 
deep. 

The Future lies asleep. 

Of shomefastness our being is horn, 

Of shamefitstness and scorn. 


Blest company, who now for centuries 
Have fixed the virgin mother for our 
eyes—- 

'i'hc painters sau* thee sitting brown or 
fair, 


wonder, that so high dost soar! 

Oh, vi^on, blest for evermore 1 

With every throe of birth 

Two glorious Presences make glad the 
earth 

The stainless mother and the Eternal 

CfaUd. 

Of die heart comes love, of the heart 
spd not the brain; 

To facets wlmra Tboqght comes not 
fsaa Love attain: 

We cannot tdl at ally we may not 
know, ' 

Mow to 0^ stature hkh our lower 
imtniesgiow; 


Under the 'I'uscau vines or colder 
Xorlhem air; 

They saw pure love transform thy 
lieasant gaze; 

They saw thy reverent eyes, thy young 
amaze 

And left thee Queen of Heaven, wearing 
a crown 

Of glory; and abased at thy sweet 
tweast, 

Spurning his robes of kts^^p down, 

The Godchild laid at rest. 

i-' 

They found thee, and they fiaed thee 
for our eyes; 

But every day that goes 
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Before the gazer new Madonnas rise. 
What matter if the cheek show not the 
rose, 

Niir look divine is there nor queenly 
grace? 

The mother’s glory lights the homely 
face. 

Ill every land liciieath the circling him 
Thy praise is never done. 

Whatever men may doubt, they ]Htt 
their trust in thee ; 

Kude souls and coarse, to wlium 
virginity 

Seems a dead thing and cold, 

So always was it from the days of old; 
So shall it be while yet <iur race doth 
lost: 

Though truth be sought no mure and 
faith be past, 

Still, till all hope of heaven be vlead, 
Thy praisei shall be said. 

Aye, thou a*t oiu», or wctl, cre yet 
The loss wc ne’er forget, 

The loss which comes to all who reach 
life’s middle way 
We see thee by the childish bed 
Sit patient all night long, 

'I'o cool the parching lips or throbbing 
head; 

We hear thee still with simple song 
Or sweet hymn lull the wakeful eyes 
to sl^p; 

Through every turning of life’s 
chequered page, 

Joying ^th those who joy, weeping 
with those who weep. 

Ohf sainted love 1 tdi/ prectous 
' sacrifice! 

Oh, heavmr-hghted ^es! 

Best dream of early youth, best memory 
of age t?'' 


III. Labour. 

They do the Maker wrong 
Who with the closing days of youth 
Shut fast the gate of Song; 

Nor ever shall I bold it truth, 

W’ith those who feign to tell the tale of 
life. 

That only love is worth, the love that 
binds 

A youth and maid, nor care at ail 
For the long summer cre the fruit shall 
fall, 

.Viul deem until for sung the glorious 
strife, 

The )oy of toil and thought, the clash 
of vigorous minds, 

When knowledge flies before and wc 
pursue, 

And who the Fair once followed, 
follow now the True. 

Ah, full fair life ! if something we have 
lust. 

If never more again 

W^c feel the ancient joy, the former pain, 

If no more passion'tost 

Upon tlie tides of life ive hifrry by, 

The white waves laughing as we plunge 
along, 

Nor watch the light clouds drift olimg 
the sky, 

While the glad South snatches us swift 
and strong 

To some blest isle beyond the purple 
wave. 

Where Love is Queen and Mirth, nor 
iWlence grave 

Nor Wisdom frownsybttt to be glad IS all. 
From jocund mom till dewy evtsikig 
foU; 

Oh, if that sky is dark^-thoie uMk 
ace sfill— 
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Another day has risen: again from the 
East 

Our treasure U increased ; 

And 08 the orient Lord h^ns to grow, 
New airs begin to blow; 

And on the calm majestic tide, 

Our full-sailed galleon ccunes to glide, 
Love, with its little skiff, has gone, 

But Life’s great Ixirk sails on. 

Toil is the law of life, and its best 
fruit: 

This from the uncaring brute 
Divides;—this and the picscicnt mind 
^ whose store 
Grows daily more and mure. 

Toil is the mother of wealth, 

'Ibe nurse of health ; 

Toil *tis that gives the zest 
To well-earned rest; 

The Jaw of life laid broad and deep 
As are the fixed foundations of the &ca, 
The medicine of grief, the remedy, 
Wherefiom Life giveth his beloved 
slcqi. 

Oh, labour truly blest I 
Thou lulest all the race; 

Over all the toiling earth 1 .see thy 
gracious face 
Stand forth coofest. 

Wherever thou art least. 

In those fidr lands breath the tropic 
blac^ 

The slothful savage, likened to the 
beast, 

D«ags on bis souUeiK length of days; 
WhmiDOst thou art, 

Man rises upward to a loftier height, 
And views the earth and heaven with 
shearer 

boldin cleaner heart. 


I see the toUen with the awaking mom, 
Ere yet the day is Ixwn, 

Go forth to labour over all the earth. ' 
In northern darkness, .’midst the wintry 
rain, 

Tlic great bell clangs thru* the smoke* 
la<Ien air: 

And cre light comes the workers 
gather there. 

While the great engines tlirob, the 
swift wheels turn, 

And the long, sickly gaslights flare and 
burn ; 

I hear the slow* winch creak above the 
pit, 

^VhtIe the black workers, who have 
toiled all night. 

Rise, dazed, to re.‘>t and light; 

I sec the fisher on the waking sea ; 

*rhe great ship, full-manned, heaving 
silently 

Across the foam; reapers in yellow 
corn; 

'file fru.siy .sheplicrd in the early morn ; 
The naked worker bent among the 
canc 

Or cotton; the vinedresser, .lean aivl 
brown; 

The thousand labours of the busy town; 
The myriad trades which in each clime 
and race 

Build up man’s dwelling-{dace; 

I see the countless toiling multitude; 
And all I see is good. 

But to ends nobler still 
The nobler workers of the wmld are 
bent. 

It is not best in an inglorious ease 
To sink and dull content, 

When wild revedts and liopelcsa 
miseries 

The unquiet nations fill; 
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It in nc>t best to rot 

In dull observance, while the bitter cry 
Of weak and friendless sufferers rends 
the sky, 

Wiuling their hopeless tut; 

Or rest in coward fear on former gain, 
Making old joys supply the present 
pain. 

Nay, best it is indeed 
To s[>end ourselves upon the general 
good; 

And, oft misunderstoodp 
To strive to lift the knees and limbs 
that bleed 

This is the best, the fullest meed. 

I<et ^norance assail or hatred sneer; 
Who loves Ills race he shall not fear; 

1 le suffers not for long, 

Who doth his soul possess in luving, 
and grows strong. 

Oh, student 1 far into the night 
From youth to age 
Bent low upotn the Idinding p.tge, 
Content to catch some gleam of light; 
Art thou not happy, though the world 
pass by ?— 

Uappy though 1 ionours seek thee not, 
nor Fame, ! 

And no man knows thy name ?— 


I Who 'midst art’s precious work dost 
! choose to stand 

I Amid the great ones of the days gone 
; hy. 

Oh, blest and glorious lot, always to be 
: With dreams of beauty compassed 

I round about ! 

I I'he godlike mother and the child 
divine, 

1 • 

1 Or land or sen or sky, in calm or 
I storm, 

I Nature's sincercst verities of form-' 

I 'I'o sec from canvas or from marble 
shine. 

Little by little orbing gradually, 

Some trace of hidden Godhead gleam*. 
ing out ! 

Or who, from heart and brain ins]>ircd, 
create, 

Defying time, defying foie, 

Some deathless theme and high, 

Some verse wliich cannot die, 

Some lesson which shall still be said 
Altho’ their tongue be lost and dead ; 
Or who, in daily labour’s trivial round, 
Their fitting work have found; 

Or who on high, guldii^ the car of 
State, 

Are set, a people’s envy and their pride, 
Who, spurning rank and ease and 


Happy in that Idest company of old wealth, 

Wbufee names are writ in characier!i of j And setting pleasure aside and health, 
gedd ! And meeting contumely off and hate, 

Upon tlut nocks of Time, the glorious j Have lived laborious lives and all too 
band I early died. 

Who on the shining mmntaiiis stand, | 

Thinker and jurist, bard or seer, ' Or shall I silence keep 
Whatever name is brightest and most I Of you, oh mimsteihig women fair, 
dear? j while the world lies sunk m care« 

i less deq), 

Or thou Srith docile hand, ! Sdli for the love of God and fmm can 

Obedii^||ttotheidlk>fiaiy e | bear 
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To watch by alien aick-beds, and to I And sabbath rest comui with the even* 
guard I ing sun: 

With little hope and scant reward, The joyous sliouts cmmuc up from pool 

Midst misery and foul infected air, or green; 

The friendless and Uie dying ? Shall 1 Round the white c|»m(nttt'spUces the 
dare beetles hum; 

To sing of labour’s meed, nor hold you ' And down the hawthorn*haunted by* 
dear ? ways come 

' Dear souls, your joys* arc great, and yet The luilcring lovers, hardly seen 

not wholly here; 'J'ill springs aloft the clear, large moon 

In heaven they blossom l>est and grow Of pleasant June, 
complete. 

And beautiful upon the eternal uMun- Orbyihcpaliu-lhatchcdhulalshutufeve, 
tains are your feet. The tlusky toilers Hr, when the red sun 

Is sinking or has gone. 

Ay, labour, thou art blest. A cool wind rises landward from the sea; 

From all the earth, ihy voice, a con- The fire-flics glance like silver in the 
stant prayer, r>alm; 

Soars upward day and night; On the fiingctl shore the thundering 

A voice of aspiration after right: rollers heave ; 

A voice of effort yearning for its rest; And all the .simple souls are full of glee, 

A voiceofhighhopecoiujueringde'^pair! And the fair earth of calm. 


IV. Rkst. 

There is a joy in rest; 

There is a joy to cease and to be still. 
This is the remedy of all the best, 

To cure the pain of too lalmrious will. 
Ah! it is sweet to lie reclined. 

Reaping the follow mind. 

When all the sweat and drouth of day 
is done, 

And a cool breeze breathes from the 
setting son. 


Or on the hot and trackless sand. 

In the .sweet dying day, 

. Rcyond the unknown monuments of the 
ilead, ' • 

I'hc last muezzin calls, the prayers are 
said, 

And lurbaned faces stern relax a white 
'i‘« some unwonted smile, 

Watching the large-eyed children at 
their play. 

Or maybe busy brains, which day by day 
Life’s struggle frets away. 


The idler sits before bis cottage door, , Weary with fierce pumuft of foine or 
fiet with ma^otoses, round, and egUm- ; wealth, ^ 

I And prizing only health; 

III dtwjv sccii^, twiHig^t*glooms I Over the joyous wave insome swift 
divine, ' j White-winged, delight to float 

Wlien «R‘the tteul^ of the week is { From land tolattd upon the tidefems^ I 
' I Honie careless Stitt and free 
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By hoary cape and gleaming southern 
town, 

And many an islet clothed with palm 
and vine, 

And on the wine-dark sca>depths look* 
iog down, 

High based on wave-worn fronts, the 
ntarble shrine; 

Or see the white town flush with dying 
day, 

Amt the red mountain lire the glimmer¬ 
ing bay. 

Or maybe on the icy hill they creep 
Above the pines, across the hozen sea, 
Whose blue abysses bare the unfathomed 
deep: 

Kach to the other Irouml, and silently, 
Fearful lest some chance slcpov *«pi>ken 
word, 

The avalanche trembling downward 
may have stirred; 

And up the giddy height 
IJttle by Ultle, gaining slow, 

They gradually go, 

Till with bard toil of knee and hand, 
On the white summit panting but con¬ 
tent, 

With full hearts throbbing high and 
forces spent, 

At last the climbem stand ; 

For this of old is sure, 

That tfluutgeoftail is toirssulficicntcurc. 

Or by the lovtdy classic shore, 

*l1ie tmvetler secs with wondering cyei 
Thetresoqr&btwseofartj the store 
, Ofgiadous memories 
Beftf^eomeeunobig vanished handy < 
wlm supreme command 
The spirit ofpeuity mee and did epfiear t 
ung^>il^h1iie Bly t timpootinai^ 


The fair Madonnas mild; 

The deep ineffable Child; 

I'hc sweet boy-angels singing high and 
clear; 

The lady with the mystic smile; 

The kneeling ^^agi from the fabled East; 
'l‘he blchscd Presence at the sacred feast; 
And many a virgin martyr sweet, 

And many a youthful saint, 

Oozing from heavenly eyes and free of 
guile; 

Who, when the tortured life began to 
faint, 

Looking in agony al>ovc. 

Saw the heavens opened, and the Para¬ 
clete 

1 )c!>cending like a dove. 

Or maybe under secular trees 
Old when his ancestors were young, 
The statesman, in the golden autumn, 
secs 

New glories for the eloquent tongue, 
New triumphs gained against the banded 
might 

Of selfisbucss and fear, new struggles 
for the right ; 

And in the falling evening and ibe sad 
Short light of waning days, 

Illumes his soul with subtle inward rays. 
And grows scdatdy glad. 

The.se thy refreshments are, oh blest 
And uccessaiy Rest 1 
Peaceful delights, which bear not soil 
and fret 

As do the victories of Uni, and yef 
Bear thdr own fruit mcceedi^ fidr: 
Renewal of the labourite mind# 

New hopes, new dlwnt, and, eaihiiig 
care 

A liiack n%ht left ■ 
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Ki'UKMal Siuring, and Source 
Of happines) aiui weal! 

Indwelling and unfailing Force,! 

Who dost Thyself reveal 

In every jocund day, and restful night; 

In every dawn serenely bright; 

In every tide of yearning which doth n>ll, 
1 leavenwani, some growing sovd ! 

What were life save for Thee 
But pain ami misery - 
To have no more longing, but to be 
Ildbw the Lwate, lielow the tree, 

Below the little >tone, or s|H;ck of duM, 
Which are themselves, and arc made 
just, 

Conforming to the law which Inule them 
grow, 

Not dreaming dreams of heaven in their 
estate so low! 

The calm biiites live and are, 

Tramjoil and unafraid, 

Keeping their nature only; the faint 
star 

Ihtrsues its orbit always though of 'I'hee 
It knows not, yet its vast periphery 
Is ortlered Thy hand ; by Thee were 
laid 

The fixed Ibundalions of the mifathomcd 
sea;— 

All these obey Thee, though they m4ay 
; not know 

^hai, latr ft js liiat holds them. Man 
iffona " ' 

aad .kiiowij^ Thee, averts 
hbface, 

yethih^^iertlMUiadl forbUdk^pac^ 
w«tt to hra 

Wattoatb -r 


Ilow shall a finite vrdee 
Praise Thee who ait too h^ tor afiy 
praise, 

Great Scheme, that l||y eternal, ptrtoct 

ways 

barest and dost rejoice ! 

Thou wert before Lafe was, or til. 

Thou rulest all things still; 

The i iuvornanceand Regimen a re Thine, 
Dh Plenitude divine! 
or all the countless orlis that roll 
I'hrough all Ihy infinite space* 

We arc through Thee alone, each in it!> 
place, 

Organic, Inorganic, great and small; 
Thou dost inspire and keep us all 
K.trth, sky, and sea ; herb, tree, in<tect,. 
and hi ute; 

All 'I'hy created excellences nmle, 

Tu Man of large discourse, and the un¬ 
dying soul. 

We know not by what Name our 
tongues shall call 

Thee or Thy Kssence, nor can Thought- 
as yet >, 

Gain those ineffable heights where Thou 
art set, 

As from a watch-tower guarding alb 
Thou girdest Thyself round with mys¬ 
tery, 

As Thy great sun l)ehind an embattled 
cloud, 

Or some wrapt summit, never wen; 

Vet 'I'hy veiled presence cheers us on 
our road. 

^V^th eyes bent down too much on earth 
and bowed. 

We toil and do to^get ^ 

All hut oitr dkil^ labour and tot 
Ter art Thou tbere the whtle^ fidt |et 
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Ob univeml Good, and Tby great WiU 
Directs our footsteps still— 

Directs them, though they come to stray 
From Illy appointed perfect way; 
Lights them, though for a while they 
wander far, 

Led by some feeble baleful star, 

Which can aUurc them when the blinds 
ing fold 

Of mist is on the hill side, and the cold 
Clouds which make green our lives, 
descending, hide 
Death’s steeps on every >ide. 

We know not what Thou art— 
Whether the Word of some all-perfcct 
Will 

Inborn and nourished in each human 
heart, 

Some hidden and mysterious good, 
Obeyed, not iindenitood; 

Or whether the harmonious note 
Of some world'Symphony divine. 

To which the perfect Scheme of things, 
Ever advancing perfectly 
To high fulfilment, sings. 

We know not what lliou art, and yet 
we love; 

Wcknow not where Thou dweirst, yet 
still alx>ve 

Wc turn our eyes to Thee, knowing 
Thou wilt take 

Our yearnings and wilt treasure them, 
nndintdse 

Oor little lives fulfil themselves and 

met 

And In this trust we liear td be. 

CMl so white and pure, 

Oft dtiwided und yet sure t 
Oh Wier lUdiailce of the hearts 
Thii drawett aU men, whalsoeV Hioit 

ary ' V 


Spring of the soul, that dost remove 
Winter with rays of love, 

And dust dispel of Thy far*working 
might 

I'he chnids of 111 and Night, 

For every soul which cometh to the 
earth; 

That bcamest on us at our birth, 

And paling .lomcwhat in life's grosser 
day, 

Lightest, a pillar of tire, our evcniirg 
way; 

W'lint matter by what Name 
We call Thee?-still art Thou the 
same, 

God call we Thee, or Good,—still 
through the strife 

Unchangeable alone, of all our change* 
ful life, 

With awe*struck souls we seek Thee, we 
adore 

Thy greatness ever more and more, 

We turn to Thee with worship, till at 
last, 

Our journey well-nigh post, 

When now our ilay of Life draws to its 
end. 

Looking, with less oi awe and more of 
love. 

To 'lliy high throne above. 

We see no dazzling br^htness as of old, 
No kii^ly splendours cold, 

But the sweet Presence of a heavenly 
• Friend. 


.mE ODE OF EVn^ 

Oh, who shall of mb nod not of 
III? 

Hie csscBce of our wiU 
Is fnllest Hberty to stipr# 

From o«t the green a»d 
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Amid the desert wutes of drought and ; The very lair and rocd of Ufei 

death. That it is soarn in pain and nursed in 

This is the power that makes us frcft woe and strife. 

This of our Being is the penalty ; 

And maybe the Eternal Will, The evil blight of war ' 

Clothing itself with form to bid Creation Torments the race from age to age, 

be, And man slays man through all the 

Took to itself sunne liouiutary, and years that are, 

awhile. And savage lust -and brutal rage 

SclMimited, made vile 1 tcforni this glorious heritage of earth. 

And subjected to Law the M.'ijcsiy \\\- shudder and grow faint, 

Which all the Universe of Space did till. Knowing the dim fair dreams of seer 

and saint 


Evil is Life, 

Thc^conflict of great laws pervading 
space; 

Evil is strife. 

Which keeps the creature in it-, ordered 
place. 

If any Itand divine should e'er with' 
draw 

The fixed coercive potency of l.aw, 

Surely the Universe of things would fade 

And cease and be unmade. 

Where Law is, (here is GotkI, 

And freedom to obey or to transgress; 

Else '(were no Law, but, weaker far 
and less, 

If one created soul might not the thing , 
U would. 

Young lives spring up and fade, 

Wither and are oppnest,* 

Toil takes the world, and pain, 


Show thin and lilUe worth. 

The )'oung life, rising, sinks in sloughs 
of sense, 

And wanders and is lost. 

.\I.as! furdaysofyoung-cyed innocence. 

Alas ! for the calm hours ere, passion- 
crost, 

The young soul grew, a while flower 
sweet and pure. 

Yet not the less ’ti*i sure 

That not in tranquil zones of endless 
calm 

Grows best the victoris ]*alm, 

But blown by circKitg storms which 
l)lot the sky, 

Nor fitting were it to tlie eye 

Always to look upon a cloudless sun,— 

(.iroun blind with too much lig^t before 
the journey done. 

The vicKH'ies of Right 


And all the things that God has made Arc born of strife. 

Travail nad groan and fain would be at There were no Day were there no 
mt, Kight, 

And Wrong prevails ogain. > JVor, witl^t dying. Life. 

And we—fwe IBt a hopeless eye • There only doth Right triumph, where 

Up to rim infinite dgr, lheWrol^^ 

the HI riwt is, and shall be | Is mightiest and most strong} 

^ [ There M^ereno Good, indeed, were then 

Wei^ CMdures irho lotfeC ^ no III. 
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THE ODE OF AGE, 


And when the final victory ahall come, 

Bunt forth, oh Awful Sun, and draw 
Creation home. 

Nut within Time or Space 

Lines drawn in opposite w.'iys grow 
one. 

But in some Infinite place 

Before the Eternal throne; 

There, ways to-day divergent, Kight 
and Wrong, 

Approach the nearer that they gr<»w 
more long. 

There at the Eternal feet, 

Fused, Joined, and grown complete, 

The circle rounds itself, the enclosing 
wall 

Of (he Universe sinks down, and (iod 
is all in all! 


77/E ODE OF AGE. 

Tiiar£ is a sweetness in autumnal 
days, 

Which many a lip doth praise; 

When the earth, tired a little and grown 
mute 

Of song, and having borne its fruit, 

Bests for a little space ere winter come. 

It is not sad to turn the face towards 
home, 

Even, thoitgh it shows Uie journey 
nearly done; 

If Is not sad to mark the we^dering 
stm. 

Even iho^ we know the imminent 
doth come. 

Silence there », indeed, Ibr song. 

Twilight fornoon; 

Bot Ibr the s^ead&st son! and strong 

X^Be’s asgamn h as June. 


As June itrolf, but clearer, calmer far; 

1 lerc come no passton'gusts to mar, 

No thundcr'clouds or rains to beat 
To earth the blossoms and the wheat. 
No high tumultuous noise 
I t)f youth’s self-seeking joys, 

I But a cold radiance white 

I As the m<wm shining on a frosty night. 

} 

! To-morrow is as yesterday, ^aj^ 

’ change, 
i Lillie of new or strange, 

! No glamour of false hojrc to da/e, 

' Nf>r glory to amaze, 

> Even the old passionate love of love or 
child 

I A temperate affection mild, 
j And ever the recurring thought 
Returning, though unsought: 

How strange the .'scheme of Things! 

how brief a span 
The little life of man I 
And ever ns we mark them, fleeter and 
more fleet, 

Tim days and montlis and years, glidii^ 
with wtngM feet 

iV 

And ever as the hair grows grey. 

And the eyes dim. 

And the lithe form which toiled the 
live-long day. 

The stalwart limb. 

Begin to stiffen and grow slow, 

A higher joy we know: 

Tp spend the remnant of the wamag 

yw*", 

Ere comes the deadly chill, 

In works of mercy, and to ebeer 
The feet which tdl agmsit Wa inggiil 
hill; 

To have known the tronldeaitd the fret, ‘ 
To have known it, tod to omtm ' 
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In a penrading peace. 

Too calm to suffer pain, too living to 
forget, 

And reaching down a succouring hand 
To where the sufferers arc, 

I'o lift them to the tranquil heights afar, 
Whereon Time's conquerors stand. 

And when the fruitful hours arc done, 
How sweet .it set of sun 
Co gather up the fair lalmrious day !— 
To have struck some blow for right 
Willi tongue or pen ; 

To have smoothed the path to light 
For wandering men ; 

To have chased some fiend of III nivay ; 
A little backward to have tiirust 
The instant powers of Drink and Lust, 
To have borne down gaunt Despair, 

'I'o have dealt a blow at C'are ! 

How sweet to light again the glow * 
or hotter fires than youth’s, tho’ all the 
blood runs slow! 

(Jh ! is there any joy. 

Of all that come to girl or boy 
Or manhood's calmer weal and case, 

To vie with these? 

Here is some fitting profit day by day, 
Which nought can render less; 

Some glorious gain Fate cannot take 
away, 

Kor Time depress. ' 

Oh, brotl^, fisintiBg on your road ! 
Poor inster, whmn the righteous shun ! 
There comes for you, ere life and 
strength he d^. 

An am to bear your load. 

A feetde.body, maybe benb and old, 
But bearing *niiist idie dhilb of age 
A deqper i^fov Uian youth^s; a noUer 
* ' 

A eali^ heart yet not cold. 
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A man or wtnnan, weak perhaps, and 
S|wnl, 

To whom pursuit of gold or fisme 
Is as a fire groum cold, an empty name, 
Whcmi thoughts of Love no moremllttre, 
Who in a selfmade nunnery dwell, 

A cloistered calm and pure, 

A beatific |K‘ace greater than tongue can 
tell. 

And sweet it is to take. 

With something of the eager haste of 
youth, 

Some fainter glimpse of Truth 
For its ow'n sake ; 

To observe the ways of bee, or plant, 
ou^biid ; 

To trace in Nature the ineffable Word, 
Which by the gradual we.ir of secular 
time, 

Has worked its work sublime; 

To have touched, with strenuouK grop* 
ingH dim, 

Nature's exlremcst outward rim ; 

To hove found some weerl or shell tin- 
known before; 

To .advance lliought's infinite march a 
foiitpacc more} 

To m.ikc or to declare laws just and 
ioge; 

These are the joys of Age. 

Or by the evening hearth, in the olrl 
chair, 

With children's children at our knee», 
.So like, yet so unlike the little ones of 
old—' 

Some little lad with cwrli of gtdd, 

Some little maid damufely fair, 

^ To sit, girt round with ease. 

And feel how sweet it is to hw, 
Carekn what fate may give i 
To think, with gentle yeatniiV toiiid. 
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Of dear souls who have crossed the In* 
finite Sea;. 

To muse with cheerful hope of what 
shall be 

For those we leave behind 
When the night comes which knows no 
earthly morn; ^ 

Yet mingled with the young in hopes 
and fears, 

And bringing from the treasure-house 
of years 

Some fair*set counsel long-time worn ; 
To let the riper days of life, 

'llie tumuk and the strife, 

Go by, and in their stead 
Dwell with the living past, so living, 
yet so dead: , 

The mothers kiss uj>oii the sleeper's 
brow. 

The little hsh caught from the brook, 
'I'he dead child-sister's gentle voice and 
look, 

'Hie school-days and the father's parting 
hand; 

The days so far reino\‘ed, yet oh I so 
near. 

So full of precious memories dear; 

'fhe wonder of dying Time, so hard to 
umlerstand! 

Not in clear eye or ear 
Dwells our chief profit here. 

We are not as the brutes, who fade and 
make no sign t 

We are sttstamed wbere’er we go, 

In happuiess afid woe, 

^wdiing fkcttltp divine, 
Which lifts us from the deep 
Of fidUfltt senses dim, and duller brain, 
And warn us hock to youth again; 

And as a vision fiur dividing slcqi, 
Pierces the vi^ behind^ die vokis 
bc^urei « 


And ojiens to us an invisible gate. 

And sets our wing^ footsteps, scorning 
Time and Fate, 

At the celestial door. 


I THE ODE OF DEC LIFE, 

j With furr^cs well-nigh spent, 

Uneasy or in pain, 

I Or brought to childish weakness once 
again, 

With Ix)dics slirunk and bent, 

We come, if Fate so will, to cold de¬ 
crepit age. 

'I'hc book of Life lies open at its latest 
page. 

Only four score of summers, and four 
score 

Oi winters, nothing more. 

And then 'tis done. 

We have spent our fruitful days be¬ 
neath the sun; 

We come to a cold season and a bare, 
Where little is sweet or fair. 

We, who a few brief years ago, 

Would passionately go 
Across the fields of life to meet the 
mom, 

We are content, content and not for¬ 
lorn, 

To lie upon our beds, and ivatdi the Day 
Which kissed the Eastern peaks, grow 
gradually grey. 

Great Heas'cn, that Thou bast made 
our lives so brief 
And swiftly spent! 

We toil our little day and are cemUmt, 
Though Time, the diief. 

Stands at our side, oodsmileB 111 mystic . 
smiles 
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Wc jojr a little, we grieve a little while; 
We gain some little glimpse of Thy 
great laws, 

Rolling in thunder through the voids 
of space; 

We gain to look a moment on Thy 
face, 

lOternal Source and Cause I 
And then, the night descending ns a 
cloud, 

Wc walk with aspect bowed, 

And turn to earth and see our Life 
grow dork. 

Was it for this the fiery spark 
Of IL*hy Eternal Self, sown on the vast 
And inAnilc abysses of the Past, 
Revealed itself and made Oeation rise 
Before Tliy Paternal Mind : 

This little span of life, with purblind 
eyes 

lliat grow completely blind ; 

This little force of brain, 

Holding dim thoughts subtime, 

Too weak to withstand the treacheries 
of Time; 

This body bent and Imwed in twain, 
Soon racked by growing ])ain, 

Which briefer far than is the life of the 
tree. 

Springs as a flower and fades, and then 
must rot 

And perish and be not, 

Pasoing from mystery td mystery ? 

It is a pain 

To move through the old flelds,—e%'en 
thtragb they He 

Befisre bar eyes, we know that never 
again. 

Where once our daily feel were osed to 

pap 

brested grals* 

"Wt any more shatt wmlder till we die; 


Nor to the old gny church, with the 
tall spire. 

Whose vane the sunsets fire, 

Where once a little child, by kind hands 
led, 

Would spdl the scant memorials of the 
dead,—' 

Never again, or once alone, 

^Yh^n pain and Time ore done. 

I'lie soaring thoughts of youth 
Arc dead and cold, the victories of 
Thought 

Arc no more prised or sought 
By eyes which draw too near the face 
of Truth. 

Whatever fniit or gain 
Fate held in store, 

To tcm[)t the growing soul or brain, 
Allures no more. 

It is as the late Autumn, when the 
fields 

Are bare of flower or fruit; 

Nor charm nor profit the swept surface 
yields, 

Sullen and mute; 

So that a doubting mind might come to 
hold 

The very soul and life were dead and 
cold. 

Hut who can peer 
Into another soul, or tell at all 
What hidden energies befall 
The aged lingering here ? 

VIHien all the weary brain 
Seems dull, the immeasurable fields of 
life 

Lie open to the memoiy, and again 
They know the yoathful the 
hurry and the strife, 

And feel, but gerulier now, the aneieat 
pain. 
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THE ODE OF CHANGE. 


In tho uneasy vigilii of the nightfi 
Iteforc the tardy light; 

Or, lonely days, when no young lives 
are by, 

There come such long processions of 
the dead, 

The buried lives and hojies of far-ufT 
years, 

S()cnt joys and dricd'H]) tears, 

That round them stand*, n blessed 
company, \ 

Holding high converge, though no 
word be saiil, 

Till only what is past and gone <loth 
seem 

To live, and nil the ('resent is a dream. 

So may the wintry earth, 

Holding her precious seeds within the 
ground, 

I'attse for the coming birth, 

When like n trunipet-noie the Spring 
^hall sound; 

So may the roots which, buried deep 
And safe within her sleep, 

WhiKper ns 'twere, within, tales of the 
sun,— 

Whisper of leaf and dower, of bee and 
bird,~ 

Till by a sudden glory stirred, 

A mystic influence bids them rise, 
Itursting the narrow slieath 
And cerement of death, 

And bloom at lilies again Irencath the 
recovered skies. 


THE ODE OF CHANGE. 

1 iiAVK come to the time of the faiKng 
of breath; 

I have reached the cold thtesbold of 
Death! . 


l>aih ! there is not any Death; only 
infinite change, 

Only a jdace of life which is novel and 
strange. 

Change ! there is naught but change 
and renewal of strife, 

Which make up the infinite changes 
we sum up in life. 

l/tfc! wh.it is life,' that it ceases with 
ceasing of brcatli ? 

Death ! what were Life without change, 
but :in infinite Death ? 

As 1 lie on my lied, and the sun, like 
a furnace of fire, 

ItiirnK amid the old pines in the west, 
ere the last ray expire, 

Can I dream he will rise no more, but 
a ratboinIe.s$ night 

Shall brofxl o'er Creation for ever, ami 
duU out the light ? • 

It is done, this Day of our Life; but 
another shall rise. 

Day for ever following Day, in the 
infinite skies, 

Day following Day for ever! 

I.}ay following day, with Ihc starlit 
darkness between; 

(T, maybe in a w'orld where Dawn 

I comes, ere our sunset has been ; 

Day followii^ Day for ever I 

For ever! though wiio shall tell in 
what seemii^ or wbtte ? 

In what faT'OCr secret of <jod*s 
Kmitless air ? 

It matters nothing at all irkat we are 
or where set, 

If a spark of the Infinite Ltgfat can 
shine on as yet. 

Life (bUowing life for ever I 
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Life Ibtlowing Life for ever! for wbet 
if ibe Sun 

Grew chflkdi and the Universe cold, 
and the orbits undone, 

And all ihe great globes should fall 
bock into chaos once more; 

Tliey would wake at a glance of the 
Light, as they wakened before. 
There is no Death for c^'cr! 

i 

(‘ease! but how should we cease while 
God's light >shnll remain ? 
lie that has lightcnl I-ifc’s llamc ‘»hall 
light it again ! 

What if He lake back for a while, as 
the Sun from the Sea, 

Some spark of the radiance divine that 
bade all things to be ? 

VVe rest in Him, we are sunk, we aie 
folded in Him, but wc are; 

Am the star which draw> ne.ar to the Sun 
is obscured, but i*> still a star. 
There is only Change for ever! 

Shall 1 fear that 1 shall Ijc changc^l and 
no more shall be I ?■— 

I who know not what 'tis that I am, to 
live or to die? 

Nay, while Cod is, I ((xr must Ih:, else 
too ytfcak were His hand; 

The created is part of His essence,— 
how else could the Maker stand ? 
There is no Peath for ever! 

w 

Take me, oh infinite Cause, and cleanse 
me of wrong! 

Taka raiae me to higher Iking 
Cht^gh cenittrieB long i 
Cleanse me, hf pain, if need be, 
tbroogh seoQs of days ! 

Tal^ me and page me, still I will 
answer with praise^ 
there » no Death fcr ever t 


Shall I mourn for those who are not 
Nay, while love ai^ regret 
StUi linger within our soulst they live 
with us yeu 

If w'c love, then the souls that we love^ 
they exist and they.arc. 

As memory which nudkes us ourselves, 
brings preebus things from far. 
liOve lives and is for ever ! 

Wc arc part of an Infinite Scheme, 

All wc that arc; 

Man the high crest and crown of 
things that be, 

The fiery-hearted earth, the cold un¬ 
fathomed sea, 

The central sun, the intermittent star. 
1'hings great and small, 

We arc but parts of the Eternal All; 
W’c live not in a barren, baselch-i 
dream; 

No endless, incflfeclual chain 
or chance successions launched in 
vain; 

Hut every beat of Time, 

Each sun that shines or fail# to shine, 
Each animate life that comes to tlirol) 
or cease, ^, 

Each life of herb or tree 
Which blooms and fruits and (ben 
forgets to be, 

Eiich change of strife and peace. 

Each soaring thought sublime, 

Each deed of wrong and blood, 

Each impulse towards an unatUuioed 
good,— 

All with • sure, unfaltering working 
(end 

To one Inefiable, Beatific End. 

Oh hidden .Scheme, perfect Thyself, 
and take 

Our petty lives, and mould as 
Thou wilt! 
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All things that arc* are only for Thy 

vsake, 

And not to obey Thcc is our only 
guilt i 

I'crfect Thyself, and he fulfilled, oh 
great 

Unfathomable Will, who hrt our Lift* 
and Fate! 

There is hope, but noliiing of fear, 
Nought but a patient mind, 

For him who wails with conscience 
clear 

And soul resigned 


Whate'er the mystic coming change 
Shall bring of new and strai^e. 

He looks t)ack once upon the fields of 
life, 

The g(KKl and evil locked in strife, 

The happy and the unhappy days. 

The Kiglit we always love, the oft* 
triumphant Wrong; 

And all bis Iteing to a secret song 
Sings with a mighty and unfaltering 
%-oicc— 

** I have been; Thou hast done ail 
things well; I am glad : I give 
thanks ; I rejoice ! ” 


SONGS UNSUNG. 
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PICTURES —/, I Three peaks, one loftier, alt in virgin 

, white, 

Auuvvk the abysmal undividctl deep Foised high in cloudland when the day 
A train of^lory streaming from afar; ! is done, 

And in the van, to wrake the worlds ; And on the mid-most, farabove the night, 
from sleep, | The rose-red of the long>depaf^ sun. 

One on whose forehead shines the i 

Morning-Star. | - 

I A wild girl reeling, helpless, like to fait, 
j Down a hushed street at dawn in mtd- 
lAingHToUing surges of a falling sea, summer; 

Smitifiig the sheer clifis of an unknown ! And one who had clean forgot their 
ahoK; past and all, 

And by a fitoged rock, swaying help*' Froiu a lit palace casement pities luer. 
lessly 

A mast with broken eoidage—nothing » 
more. \ 

* I A young man, only clothed with youth^s 

. . I first bloom, 

f In mien and fora an angd, not in 1 ^; . 
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Ilud by, a fell wc>rm crawling from a 
tomb, 

And one, wide-eyed, who crie», “ The 
Enemy J ” 


A lake of molten fires which swell and 
surge 

And fall in thunders on the burning 
verge; 

And one a queen rapt, with illumined 
Once, 

Who doth defy the (««lde*.'i of the 
place. 


ICros licncalli a red-cupped tree, asleep, 
And ’inul the flowers, and thro' the air 
above, 

Fair boys w’ith silver wings who smiling 
peep 

Upon the languid hwsened limbs of love. 


A darkling gateway, thronged with 
entering ghosts, 

And ft grave janitor, who .seems to say: 
“Woe, woe to youth, to life, which 
idly boasts; 

I am the End, and mine the appointed 
Way.'* 


A yoBi^ Faun making music on a ree«1, 
DeepIna leafy dell in Aicady x 
Thtec j^-i^ptis flUr, in musing 
tboi^bt take heed 

Of the strange' youth's mysterious 

ttekidyt 


A flare of lamplight in a shameful 
place 

Full of wild revel and unchecked 
offence, 

.\nd in the midst, one fresh scarce- 
sullied face. 

Within her eyes, a.dreadful innocence. 


A quire of seraphs, chanting row on 
row, 

With lute and \in1 and high trumpet 
notes; 

And, alKjve all, their soft young eyes 
aglow— 

Child angels, making laud from Aill 
clear throats. 


Some, on a cliff at dawn, in agony; 

Below, a scaly horror on the sea, 

Lashing the leaden surge. Fast-bound, 
a maid 

Waits on the verge, alone, but unafraid. 

' *- 

A potsonoui^ dead, sad sea-marsh, 
fringed with pine. 

Scarce lit by mouldering churches, old 
as Time; 

Beyond, on high, just tcmched with 
wintry rime. 

The long chain of the autumnal Apen* 
nine. 


A god'Uke Presence, beautiful as DawA^ 
Watching, apcm an tintioddea .tofliniK 
white, 
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The Earth's last daf grow full, and 
fade in night; 

Then, with a sigh, the Presence is 
withdrawn. 


A sheer rockdblct, frowning on the sea 
Where no ship sails, nor ever life may 
be : 

ThouHands of leagues around, from pole 
lu i>ole, 

The unbounded lonely «>{'eaii*<.’urvenls 
* roll. 


\'oiiug maids who wander on a How'cr- 
lit lawn. 

In npringtide of their lives as of the 
year; 

Meanwhile, unnoticed, swifr, a thing 
of fear, 

Across the sun, a deadly shadow drawn. 


Slow, hopeless, overborne, wuhoul a 
word, 

'I’wo issuing, as if from Paradise; 

Itehind them, stern, and with unpitying 
eyes, 

Tlwir fenmer selves, wielding a two- 
edged sword. 


A weary woman tridked with gold and 
gem. 

Wearing some strain borbattc diadem, 
ISooen on her Ui^ond, like a hidden fire, 
Within her eyes crnel unyoked detdie. 


Two aged hgates, poor, and blurred 
with tears; 

Their child, a bold protid troman, 
sweeping by; 

A hard cold face, which pities not^nor 
fears, 

And all contempt and evil in her eye. 


.\roiiml a liarp«jchor«l, a hluc-cycd 
throng 

Of bmg-dcad chihtren, rapt in sounds 
devout, 

I In Home old grange, while on that 
j silent song 

, 'J'hc sabbath tuiiight I'adts, and stars 
' tome out. 


'I'he end of things created ; Ihemlful 
night, 

Advancing swift on sky, and earth, .and 
sea; 

But at the zenith a departing light, 

A soaring countless blessed company ! 


yy/£ LE.ISON OF TIME, 

l.r:Ai> thou me, .spirit of the World, 
and 1 

Wilt follow where thou Icadcst, will¬ 
ingly ; 

Not with the cardeas sceptic's uBe 

mood, 

Nor blintUy seeking some OMMal |^tCH|; 

For I have conies long sitta* to ligffl 
day 

motniog aiiits hmiw Bed and 
carted 
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That bceathlcss ftflenioon*tide when They marked their hopeej their fidthi) 
the Sun their longing# fade* 

as it werC) before his journey And iound a solitude themselves had«i 
done, tnade; 


Calm os a river broadening toward the ^ 
main, 

Which never plunges down the rocks i 
again, ! 

But, clearly mirrored in iU tranquil ; 
deep, 

Holds tower anrl spire and forest a» in 
sleep. 


They came, as I, to hope which con* 
quers doubt, 

Though sun and moon and every star 
go out i 

'I'itcy censed, w hile at their side a still 
voice said, 

“ Kcnr n»»l, have courage: blessed arc 
the dead.” 


Ilow old and W'oni the niclaiihor ap- ‘ 
- pears, 

Old a.^ the tale of pas>ing hopes and 
fears! 

New as the .springtide air, which d.iy ; 

by day 1 

Breathes on young liven, and speeds 


'I'iiey were iny brothers— of one blood 
with me, 

with the unlKirri myriads who shall 
he : 

1 am content to rise and fall as they; 

1 watch the ilawning of the Perfect Hay, 


them on ihcir way. 


! Lea<l thou me, Spirit, willing and 


content 


The Roman knew it, and the Hellene | To Ijc, if thou wouldst have me. 


too; ! wholly spent. 

Assyrian and Egyptian proved it true; I I am thine own, 1 neither .strive nor cry : 
Who found for youth’s young glory and j Stretch forth thy, hand, I grasp it, 
its glow silently. 

Sereder lifo, and calmer tides run slow. \ 


And them oblivion takes, and thowj; VENOftED! SA/NT, 

before, | 

Whose vety name and^ race we know i 'I'llis is Paris, the iieautiful city, 

no more, ’ i Heaven’s gate to the rich, to the poor' 

To whom, dj Spirit of the Worhl and | without pity. 

Idan, ’ 'I'he clear sun shines on the fair town’s 

Thou didst reveal TliyseK when Time I graces. 

And on the cold green of the shrunken 
river, 

And the chill East Idows, as would 
Wow for ever, * J 

On the holiday grottps with thdr ihiii^ 
ing faces. 


begaa,^ . 

They hdl, as I, wWti none may uttdet- 
ataiid} 

hnifM thnmgh daritness on a 
hidden hand .. 
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For this is the one solemn day of the . The run, the carnage, are clean swept 
season, | away; 

AVhcn all the sanft march of her gay . And the sumptuous fa^des, and the 
unreason high roofs aspire, 

Fauset a while, and a thin veil of, 

sadness | And, u{Km the broad square, the white 

Half hides, from strange eyes, the old i palace face 

riot and madness, ; F.ooks down with a placid and meaning- 

And the churches arc crowded with Ics'^ grace, 

devotees holy, Ignoring the bloodshed, the struggle, 

Rich and poor, saint and sinner, the the sorrow, 

great and the lowly. The dooiit that has tieen, and that may 

• * * * < Ik* to-morrow. 

Here is a roofless palace, where gape 'fhe Iiiililcn hatred, the mad emlcavoui, 
llbck casements in rows without form The strife that still is and sh-nll be for 
or shaiMj: ever. 

A sordid ruin, whose swift decay « • » • 

Speaks of that terrible morning in , Here rise the tvvin-towers of Notre Dame, 
May - Through sic^c, and revolt, and ruin 

When the whole fair city was blooil ■ the same. 

and fire, Seo- the people in crowds pressing 

And the black smoke of ruin rose ; onward, slowly, 

higher and higher, Along the dark aisles to the altar holy—- 

The altar, to-day, wrapt in mourning 
And through the still streets, ’ncath and gloom, 

the broad Spring sun, .*since He whom they worship lies dead 

Fvciywhere murder and rapine were ' in the tomb, 

done; ' 

Women lurking, wUh torch in h.ind, 1'hcre, by a tiny acolyte tended, ' 

Fvil eyed, sullen, who soon should i A round-checketl child in his cassock 
stand I white, 

Before the sharp lj«yonets, dripping i Lies the tortured tignre to which arc ; 

with blood, I bended 

'-And be stabbed through and through. | The knees of the passers who gaee on 


or shot dead where they stood, ( 


the sight, 


This ia the brand-new Hotel dc Vitle, 


# I And the people fall prostrate, and kiss 


and momm 


Where six hundred wretches met death ’Hie £iir dead limbs which the nails 


in the Gre; 

Ringed round with a pitilcffi hedge of 
•ted. 

Not one taii^ escape that swift ven* 
geancf* 


have tom. . 

And the p a ssion ate i^idc coowa kota 
the quire. 

Full dt soft ehoMs vf a yeamii^ pity 
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The mournful voices accordant aspire 

Ti» the fnr-off gales of the Heavenly 
City; 

Ami the clear, keen nlio, soating high 
and higher, 

Mounts now a surging fountain, now a 
heavenward 6 re. 

Ay, eighteen centuries after the day, 

- A world-worn |)opulacc kneel and pray, 

As thc}' pa^s l>y and gaze on the limbs 
unbroken. 

Wltat symbol is this? of what yearnings 
the token ? 

What s[K.*ll this that leads men a jiart 
,-to lie 

Uf this oM Judaian death-agony ? 

And I adet'd, Was it nought but a 
Kaluie 1>ivine, 

That for low'cr natures consented to 
die ? 

( ould a greater than human sacriticc. 

Still make the tears spring U» the w<irld- 
worn eye ? 

One thought only it was that replied, 
and no other: 

lliis man was our bix>ther. 

* » 

As I pass from the church, in the cold 
East wind, 

' Leaving its solemn teachings behind : 

Once again, on thc verge of the chill 
blue river. 

The blighted buds on the branches 
shiver; 

llere^ again, stream the holiday groups, 
with delight 

Gaping in wonder at some new sight. 

'Tis an cipeii doolh^y, squalid and low. 

And crowds which ceaselessly come and 


Careless enough ere they see the sight 

Which lea\’cs thc gay faces pallid and 
white; 

Somelbing is there which can change 
their mood, 

And check the lioliday Bow of the 
blood. 

For the face which they see is the face 
of 1)calh. 

Strange, such a tiling as the ceasing of 

I breath 

; .'^houktwork suoh miraculous change as 
here : 

Turn thc thing that we love, to a thing 
of fear; 

'rransforin the virdid, the low, thc 
mean, 

lu a phantasm, pointing to Depths 
unseen. 

I'herc they lie, thc dead, unclaimed 
and unknown. 

Each on liU narrow and sloping stone. 

The chill water drips from each to the 
ground; 

No other movement is there, nor sound. 

With thc look w'hich they wore when 
they came to di6, 

'I'hey gaze from Idind eyes on the piti-' 
less sky. 

No woman to-day, thank Heaven, u 
here; 

Dm men, old fur the most part, and 
broken quite, 

Who, finding this sad world a place of 
fear, 

Have leapt forth hopelessly into the 
night, 

Dankfttpt of faith, without love, un¬ 
friended, 

Dead-tired of life’s comedy ere ’twae 
ended. 
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But here is one younger, whose ashy To the fair dead Christ by his altar 
face place, 

Bears some faint shadow of former And tlie same thought replies to my 
grace. soul, and no other— 

What brought him here ? was it love's 'riiis, l(x>, was our brother, 
sharp fever ? 

Was she worse than dead that he bore 
to leave her ? 

Or was his young life, ere its summer 
came, 

Burnt by Passion’s whirlwinds as by a 
flame. 


J/ORE, N(J more:' 
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No more, no more," the autumnal * 
^bado^vs cry; 

No more, no more,” t»ur failing 
I hearts reply: 

Was it Drink or Dc-sire, or the die’s j Oh ! that our lives were come to that 
sure shame, calm shore 

Which led this (Kior wanderer to deep ! Whore change is dune, and fading is 
disgrace ? ) no more. 

Was it hopeless misfortunv, unmised i 

with blame, ^ ilia should some mightier hand cum 

That laid him here dead, in tliis dread- I pletion send, 

ful place ? I And smooth life’s stream uurippled to 

Ah Heaven, of these nmeteen long ; its end, 

centuries, ; ()ur sated souls, tilled with an aching 

U the sole fruit this thing with the j pain, 

sightless eyes ! | Would yearn for fleeting days and ye».s 

again. 


Yeaterday, passion and struggle and' 
strife, 

^ Hatreds^ it may be, and anger-choked 
breath; 

Yesterday, fear and the burden of life; 

To-day, Bte cold ease and the calmness 
of death; 

Ai^ that which strove and sinned and 
yi^ded there, 

Tb-thtf inwbat hidden place of God's 
myaterious air ? 

Whatever he has been, hete now he 
liesi 

Facing the stare of idipityii^ eyes. 

I turn from the dank and dishonoured 
face. 


Thrice blessed be the salutary change 
Which day by day brings thoughts and 
feelings strange 1 

Our gain is loss, wc keep but what we 
give, 

Anfl only doily dying may we live. 

% 

THE .\'EW CREED. 

Ykstkkdav, to a girl 1 said-- 
I ** I take no pity im the unworthy dead, 

; 'I'he wicked, the ttnij^ the nie who 

die, * 

Twere Iwtter thus that they shei^ tot 
and lie. 
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The bweeti the lovable, the just I 

Make holy dust; “There is nowhere eliic,’^ and in the 

Elsewhere titan on the earth wintry ground 

Shall come their second birth. When we have laid the darliitgs of our 

Until they go each to his destined ' lovc~ 

pince, The little lad with eyes of blue, 

Whether it be to bliss or to disgrace, , The little maid with curls of gold, 

'l*is well that both shall rest, atnl for u . ()r ihc beloved aged face 

while be dead,** On which each passing year stamps a 

“ There is nowhere else,’' she said. diviner grace— * 

That is the end of all, the narrow 
“ There is nowhere else.’* And this • bound. 

was a girl's voice ] Why look out C)’es al)ovc 

Who, some short tale of ..ummers gone To an unreal home yrhich mcjrtal never 
lo<day, knew— 

Would carelessly rejoice, Fold the hands ttn the breast, the cl.ay- 

As life’s blithe springtide passed uj»on cold hngeis fold ? 

its way < No waking comes there to the uncaring 

And all yunlh’s iiihiiite hope and bk>oin ' dead! 

Shone round her; nor might .my | “Tlicrc is nowhere else,” she said, 
shadow of gloom ! 

Fall on her as she passed fi«»m llowcr : Strange; is it old t»r new, this deep 
to flower; i distress ? 

Love sought her, with full dower Or do the generations, as they press 

Of happy wedlocfk and young lives to Onward for ever, onward Klill, 
rear; Finding no truth U) fill 

Nor shed her eyes a tear, Their starving yearning souls, from year 

Save for some passing pity, fancy-bred. to year -. 

All good things were around her— Feign some new' form of fear 

riches, love, To fright them, some new tenor 

.Ul that the heart and mind can move, Couched on the }uith of error, 

The precious things of art, the un- Some cold and desolate word w'liicli, 
defiled like a blow, 

^ And ioBOcent affectkai of a child. Forbids the current of their faith to flow, 
Oh girl, who always sunny ways dost Makes slow their pulse’s eager beat, 
tread. And, chilling all their wonted heat, 

What curse is this that blights that Leaves them to darkling thoughts and 
comely head ? dreads a prey, 

For r^ht Of wrong there is no further ; Uncheered hy dauning shaft or setting 
place j^bukhere, ray ? 

No sanctitiisiiif hope, no dmteoing . 

fear? t Ah, old it is, indeed, and nowise new. 

There is nou'here else,** she said. This is the poison-growth that grew 
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In U)C old ihinkcrb’ fancy-haunted 
ground. 

They, blinded by Kome keen tuo-vivid 
gleam 

Of the Unseen, to which all things did 
seem 

I'u shape themselves and tend. 

Solved, by some Giant Force, the 
Mystery of Things, ! 

And, soarAg all too high on Fancy’s { 

wings, ! 

Saw in dead matter both their Source | 
and Knd. 

'J'hey felt the self-same shock mid pain | 

As I who hear these prnttlings coUi to- j 
day. I 

Not otherwise of old the fool to his I 
heart did say. ; 

*• There is no other place of joy ur 
grief, 

Nor wrong in doubt, jior merit in lx.*lief: 

I'herc is no God, nor Lord of quick i 

and dead; j 

There is nowhere else,” they said. j 

I 

I 

,Vnd, indeed, if any to whom life’s path ' 
were rough 

Should say as you, he had cause mnylic 
at sight. 

Truly, the way is sleep and hard enough, 

And wrong is tangled and confused 
with right t ! 

.\iul from all the world there goes a ! 


And the great scheme, if scheme there 
be indeed, 

Is a book deejier than our eyes may 
read, 

Full of wild paradox, and vain endea- 
vour, 

And hopes and faiths which find com¬ 
pletion never. 

Fur such a ouc, in seasons of dismay 

And dark depression deepening to 
despair, 

Clouds romc ofttimes to veil the face 
of day. 

And there is no rny left of all the beams 
of gold, 

The glow, the radiance bright, the un- 
cloufled faith of old. 

Hut you, poor child forlorn, 

Ah ! better were it you were never born; 

Hcltcr that you h.id iluiig your hcait 
away 

Oil some coarse lump of clay; 

HcUer defeat, disgrace, childlessness, 
all 

That can a solilaiy life befall, 

Than to have all things and yet be 

SelMiound to dark despondency, 

And self-tormented, Iwyond reach of 
doubt, 

Hy some cold woi J that puts all yearn¬ 
ings out. 


solemn sound , *' There Ls n(»wherc else,*' she said; 

Of lamentations, rising from the ground. ’ This is the outcome of their crude Belief 
Goafttsed as that which shocks the won- ; Who are, bey’ond all rescue and relief, 
dering ear | Being self-slain and numbcicd with the 

Of one who, gliding on the still lagtinc, I dead. 

Finds the oar's liquid plash and tune | “ There is no God but Force, 

Lost in wild cries of frensy and of j Which, working always <» its destined 
fear, “■ . course, ^ 

And knows the Isle of Madness draw- Speeds on its way and knows no thot^ht 
ing near; | of change* 
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Withia the germ the molecule fares free, ' That is suiftcient cause for all things. 
Holding the potency of what shall be; ' quick ami dead!" 

Within the little germ lurks the heaven* j *' There is no Cauac else,'* she said, 
reaching tree: 

No break is there in all the cosmic , Oh, poor indeed, and in evil case, 

show. ; Who shuuldst be far from sound of doubt 

What place is there, in all the Scheme As a maiden in some restful place 

Immense, Whose tranquil life, year in year out, 

For a remote unworking Excellence > built on gentle worship, l|f»mely dn>N 
Which may not l>e perceived by any Lit e.ich by its own light of prayer and 
sense, praise, 

Which makes no humble blade of grass For whom the sj)irc points alw'ays to 
to grow, the sky, 

Which adds no single link to things and And heaven lies open to the cloistered 
thoughts we know ? " eye. 

For us, for us, who mid the weary strife 
For everything that is, indee«l, And j.ingling discords of our life 

Bears with it its own seed ; Arc day by day opprest, 

It cannot change or cease and be no 'Twere little w«)ndcr were our souls 
more; distrest. 

All things fur ever arc even as they ' God, and the life to lie, and all our 
were l»efore, early trust 

Or if, by long degrees .and slow, : Being far from us expelled and thrust; 

More complex doth the organism grow, ' But for you, child, who cannot know 
It makes no break in the eternal plan ; ‘ at all 

There is no gulf that yawns t>ctwecn ; To what mysterious laws uc stand or 
the herb and man.” fall, 

To wliat b.ad heights the wrong within 

Poor child, what is it they have taught, 

Who through deep glooms and desert' " dark deeps the stream of hope* 

wastes of thought ‘ * 

Have brought to such os you their dreary ' 

creed ? . For let the doubter cavil as he can, 

Have they no care, indeed, , 'fliere is no wit in man 

For all the glorious gains of man’s long , ^^'hich can make Force rise higher 

past, ! still 

For all our higher hope of what shall . Up to the heights of Will,—• 

be at last ? ^ No phase of Force which finite minds 

All things are moulded in one mould; > can know 

They spring, 0iey are, they fade by one ' Can self*deternimed grow, 

oompulsicm cold— ; And of itself elect what shall its essence 

Some darit necessity we cannot know', j l-»e: 

Which bids them wax and grow,— The same to all eternity, 
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Unchanged, unshapcd, it goes upon its 
blinded way ; 

Noi- can all forces nor all laws 

Dring ceasing to the scheme, nor any 
pause, 

Nor shape It to the mould in which to be— 

Form from the winged seed the myriad- 
branching tree,— 

Nor guide the force tmee sped, so that 
it turn 

To Water-flootls that (picnch or Fires 
tliat burn, 

now U) the electric current change, 

Or draw all things by stune aili action 
strange, 

(>r in the brain of man, working unsoett, 
sublime, 

'rranscend the narrow bounds of Space 
and Time. 

Whence comes the innate I'ower which 
knows to guide 

I’he force deflected so from side to side, 

That not a banen line froin whence to 
where 

It goes upon its way through the iin< 
fettered air P 

Wliat launched the prisoned atom on 
its fruitful course? 

Ah, it was more than Force 

Which gave the Universe of things iu 
form and face! 

Force moving on its path through Time 
and Space 

Would round no orb, but leave nil 
barren still. 

A mgher Power, it was, the worlds 
could form and fill; 

Awl by some pre«existent harmony 

Were all things made as Fate would 
have them be— 

Fate, the ineffable Word of an Eternal 
Will. 


Ail things that are or seem, 

Whether we wake who see or do but 
dream, 

Are of that rrimal Will phantasms, if 
no more; 

Who sees these right sees 0 <kU a»iil 
seeing doth adore. 

Joy, suffering, evil, go<jd, 

i W’hateV'f uin daily foiwl, 

I Whalc’er ibi- mystery and paradox of 
itiiiig'., 

Low creeping thoughts and high im.a- 
ginings. 

The laughters of the world, the age¬ 
long groan, 

Itiing to hU miud one name, one thought 
alone; 

! All beauty, right, defoniiity, or wrong, 

Singtohisenrone high unchanging song; 

■ And everything that is, to his rapt 
fancy bring? 

The hi<klen IkmI through space of the 
ICternnl Wings. 

Where did the Idea dwell, 

, .\t first, which was of all the germ and 
seed ? 

, Which worked from Discord order, 
from blind Force 

Sped all the Cosmos on its upward 
course ? 

' W hich held within the atom and the cell 

! The whole vast hidden Universe, sheb 
tered a ell, 

Till the hour came to unfold it, and the 
need? 

‘ What did the ever'Upward growth con¬ 
ceive, 

- Which from the obedient monad formed 
the herb, the tree, 

. The animat, the man, the high growths 
that shall be? 
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Ever from simpler to more complex 
grown, 

The long processions from a source un¬ 
known 

Unfold themselves across the scene of 
life. 

()h blessed struggle and strifci 

Fare onward to the eri<l, since from a 
Source 

Thou art, which doth transcend and 

• doth detenninc Force ! 

Fare onward to the end ; mn from 
Force, dcatl and blind 

Thou comctit, but from the depths of 
the Creative Min«l. 


Shapes all the forms of thir^, and 
keeps them still 

Oliedient to the Unknown Perfect 
Will. 

And shall the life that is the highest 
that we know, , 

Shall this, alone, no more Increase, ex¬ 
pand and grow ? 

Nay, somewhere else there is, although 
we know nut where, 

Nor uhal new shape Ciod gives our 
lives to wear. ^ 

\\c are content, whatever it shall be 
Content, through all eternity, 

{ '1 o be whatever the Spirit of the World 


Fare' on to the end, but how should 
ending be, 

If Will be in the Universe, and plan? 

Some higher thing shall Itc, that which 
tOHlay li. Man. 

Undying is each cosmic force: 

Undying, but lransfornie<l, it runs its 
endless course. 

It cannot wane, or .sink, or I>c no 
more. 

Not even the da.st and lime which 
clothe ns round 

Lose their own substance in the charnel- 
ground, 

Or carried far upon the weltering wind; 

Only with other growths combined, 


deem best;— 

l.'ontent to be at rest: 

Content to work and fare through end¬ 
less days; 

Content t<j spend ourselves in endless 
praise: 

Nay, if it be the Will Divine, 

Content to lie, and through long lives 
to pine, 

Far from the light which vivides, the 
hre 

Which breathes upon our Ireing ami 
(loth inspire 

Ail soaring thoughts and hopes which 
light our pathway here ; 

Content, though w'ith some natural 
thrill of fear, 


In some new whole they are for ever— 

They are, and perish n^ver. i To l)e purged through by age-long 

The great suns shed themselves in heat pain, 


and light j Till we resume our upward march 

On the %'ast vacant interstellar air, ; again; 

Till when their scattered elements unite | Content, at need, to take some lower 
They are rq>lenished as before they | form, ^ 

were. j .Some humbler herb or worm 

Nothing is lost, nor can lie: change ( To lie awhile, if e'er the eternal plan 
atone, ! Go back from higher to lower, from 

Unceasing, never done, ' man to less than man. 
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Not so, indeed, we hold, but nUher I And, sickening for the dear lost lives 
this— I again, 

Thnt all Time gone, that all that was | Through his o’crmasteiing pain 

or is, I Should break the awful bounds the 

The scarpM cliff, the illimitable Past, j Eternal sets between 
ITiis truth alone of all tniths else hold [ That whicli Jives Here, and There, the 
fast:— i Seen and the Unseen; 

From lower to higher, from simple to ; 

complete, : And having gained once more 

This is the pathway of the Eternal Feet; This little Earth, should reach the 
From earth to lichen, herb to flowering scarce-left jdace 

tree, Which greets him with unchang**-! 

From cell to creeping worm, from man familiar face— 

to what shall l>e. I'he well-rcmemf)ercd door, 

Tills is the solemn lesson of all time, The losc he watered blooming yet, 

This is the teaching of the voice Nought to remember or forget, 

sublime: ' No change in all the world except in 

Eternal are the worlds, and all that him, 

them do fill; | Nor there save in some sense already dim 

Eternal is the march of the Creative ' Before the unaltered past, so that he 
Will; ! seem 

Eternal is the life of man, and sun, and | A mortal spirit still, and what vvn'. 

star: ' since, a dream; 

Ay, even though they fade a while, 

they are ; ! And in the well-known room 

And thougli they pause from shining, i pintN all the blithe remembered faces 
speed for ever still. : (;rown sad and blurred by recent traces 

, Of a new sorrow and gloom, 

I And when his soul to comfort them is 
A GREAT GULF. foin 

I Mourns his voice mute, his form 
If any tender sire ! unknown, unseen, 

Who sits girt round by loving faces | And thinks with irrepressible pain 
And happy childhood’s thousand ' Of all the happy days which late have 
graces, been, 

Tbmqgh sudden crash or lire j And feels his new life's inmost chambers 

4ld 'scape from this poor life to j stirred 

•ome mysterious air, | If only of his own, he might be seen or 

I, dwelling solitary there, j heard; 

his unfilled and yenming father's < 



heart 

Pierced through some intolerable 
smart; 


Then if, at length, 

The&thcr's yearning and overburdened 
soul 
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Burst into shape and roice which scorn 
control 

Of its despairing strength,— 

Ah Heaven ! ah pitf for the present 
dread 

Which rising, strikes the old affection 
dead ! 

Ah, lietter wore it far than this thing 
to remain, 

Voiceless, unseen, unloved, for ever 
and in pain t 

So when a iincr mind. 

Knowing its old self swept by some 
weird change 

Aiul the old thought ilecease.l, or else 
' giown strange, 

Turns to tho^c left behitul, 

With passionate stress and mighty 
yearning stirred,— 

It strives to stand revealed in shape 
and word 

In vain; or by strong travail \i'-iblc 
grown, 

Finds but a world estrangetl, and lives 
and dies alone! 


ONE PAY, 

One day, one day, our lives shall seem 
Thin as a brief forgotten dream : 

One day, our souls by life opprest, 
Shall ask no other boon^than rest. 

And shall no hope nor longing come, 
No memory of our former home, 

Ko yearning for the loved, the dear 
Dead lives that are fK> longer here? 

tf this be age, and age no more 
Hedill the hopes^ the fears of yore, 

The dear dead mother's accents mild, 
lisping of the little child, 


. Come, Death, and slay us ere the 
blood 

. Run slow, and turn our lives from good ; 
For only in such memories we 
Consent to linger and to be. 


SEASONS. 

Tiik coMs <\imls rave on the icy 
river, 

'I'hc leaffcKS branclie<i coutplain and 
shiver, 

riic snow clouds sweep on, to a drc.iry 
tune,— 

Can these be the earth and the heaven^ 
of June ?— 

When the blossoming trees gleaip in 
virginal wliiic, 

And heaven's gate npcMis wide in the 
lucid night, 

And there comes no sound on the 
perfumed air 

But the passionate brown bird, carolling 
fair, 

And the lush grass in upland an<l low* 
land htands deep, 

And the loud landrail lulls the children 
to sleep, 

And the white still road and the thick 
leaved wood 

Arc haunted by fanciful solitude; 

I 

And by garden aird lane men and 
maidens walk, 

Busied with trivial, loverlike talk ; 

And the while an<i the red rose, newly 
! blown, 

\ Open, each with a perfume and grace 
• of its own. 
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THE PATHOS OP ART-^IN THE STRAND. 


The cold wind sweeps o’er the desolate 
hill, 

The stream is bound fast and the wolds 
are chill} 

And by the deed flats, where the cold 
l>lastH moan, 

A bent l)ody wearily pleads atone. 


THE PATHOS OP ART. 

Oft, seeing the old painters* arl, 

We find the tear unbidden start, 

And feel our full hearts closer grow 
To the far days of long ago. 

Not burning Huth, ur godlike pain, 

('an thus our careless thought enchain ; 
The henvcnw.ard gare of souls sublime, 
At Qficc transcends, and conquers time. 

Nor pictured form of seer or saint, 
Which hands inspircil delight to paint; 
An*s highest aims of hand or longue, 
Ago not, but are for ever young, 

Jtut some imperfect trivial secuc, 

Of homely life which once has been, 

Of youth, so soon to (rass away, 
or happy childhood's briefer day; 

Or humble daily tasks portrayed 
The thridy misuress with her maid; 
The flowers, upon the casement set. 
Which in our Aprils blossom yet ; 

The long processions, never done ; 
tiine>wom palace, scaroc begun ; 
tiShe gondolier, who plies his oar 
For stately sirs or dames of yore ; 

The girl with fair hair morning-slurred. 
Who swings the casement for her tdrd; 


The hunt; the feast; the simple mirth 
Which mark^ the marriage or the 
birth; 

The burly forms, from side to side 
Swift ruUing on the froaen tide; 

The long-haired knights; the ladies* 
prim; 

The chanted madrigal ur hymn 

The opcin, with its stately throng ; 
The twilight church aisles stretching 
long ; 

1'he spires upon the wo(Hled wold ; 

The tlead pathetic life of old ;— 

These all the musing mind can fill— 

.So dead, so past, yet living still: 

Oh dc.ar dea<l lives, oh hands long gone. 
Whose life, whose Art still lingers on ! 

TV THE STRAND, 

In the midst of the busy and roaring 
Strand, 

Dividing life's current on either hand, 
A time-worn city church, sombre and 
gfcy, 

Waits, while the multitude passes away. 

Reside it, a strait plot of churchyard 
ground 

i is fenced by a time-worn railing 
I around; 

j And within, like a pavement, the 
ground is spread 

With the smooth worn stones of the 
nameless dead. 

j 

I Rut here and there, in tlie spaces 

1 between, 

When the slow Spring bursts, and the 
fields grow green. 
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CCELVM NON ANiMUM. 


Every year that cofnes* ’and the graves 
of the dead 

Some large-leaved flowcr-itcm lifts up 
its hcnrl. 

In the Spring, though a- yet the sharp 
East 1^ here, 

This giiihn stem burgeons forth year by 
year: 

'through twenty swift siiiimicrs and 
more, have 1 seen 

Thi*! tender shoot rise from it-* sheath 
of green. 

New bitsy crowds pass on with hurry¬ 
ing feet, 

'I'hc young lives grow old and the old 
pass away; 

Kut unchanged, ’mid the graves, at the 
fated day, 

The green sheath bur'its upwards and 
grows complete. 


C(F.L VM NON AN/AflTAf. 

Oil fair to be, oh sweet to be 
j In fancy's shallop faring free, 

With silken sail and fairy i.iast 
To float till all the world be jMihl! 

! Oh happy fortune, <m and on 
To wander far till care be gone, 

Round l>celling capes, to unknown 
seas, 

Seeking the fair Hesperides ! 

I 

Ihit is there any land oi sea 
Where toil and trouble cea.se to be— 
Some dim, unfound, diviner shorci 
Where men m.ay sin and numm ilo 
im>re ? 

4 

Ah, iii'it the feeling, Intt Ihc shy 
We change, htiwever far we fly ; 

I How .swift soe'er our bark may speed, 

1 l-'astcr the blc.sscd isles recede. 


From the grave it bursts forth, 'mid the 
graves it shall die, 

It shall die a.s w-e die, it livc« we 
shall live; 

And this poor flow'cr has stronger 
ossurani^e to give, 

Titan volnme.s of learning, which 
blunder or lie. 


For out cd* the dust and decay of the 
tomb. 

It sprii^gs, the sun calling, to beauty 
and bloom; 

And amid the sad city, *mid death and 
'mid strife^ 

It (treaches Us mystical promise of life. 


j Nay, Ixst it is at home to find 
j h'oiMl for the laltouring heart and mind, 
’ An<l fake, since Ihu.'t' |hc world grows 
! fair, 

\ I>uty and pleasure everywhere. 

I 

Oh well-worn road, oh homely W'ay, 
Where pace our footsteps, day t>y day, 
The homestead and the church which 
l)ound 

The tranquil seasons' circling round ! 


Ve hold experiences which reach 
Depths which no change of skies can 
teach, 

The saintly thought, the secret strife 
Which guide, which do perturb out 
life. 
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NIOBE, 


; Of rhythmic grace, and musical ulter- 

NIOBE. i ^ ^ « 

As when, in far*off Thebes, the en* 

ON sii-YLUS. chanleil wall 

All me, ah me! on this high mountain * perfect, to the music of his lyre, 
peak. 

Which far above the seething Lydian Ah me, the fatalday! For at high noon 
plains j 1 sale within my Theban palace fail’ — 

Takes the first dawn-shaft, and the sun* | Deep summer-time it was—and marked 
set kwps the crowd 

When all the (lelds grow dark—T, . From the thronged oily street, to the 
Niobe, smooth plain, 

A mother’s heart, pent in a prison of Sti earn joyously : the brave youths, full 
stone, of life, 

•Stand all day in the vengeful sun-gtHl’s Stripped for the mimic fray, the leap, 
eye, the race, 

•Stand all night in the cold gaze of tlic The wrestling; and the princes, my 
moon, strong sons, 

Who lioih long ages since conspiring, The fair limbs I had borne Umeath my 
•*lew ^one 

My children,—I a childless mother Grown to full stature, such as maidens 

now love, — 

Who was most blest, .a grieving woman ; The sinewy arms, the broad chests, and 
still, strong loins 

Who am bereft of all, yet cannot die. , Of manhood ; the imperfect flower-like 

forms, 

Ah day, ill-fated day, which wrecked , ICager with youth’s first fires; my 
my life ! youngest born, 

I was the happy mother of strong sons, My darling, doffing his ephebic robe 
Urave, lieautiful, all in their bloom of Which late he donned with pride, a 
age: ! child in heart, 

From him my first-born, now a bearded , In budding limbs o youth;—I see them 


man, ; fio* 

Through the fair promise of im}>errect • Their fair young bodies glistening in 
youth, the sun, 

To the slim stripling who had scarcely i Which kissed the shining olive. As 
left they went. 

The u'omen’s chambers, on whose lip The joyous concourse winding towards 
scant shade the plain, 

Of tmdding nianho<xl shoued, I loved ; My bapi^ eyes o’erflowed, and as 1 
them all; j turned 

All with their father*.*; eyes, and that; And saw my daughters round me, hir 
strange charm grown lives 
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And virgin, sitting sinuniiig the while ' Nor of the Olympian Gods ; for I am 
flax, I glad. 

Each with her diMaflT, beautiful and , No fruitful mother in a peasant’s hut, 
fxt ‘ Sa»rning the childless great, thinks 

To wed with any stately king of men j scyrn of me, 

And reign a queen in Ilelias, my glad ! Being such as I. Nay, let Queen Lcto’s 
heart ^ ^*if 

Broke forth in pride, and as I l<»okcd 1 Know, that a mortal queen ha.s chauce<l 
thought. lo bear 

“ Oh happy, happy mother of such | As fair as she, and more.” 

sons ! ' Even as I spoke, 

Oh happy, happy mother of such girls ! While these unhallowed boastings 
For whom full soon the joyous nttpltal flushed my pride, 

rites 'rhrough the closed lattice pierced one 

Shall bring the expectant bridegroom angry shaft 

and the bride, i Of blinding sun, which on the opposite 

And soon once more the little childish J wall 

hands i Traced some mysterious sign, and on 

Which shall renew my c.arly wedded ; my mind 

years, ^nch vague remorse and consciousness 

When the king loved me Hrst. Thrice ^ of dh 

blest indeed. 'I'hat straight, that arrogant boklncss 

Tljerc is no queen in Hellas such as I, ^ sank and died 

powered with such fair-grown off- In a gical dread, nor hardly could I bear 
spring; not a queen , ^ o upon the fairness of my girls, 

Normother o’er all earth’s plain, around ; Who, seeing the vague trouble in my 
which flows I eyes, 

The wide salt stream of the encircling pale, and shuddered for no cause, 

sea, and gazed 

As blest as I. Nay, in Olympus’ self ^'idUed 'midst the blaze of sunlight. 

To all'Compeliing Zeus, what offspring Then I strove 

bare I ** laugh my fears away, as one who 

I^toofyore? Phujbus and Artemis, knows 

A goodly pair indeed, but two alone. Some great transgrcitsion weigh on him, 

Poor mother, that to such a lord as | some load 

2cu8 i 'Vhich w'ill not Ins removed, but bears 

Care only those, no fairer than my own. I'*"* down. 

Nay, I am happier than a gotldcss* Though none else knows it, pressing 

on his heart. 

I would not give this goodly train of | 


mine 


For that scant birth. I ask no boon of 
Zeus, 


But when the half unuttered thought 
grew dim 

And my fear with it, suddenly a cry 
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NJOBE. 


Rose from the city Ktreet^ and then the 
sound 

()f measured hurryii^ feet, and looking 
forth 

'r<i where the youth had passed so late, 
in joy, 

C!amc two who carried tenderly, with 
tears, 

\ buy’s sliglil form. I had no need 
to look, 

Kor all the mother rising in me 
knew 

That 'twns my youngest born they bore: 
I knew 

What fate liefell him—'lwas the venge¬ 
ful sun, 

.\nd I alone was guilty, I, his mother, 

Wliu l>cing liiled with imfuous prhle, 
had brought 

Death to my innocent child. I hurried 
down 

The inaible stair and met them as they 
came, 

Bearing his corpAC, and kissed his lif>.s 
and called 

11 is naine» yet knew that ho was dead ; 
and all 

His brothers stood regarding us with 
tears, 

And would have southed me with their 
loving words, 

Me guilty« who were guiltless, oh, my 
sons I 

Till as 1 looked up from the dead,—a 
cry 

Of agony,—and then another fell 

Struggling for life upon the earth, and 
then 

Another, and another, till the last 

Of all my stalwart boys, my life, my 
pride, 

Lay dead ujxm the ground, and the 
fierce sun 


Frenzied my brain, and all distraught 
with woe 

1 to the palace tottered, while they 
bore 

Slowly the comely corpses of my sons. 

That day 1 dare no? think of when 
they lay. 

White shrouded, in the darkened palace 
iw *ms, 

Like sculptured statues on .a marble 
hearse. 

How calm they looked and happy, my 
dear sons ! 

i'heie was no look of pain tvitbin their 
eyes, 

The dear dead eyes which I their 
mother closcrl ; 

Me miserable! I saw the priests ap< 
proach, 

;Vnd ministers of death; 1 saw my girls 

I' lung weeping on the brothers wHom 
they loved. 

I saw it all .as in a dream. 1 know no^ 

How often the dead night woke into 
day, 

Ilow often the hot day-time turned to 
night. 

I did not shuddci even to see the Sun 

Which slew my sons ; but in the still, 
dead night, 

When in that chill and lifeless place of 
death, 

The cold, clear, cruel moonlight seemed 
to play 

Upon the ranged corpses, and to mock 

My mother’s heart, and throw on each 
a hue 

Of swift corruption ere its time, I knew 

Some secret terror lest the jealous gods 

Might find some further dreadful ven¬ 
geance still. 

Taking what yet was left. 
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At set of sun Theif dead eyes turned to the vnpitying 

The sad procession to the place of | orb, 

graves 1 Their white lips which should ofter 

Went with the rites of royal sepulture, j prayer no more. 

The high ]>ricst at its head, the nobles j 

round j Such vengeance wreaked Phurbus and 

The dear white shrouded corpses: Last] Artemis 

of all . Utx>n a loo proud mother. But on me 

I went, the guilty one, my fair sweet i vvho only sinned no other punishment 
girls j They took, only the innocent lives I 

Clinging to me in tears ; but I, I shed j lovctl-' 

not j If any punishincnt, indeed, were more 

A single tear—grief dried the fount of \ -phan this to one who had wclcomctl 
tears, I death. 1 think 

I had -shed .ill mine. >fy cliildrcn happier far in death than I 

Only o ennastoing dread ; live (o muse on these things. 

Held nic of wh:U might come. ' When iny gills 

When they were laid, | Were laid in c.irth, I, my lone palace 
(Ml, wretched me, my dear, my well* _ gate 

loved sons ! Leaving without a tear, sjjcd hithei in 

Witliin the kingly tomb, the dying '>un 

Had set, and in his •.lead ihe rising . -py jjjgjj Sij'ylus where eri»l 

My father held his court j and here. 
Behind some lofty mountain-peak con- , years, 

cealed, , Summer and winter, stay I, day and 

night 

(jaaing towards the far-olT plain of 
Thebes, , 

Wherein I was so hap])y of tdd time, 
Wherein I erred and saflfered. Turned* 
to stone 

They thought me, and *tis true the 
mother’s heart 

Which knows such grief as 1 knew, 
turns to stone. 

And all her life ; and pitying Zeus, in¬ 
deed. 

Seeing my suffering, listened to my 
prayer 

And l(^t me seeming stone, but still the 
heart 

Of the mother grows not hard, and year 
by year 


Relit some ghostly twilight. As wc 
knelt, 

The people all withdrawn a little space, | 
I and my daughters in that place of | 
death, 

I lifted up my .suppliant voice, and they 
With sweet girl voices pore, and soaring 
hyrou. 

To the great Powers above. 

But when at last 
I heard my hollow voice pleading alone 
And all the others aUknt, then 1 looked, 
And on the tomb the cold malignant 
moon, 

Burstir^ with pale chill beams of light, 
revealed 

My fair girls kneeling mate and motion¬ 
less, 
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When comcsi the summer wUh iu cloud¬ 
less skies, 

And the high sun lights hill and plain 
by day, 

And (he moon, shining, silvers them 
by night, 

My old grief, rising dcw>likc to my 
eyes, 

(Juiekens my life with not unhappy 
tears, 

And through my penitent and ycaniing 
heart 

There throbs again a pulse of love and 
grief: 

Love triuinpbing at last o'er Fate and 
Death, 

Grief nil divine and vindicating Low. 


rjCTUA*ES~-J/. 

A i,rHlL> sunset, red as Mood, 
Firing a !a>mbrc, haunted wikkI ; 

I' rom whose recesses, dark and fell. 
One hurries with a face of Hell. 


Two at a banquet bi^ard alone, 

In dalliance, the feast being done. 

And one behind the arras stands. 
Grasping an axe with quivering hands. 


A high dilFjneadotv lush with Spring; 
Gay buiterAies upon wing; 
Beneath, beyond, unlwunded, free, 

Tlie fuam-flecked, blue, |iervading sea. 


A clustering bill-town, climbing white 
From the grey olives up the height, 


NiCMT IN NAPLES. 

' And higher on the glaring sky 
A huge sierra, dead and dry. 


A rain-swept moor at shut of day. 
And by the dead unhappy way 
A lonely child untendcti lies : 
Against the West a wretch who flie.'i. 


Cold dawn, which flouts the abandoned 
hall, 

.Viid one worn face, wliieh loathes jit all; 
In his ringed hand a vial, while 
'i'hc grey lips wear a ghastly smile. 


Corimhiuri pillars fine, which stand 
In moonlight on a desert sand ; 

Others ^/erthrown, in whose dark shade 
borne fire-eyed brute its lair has made. 


.Mountainous clouds emlmtlled high 
Around a <1ark blue lake of sky ; 

And from its c]c.ir d^tbs, shining fas 
The calm eye u^he evening star. 


A moonlight chequered avenue ; 
Alxivc, a starlit glimpse of blue : 

And fivun the thick-laced idiode be¬ 
tween 

The grey ghost of a woman seen, 

* 

A N2GHT IN NAPLES. 

This is the one night in all the year 
When the faithful of Naples who love 
their pnest 
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Mftj^ find thdr fiuth and their wealth 
inaeased; 

For just as the stroke of midnight is 
hcrc» 

jfThoge who unth faithful undoubting 
mind 

Their **Aves” iniitlcr, their rosaries 
tell, 

Tlicy without doubt shall a rcoompcncc 
find; 

Yea, their faith indeed shall profit them 
well. 

Therefore, to-night, in the hot thronged 
street 

lly San Gcimaro’s, the jicople devout, 
With banner, and relic, an«l thurible 
meet. 

With some sacred imapir to mitrshal 
them out. 

For a few days hence, the great lottery 
Of the sinful city declared will be, 

And it may be that Arcs and Paters 
said 

Will bring some aid from the realms of 
the dead. 

And so to the terrible place of the tomb 
They issue, a pitiful crowfl, through the 
gloom, 

To where all the dearl of the city decay, 
Waiting the trump of the judgment day. 

For every day of the circling year 
Brii^ its own sum of eormption here ; 
Every day has iti^ great pit, fed 
With its dreadful heap of the shroudless 
dead. 

And behind a grated nist^eaten door, 
Marked each with their feted month 
and day,' 


The young and the old, who in life 
were poor. 

Fester together and rot away. 

Silence there, the .silence of death, 

And in silence thohe poor pilgrim'i 
wearily pace, 

Anil the wretched throng, pitiful, hold* 
ing its breath, 

t!omos with shambling steps to the 
dreadful place. 

Till bcfoic these dark portals, (he 
muttering crowd 

break<; at length into passionate sufT- 
/ages loud, 

W-ilting the flickering vapour ihiii, 

Hrc<l Ilf the dreadful corruption within. 

And here is a mother who knceN, not 
in woe, 

Ity the vault where her child W‘as flung 
months ago; 

.And there is a strong man who peers 
with dry eyes 

.At the mouth of the gulph where his 
cl('.vl wife lies. 

rill at last, to reward them, a faint blue 
fire, 

Like the ghost of a soul, flickers here or 
there 

At the gate of a vault, on the noisome 
air, 

And the wretched throng has its low 
desire; 

And with many a praise of fevouring 
saint. 

And curses if any refuses to hei^ 

Full of low hopes and of sordid greed. 

To the town they file backward, weary 
and faint. 
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UFE-~CRADLED IN MUSIC, 


And n Tew days hence, the great lottery 
Of the sinful city declared will be, 

And a number thus shewn to those 
sordid eyes, 

May, the saints being willing, attain 
the prize. 

Wherefore to Saint and Madonna be 
said. 

All praise and laud, and the faithful 
dead! 

* * * H 

It was long, long ago, in far-off Judna, 
That they slew Him of old, whom 
these slay to-day; ^ 

They slew Him of old, in far-off 
J«d;va,— 

It is long, long .ngo j it was far, far away! 


LIFE. 

LtKR to a star, or to n fire, 

Which ever brighter grown, or higher, 
Doth shine forth fixed, or doth aspire ; 

Or to n glance, or to a sigh ; 

Or tu a low wind whispering by. 

Which scarce has risen ere it die; 


A wave, a sbaclow, a breath, a strife. 
With change on change for ever rile 1- 
This is the thing we know as life. 


CRAD2.ED m MUSIC. 

A iiRn:iiT young mother, day by day, 

I meet upon the crowded w-ay, 

Wbo turns her dark eyes, deep anti 
mild, 

Upon her liltlo sleeping child. 

('or on the organ laid asleep, 

-In childish slumbers light, yet deep, 
Calmly the rosy infant lies ; 

The long fair lashes \cil its eyes. 

’J'hcre, o'er its childish slumlicrs sweet, 
The winged hours steal with noiseless 
feel; 

Knr off the music seems to cheer 
'I'he chiUrs accustomed drowsy car. 

I 

1 [ymn tunc and song tunc, grave and 

gay# 

( ’omfort him .ill the joyous day; 

And, half remembered, faintly 
To mingle w ith his happy dream. 


Or to a bird, whose rapid flight 
Eludes the dazed observer’s sight, 
Or a stray shaA of glancing light, 


I Poor child, for whom the summer long 
Our dull days slip by, winged with 
I J«ong; 


Tli«t for Ml inuant breaks ilie gloom -llwpins f« Wf "«d»y. 
Which wtaps some dork, foigotien "»king nealh Iw ing looks to ploy j 

tomb. 

Or some sweet Spring-flower’s fleeting innocent eyes uneonsetous see 

bloom •— Nothing but mirth in misery. 

lliy mother smiles, thy sistef stands 
Mixed part of reason, part Iwlicf, Smiling, the tambour in her hands. 

Of pain and pleasure, joy and grief, 

As changeful as the Sjuing, and And with the time of hard-earned rest, 
bri^$~- ' '‘Hs thine to press thsU kindly lureost; 
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Nor dream of ali the tot], the {>ain, 

The weary round begun again, 

The fruitless work, the blow, the curse. 
The hunger, the contempt, or wt>rse; 
The laws despite, the vague alarms, 
Which pass not those protecting arms. 

Only, a!> yet, His Ihtne to know 
The bright young faces all agUiw, 

As (loan the chiUbencumhered sliect 
The music stirs (he liglils<ime feet, 

Only to crow and smile, as yet. 

^oon shall come clouds, and cold, .and 
wet; 

And uhcre the green leaves whisper 
imw, 

The ni.ad Kast flinging sleet and snow. 

And if to childhood tlum shall come— 
(.‘hildhuod that knows hearth or 
home,— 

Coarse woids mayl)c, and looks of 
guile. 

Shall chase away that constant smile. 

Were it not belief, child, than this, 

The burden of full life to miss ^ 

And now*, while yet the time is May, 
Amid the muaic pass away. 

And leave the dissonant cries of wrong 
For the immortal, perfect song; 

And take the changeless heavenly life 
For earth’s poor vagr.tnt toil and strife; 

And keep, widiin those opened skies, 

A vtdon oir thy motber’i eyes; 

And hear those old strains, faint and 
. dim, 

Grown fine, wtthin the eternal hymn ? 


Nay, whatsoe'er our thought may deem, 
Not that is lietter which may seem; 
’Twere better that thou earnest to lie, 

If Fate so willed, in misery. 

What shall be, shall !je—-that is all; 

Tu one great Will we stand and fall. 

“ The SchtMne hath need "—we ask not 
why, 

An<1 in this faith we live and die. 


ODATIS, 

AN iti.ij i.ovi: TAi-r;. 

CltARrs of Mytiicne, age^ gone, 

W hen the young Alex.mder's conrpU’r* 
ing star 

Klnincd on liie wondering world, being 
indeed 

The comrade of In's arms, from the far 
East 

brought baik this story of reqaited 
love. 


A Prince there was of Medio, next nf 
blood 

To the great King iJystaspcs, fair itf 
fot in 

As Virave of soul, who to his flower 
of age 

Was come, but never yet had known 
the dart 

Of Cypris, being but a soldier bold, 

Too much by trenched camps and wars’ 
alarms 

Engro.s8cd, to leave a thought for things 
of love. 

Now, at this selfsame time, 1^ Tanals 

Omartes ruled, a just and puissant 
king. 
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ODATIS. 


No iion was his, only one dau^ter fair, 

Odatis, of whose l^e^uty and whose 
worth 

F«'imc filled the furtliesl East. Only as 
yet, 

Of all the suitors for her hand, came 
none 

>Yho touched her maiden heart; hut, 
fancy free. 

She dwelt unwedded, lonely as a star. 

Till one fair night in spiingtidc, when 
the heart 

Ulossoms as does the earth, Cypris, the 
Queen, 

Seeing that love is sweet for all to taste, 

And pitying these loveless parted live’«. 

Deep in the sacred silence of the night, 

From out the ivory gate sent down on 
them 

A happy dream, so that the Prince liad 
sight 

Of fair Odatis in her diadem 

And habit as she lived, and saw the 
charm 

And treasure of her eyes, and knew 
her name 

.\nd country as it wa.s; while to the 
maid 

There came a like fair vision of the 
Prince 

Leading to 6ght die embattled Median 
hosts, 

\’'oiing, comely, brave, clad in his 
{lanoply 

And pride ot war, so strong, so fair, so 
true. 

That straight, the virgin coldness of 
her soni 

Melted beneath the vision, as the snow 

In springtime at the kisses of the 


And when they twain awoke (o com¬ 
mon day 

From that blest dream, still on their 
trancM eyes 

I'hc selfsame vision lingered. He a form 

Lovelier than all his life had known, 
more pure 

And precious than all words; she a 
strong soul 

Yet lender, comely with the fire, the 
force 

Of youthful manhood ; saw both night 
and tlay. 

Nor ever from their mutual hearts the 
form 

Of that celestial vision waned nor grew* 

Faint with the daily stress of common 
life, 

As do our mortal phantasies, but still 

lie, while the fiery legions clashed and 
broke, 

Saw one sw’cet face aliove the flash of 
spears ; 

She in high palace pomps, or liunsc- 
hold tasks. 

Or *niid the glittering courtier-crowded 
halls 

Saw one brave ardent gace, one manly 
form. 

Now while in dreams of love these 
lovers lived 

Who never met in waking hours, who 
knew not 

Whether with unrequited love they 
burned, Of whether 

In mntual yearnings blest; the Kh^ 
Omartes, 

drown anxious £ar his only girl, and 
knowing 

llow blest it is to bve, would bid her 
choose 
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Whom she would wed, and summoning 
the maid, 

With fatherly counsels pressed on her ; 
but she: 

“Father, I am hai young; I prithee, 
ask not 

That I should wed; nay, rather let me 
live 

My life within thy house. 1 cannot 
wed. 

I can love only one, who is the Prince 
<.)r Media, hut I know not if indeed 
llis love is his to give, or if he know 
My love for him ; only a heavenly 
vision, 

-Sent in the sacred ftilence of the night, 
Revealed him to me as I know he is. 
♦AVliereforc, my father, though thy will 
be law. 

Have pity on me; let me love 3uy Io\o, 
If not with recompense of love, alone; 
For I can love none else.” 

Then the King sai<l; 
“Daughter, to me thy happiness is 
life, 

And more; but now, I pray tlicc, let 
my words 

Sink deep within thy mind. Thou 
canst not know 

If this strange vision through the gale 
of truth 

Came or the gale of error. Oftentimes 
The gods send strong delusions to 
ensnare 

Too credulous hearts. Thou canst not 
know, in sooth, 

If Hwm the Prince thou saw'st, or, 
were it 

If love be hU to give; and if it were, 

1 coaid not bear to lose thee, for indeed 
1 have no son to take my {dace, or poor 
libatioDa on my tomb, and shouldst 
thoo wed 
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A stranger, and be exiled from thy 
home, • 

What were my life to me? Nay, 
daughter, dream 

i No more, but with some chieftain of 
my realm 

Preptarc thyself to wed. With the new 
tnoon 

A solemn banquet will I make, and bid 

Whate'er of high descent and generous 
youth 

Our country holds. 'Hiere shall thou 
make thy choice 

Of whom thou wilt, nor will 1 seek to 
bind 

Thy unfettered will; only 1 fain would 
see thee 

In happy wedlock bound, and feel the 
touch 

Of childish hands again, and soothe my 
age 

With sight of thy fair offspring rountl 
my kners.” 

Thun she, because she loved ber sire 
and fain 

Would do liis will, left him without ii 
word, '* 

Obedient to his best; but day and 
night 

The one unfarling image of her dream 

Filled all her longing sight, and day 
and night 

The semblance of her Prince in all the 
pride 

And bravery of battle shone on her. 

Nor was there any strength in her to 
heal 

The wound which love had made, by 
reasonings cold. 

Or musing (m.the phantasies steep; 

But still the fierce dart of the goddess 
burned 
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Within her kouI, asi when a stricken 
deer 

■m 

O'er hill and dale escaping bears with 
her 

The barb within her side ; and oft alone 

Within her secret chamber she would 
name 

The name of him she loved, and oft by 
night, 

When sleep had l>ound her fast, her 
pale lips fonucil 

The syllablci> of his name. Through 
the long hours, 

W'aking or sleeping, were her thoughts 
on him; 

>So that the quenchless yearning long 
deferred 

Made her heart sick, and like her heart, 
her form 

Wasted, her fair cheek paled, and from 
her eyes 

Looked out the silent suffering of her 
soul. 

Now, when the day drew near which 
brought (he feast, • ! 

One of her slaves, who loved her, 
chanced to hear 

} Icr sweet voice wandering in dreams, 
and caught 

The Prince’s name; and, being full of 
grief 

And pity for her i>ain, and fain to aid 

The gcutle girl she loveil, made haste 
to send 

A messotger to seek the Prince and tell 
him 

H«w he was loved, and when the feast I 
should be, 

And how the King would have Ids 
daughter wed. j 

But to the Princess woald she breathe 
no word ' 


Of what was done, till, almost on the 
eve 

Of the great feast, seeing her wan apd 
pale 

And all unhappy! falling at her knees, 

She, with a prayer for pardon, told her 
all. 


But when the Princess heard her, virgin 
siiame— 

I.ove drawing her and Pride of Maiden- „ 
hood 

III op|)osile ways till all distraught w.is 
she— 

Flushed her pale cheek, and lit her Ian- , 
guid gaze. 

Yet since she knew that loving thought ^ 
alone * 

Prompted the deed, being soft and 
pitiful, 

She bade her have no fear, and though 
at first 

Unwilling, by degrees a ncwliom hope 

Chased all her shame away, and once 
again 

A long unw'onted rose upon her cheek 

Bloomed, and a light long vanished 
fireJ her eyes. 


Meanwhile u,K>n the plains in glorious 
war 

I'he brave Prince led his conquering ^ 
hosts; but stil4 

Amid the shock of battle and the crash 

Of hostile spears, one vision filled his 
soul. 

Amid the changes of the hard-foagbt 
day, 

Throughout the weary watches of the 
night. 

The dream, tlie happy dream, returned 
again; 

Always the selfsame vision of a maid 
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Fairer than earthly, lilled his eyes ami And faded in the dawn ; the, hoi red 
1 took vk I sun 

The savour from triumph, ay, and ’ Leapt from the plain; noon faded into 
touched i eve; 

tl)e warrior's heart wit# an unwonted j Again the same stars lit the ludd night} 
ruth, 1 And still, with scarce a pause, those 

So that he shrank as never yet before ■ tierce hoofs dashed 

From every day’s monotony of blood, ' Across the curved jdain onward, till he 

Ami saw with unaccustomed pain the 

sum Far off the wclMit palace casements 

^pf death and woe, and hopeless '>hat- ■ gleam 

^ tcred lives, ' Wherein his love was set. 

Because a softer intiuence louchttl his Then suddenly 

soul. '11c checked his panting team, the rapid 

wheels 

Vai one night, on the day before the feast 1 Ceased, and his mail and royal garb he 

^'h ich King Oinartcs destined for his j 1*1^ 

peers, < Beneath a rich rolM; such as nobles use 

W’liilc now his legions swept their con- j Hy Tanais; and to the lighted hall 

quering way j lie passed alone, bidding his charioteer 

A hundred leagues or more from Tanais, j Await him in the darkness by the gale, 
There came the message from the slave, ! 

*”‘1 lie j Jifow, when the I'rincc drew near the 

Within his tent, after the u ell-fought , vestibule, 

j 'I'hc feast long time had sped, and all 
Resting with that fair image in his eyes, guests 

W'oke suddenly to know that he was Haj caien and drunk their fill; ami he 
loved. unseen, • 

Through the close throng of serving men 

Then, in a moment, putting from him maids 

sleep Around the door,like some belated guest 

^And well-eametl rest, he bade his To some obscurer station slipped, and 
charioteer took 

Yoke to his chariot tlirec unbroken colts; The wine-cup with the rest, who mar- 


Which lately o'er the endless Scythian ; 


veiled not 


plain To see him come, nor knew him; only 

Careered, untamed ; and, through the she 

deepii^ camp. Who sent the message whispered him 

Beneath the lucid aspect of the night, a word: 

He sped as speeds the wind. The | '* Have courage; she is there, and 
great stars hung cometh soon. 

Like lamps above the plain; the great Be brave; she loves thee only; watch 
stars sank * and wait.” 
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Even then the King Omartes, where he 
.sate 

< >n high among his nobles, gave com- 
mand 

'I'o summon from her maiden chamber 
forth 

The Princess. And obe<licnt to the call, 
Kobed in pure white, clotlied round 
with maiden shame, 

Full of vague hope and tender yearning 
love, 

To the high royal thnme Odatis came. 

And when the Prince iMihcld tlic maid, 
and .SAW 

'Phe wonder which so long had fdlcd 
his soul— 

ills vision of the still night clothed with 
life 

And breathing earthly air - and inarke<l 
the heave 

Of her white breast, .ind saw the tell¬ 
tale flush 

i 'rimson her cheek with maiden 
modesty, 

Scarce could lus longing cagci aims 
forbear 

To clasp the virgin round, s<» fair ^he 
seemed. 

IJut, being set for down from where the 
King 

Sat high upon the daVs 'midst the crowd 
Of eager emulous faces looking love, 
Hone marked his iwssionate gaxe, or 
slretched-forth hands $ 

Till came a pause, which hushed the 
deep*dniwn sigh 

Of admiration, as the jovial King, 

Full tender of his girl, but Unshed with 
wine. 

Spake thus to her: 

** Daughter, to this high feast 
Are bidden aiyhe nobles of our land. 


Now, therefore, since to wed U gotnl 
and life 

To the unwedded wAiion seems a load 

Which few may beafj! and neme destre 
I prith#, ’ . - 

This jewelled clmlicc taking, minj^ 
wine 

Ah well thou kuowcht, and the hunc^ 
draught J. 

Gn L to some noble youth of those thol 


hCCSl ^ 

Along the w'cll-iangcd tables, knowl^ 
well 

That him to whom ihuu givest, .thot 
shall wed. ^ 

I fetter not thy choice, girl. I gtow oli^ 
I have no son to share the weight of r^ 
And fain would see thy children 

die.” ** - 

A 


Then, w’ith *a kiss upon her blushio| 
cheek, ' 

I le gave the maid the cup. The cressets 
light 

Fell on the jewelled chalice, lyfaicl 
gave back 

A thousand answ'cring rays. Silent idU 
stood * 

A moment, lialf in doubt, then dawfi 
the lUe 

Of close-ranked eager faces floshed with 
hope, 1 

And eyes her beauty kindled more thai 
wine, 

Passed slow, a breathing statue. Her 
white robe 

Among the purple and barbaric 

Showed like the snowy plumage cmP^ 
dove, 


As dovm the hall, the cup within her 
hands, 

She, now this way regarding and now 
that, 
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:*assed, witk a ’burning blush upon her 
c*4pek t «• 

W on <^h ycrathful noble her laq^e 

j^eAeu a moment only, icy culdf * 
rbougji many indeed were there, bra\c, 
fair to see, 

'•'it for a maidenS love; but ncvei at 
all 

t'hc me o’irmastciing \ision ol hci 
dream 

'^usc on hei longing 0)01, till iKipi. 
itself 


irew faint, and, ere she gained the 
end, she turned 

f tin mug to where, along the opposite 

« 11 , 

7 il urior nobles )oung and brave as 
liiuse, 

3ul not the fated vision of lu-i dreum. 


deanwhilc the I'riocc, who 'mul the 
closu-hci throng 

hitinbler guests was ludden, tjw her 
Lome 

turn cte she had marked him, and 

* ' * • 
again 

iJiown the long line of princely levelleis 
slow as in a dream; and all Ins 
«aoul||^ 

pil^w I^Jc with dread lest ha})Iy, seeing 
^ ribt 

rhe one expected face, and being 
meek 

Vnd dutiful, and reverent to her sire, 
in despair might make some sudden 
choice 

Gd leave him lovelorn. And where’er 
she went 

ie could not choose but gate, as oft in 
^eep 

)ome dreadful vision chains us that we 
fait 


To speak or move, (hough to be still is 
death. 

And once he feared that she had loukcil 
on him 

And passed, and once he thought he 
saw her pause 

Ky some tall tomely youth; and then 
lIic reached 

*i’hc furthest wall, and as she (uinuil 
her face 

And came touard him again to when 
the jars 

Of sweet wine stood for mingling, with 
a bound 

Ills heart went out 10 hci ; foi now lui 
cheek 

As pale and lifi lc»-s as the icy muon, 
Ami the dead hope within her eycn, 
and pain 

Of hardly comiucrcil tears, made 'urc 
his soul, 

Knowing that she was Ins. 

Hut she, dear heart, 
Being Stick indeed with love, and in 
despair, 

Yet levcicncing her duty to her sire, 
Tumc<I half'dislraught to fill the fated 
cup • 

And with it m.ir hci life. 

But os she stood 
Alone within the vestibule and pourci) 
The sweet wine forth, slow, trembling, 
blind with tears, 

A voice beside her whispered, “ Love, 
I am here 1" , 

And looking round her, at her side she 
saw, 

A youthful mailM form~-the festal rube 
Flung backward, and the face, the 
mouth, the eyes 

Wheieof the vision filled her night and 
day. 
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'Fhcn strai]|{hl» without n word, with < 

one deep sigh, I WILD WALES. 

She held the wine*cup forth. lie I _ . 

,W«l out first 1 I-Ar THK tlWEDUFOI.. * 

Libation to the goddess, and the test ' 7 , 1 * (4o!.c ranked faces rise 
Drained at a draught, and cast , \v,th their watching, cager’cyc;^ 

arms lound her, , banners anti the mottocb blaze 

Anil tlown the long-drawn bounding al>ovc; 

colonnade ! ^ml without, on either hand, 

Snatched her to where without, beneath ftt rnal mountains stand, 


the dawn, 


I And the salt sea river ebbs and tluws 


again, 

Aivl through the thin-drawn bridge the/ 
wandering winds complain. ' 


The bin VC steeds waited and the 
chaiiotccr. 

Ills robe he round lici threw j they saw 
the flare 

Of torches at the gale; they heard the ! ,, . . « ‘ 

shouts nurcisthcCougressmct. 

Of hoi pursuit grow fninicr; tilt at i ^ 0*^/1 * *k • t 

, .\nd young hearts flutter at the voice of 

faio. 

In solituile, across the rounding plain « »„ r ■ ' * . , 

■llKy flew through waU..g Jay. until 1 1" \ 

' . ” o /s I .Song echoes, haipcrs play, 

I . 1 ' And on the unaccustomed ear th< 

lu Media, and weio wed. And soon i 

' stiangc 


her sire, 

Knowing their love, consented, and 
they lived 

Long happy lives; such is the might of 
I.a»ve. 


Tenillion rU' and fall through chai^ 
and counter-change. 

Oh Mona, land of s<nig! 

Oh mother of Wales! how long 
From thy deal aliores an exile |iavc I 
Irccn! ’ 

Still from thy lonely plains, j 
A'-cend the old sweet strains, 

And at the mine, or plough, or humble 
home. 


music come. 


'i'lial is the tide the soldier fiom the 
Last, 

Chares of MytileiuF, ages gone, 

T^d oftentimes at many a joyous feast 

In IlaUust and he sukl that all the i ■*«“”»■« peasant hears divtnet 
folk 

In Media loi'ed it, and theii painters 
limned 

The story in the temples of their gods, 

And in the stately palaces of kings, 

Because they reverenced the might of 
Love. 


This innocent, peaceful strife. 

This straggle to fuller life, 

Is still the one delight of Cymric souls— 
Swell, blended rhythms I still 
The gay pavilions fill. 
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Soar, oh young voices, resonant and 
fm; 

Still let the slicathcd sword gleam 
above the bardic chair. 

tt • t * 

The Mcnai ebbs and flows, 

And the sbng'tide wanes and goes. 

And the singers and the harp-players 
are dumb; 

The eternal mountains rise 
Like a cloud upon the skies, 

And my heart is full of joy fur the 
songs that arc still, 

The deep sea and the soaring liilln, nnd 
the stcjidfasl OmniiHilcnt Will, 

II.— At thk Mekting Fieid. 


But the rapt crowd, the reverent mute 
throng, 

When the vaat listening *Remt*circle 
round, 

Kang In the old nian*s voice serenely 
strong. 

Or swept along in stoniky bursts of 
sound. 

Where found we these in temples nuidc 
with hands ? 

Where, the low moan which marks 
the'awakened soul ? 

Where, this rude eloquence whose 
strong waves roll 

Deep waters, swift to bear their Lord’s 
commands ? 


Here is the complement of what 1 saw 

When late I sojourned in the halls of 

^ song, 

Xbe greater stronger Force, the higher 
^ Law, 

Of those which carry Cymric souls > 
4i| along. 

No dtift Catliedrai’s fretted aUles wcic 
there, 

No gay pavilion fair, with banners 

^ hung 

The eloqucht pleading voice, the 
hjrmns sung, 

Thef bright sun, and the clear im> 
fettered air. 

These were the only ritual, this the 
fane, 

A poorfluie doulHless and a feeble 
rite 

For those who find rdipon in dim 

Strange vestments, incensed air, ana 
blazoned pane. 


Where fuund we these? ’nc.'ith what 
high fretted dome ? 

1 know not. I have knelt ’ncath 
many, yet 

Have heard few words so rapt and 
burning come, 

N’«>r marked so ipany eyes divinely 
wet. 

As here I knew—“ What will you do, 
oh friends, 

When life ebbs fast and the dim light 
is low. 

When sunk in gloom the day of plea* 
sure ends, 

And the night cometh, and your 
being runs slow, 

, And nought is leB you of your revel- 
ries, 

Vour drunken nights, your wanton¬ 
ness, your ill— 

I And lo! the last dawn rises cold and 
I chill, 

Ami lo ! (he lightning of All-seeing eyes. 
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What will y<ni do?” And when the 
low voice ceased, 

And from the gathered thousands 
surged the hymn, 

Some strong power choked my voice, 
i«y eyes grew dim. 

f knew that old man eloquent, a priest. | 


They are starved, they arc sick, they 
die, * 

And there is none to help or heed; 

They come with a great and bitter 
cry, 

I'hey hardly dare to whis|ier, as they 
picatl; 

And there is none to hear them, God or 


'I'hcre is a consecration not of man, 

Xor given hy laid>on hands nor 
acted rite, 

A prieslhcKid fixed since tlie firm earth 
Itegan, 

A dedication to the eye of Light, 

And this Is of them. What the form 
of creed 

1 care not, hardly the fair tongue I 
know, 

Ilul this I know, that w'hcn the con¬ 
course freed 

From that strong influence, went 
sedate and slow, 


man; 

And it is little indeed that all our pity 
can. 

What, and shall I be moved to tears, 

As 1 sit in this still chamber here alone, 

By the pity of it,—the childish lives 
that groan, 

The miseries and the sorrows, the h<q>es 
and the fears 

Of this wonderful legend of life, that i.s 
one and the same 

Though it differ in weal and in hap|d* 
ness, honour and fame,— 

Shall I turn, who am no more than a 


i thought when on the Galilean shoie 
By the Great Priest the multitudes 
were led, 

The bread of life, miiaculously more. 
Sufficed for all who came, and they 
were fed. 


SUFFRAGES, 

” SUKKLY,” said a voice, “ O Lord, 
*rhy judgments 

Are dreadfui and hard to understand. 

Thy laws which Thou madesi, they 
withshuid Thee, 

'fhey stand against Thee and Thy 
command: 

Thy poor, thi^ are with us evermore; 

Th^ sttfib terrible things and sore; 


worm, to Thee, 

Fiom the pity of it—the want, tiffi 
mtsciy. 

And with !.trong yearnings beat, and 
rebcllioiu wild. 

Seeing death w'rltten, and pain, in the 
face of a child ;— 

And yet art Thou unmoved I 

Ah, Lord, if TThou sawest surely!—and 
yet Thou dost see; 

And if Thou knewest indeed!—and 
yet all things are clear to Thee. 

For, Lord, of a truth Thy great ones, 

W'ho have not their wealth of fhek own 
desert. 

Live ever equal lives and sure, 

ore never vexed nor safer hurt, 

But through long unhroubled years 
endure 
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Uatil they jmn Thee, and are in bliss; 

Or, tnayb^ are carried away from 
Thee, and miss 

Thy Face, which is too pure for them 
to >>ee, 

And are thenceforth in misery; 

But, nevertheless, ut)on the earth 

They come to neither sorrow nor 
flearth. 

They arc great, and they live out their 
lives, and I'hou lettest them be; 

Thou dost not punish them here, if 
they despise 

n»y poor and pass them by with avert ed 
eyes. 

'I’hcy arc strong and mighty, and never 
in danger to fall; 

Hut Thou, Lord, art mighty and can-^t, 
and }et carcst not at alb 


, But Thou art almighty for good) yet 
'fliy plagues, they come, 

J Hunger and want and disease, in a 
I terrible sum) 

t And the poor fathers waste, ami are 
I stricken with slow decay ; 

I And the children fall sick, and are 
starving, day after day t 
! And the ho$f>ital wards arc choked ; 
I and the fire and the flood 

' VoK men still, and the icagucred cities 
are red with blood. 

I 

Ay, yet not the Jess, O I.ord, 

I know Thou art just and art good in- 
j deed, 

I This is it (hat doth perplex my thought, 

; So tliat I jc.sl not content in any creed. 

! If I knew that Thou werl the Lord of 

< 


But wherefore is it that such things | 
orej 
That waul and famine, and bUKtcl ami > 
war I 

9tre everywhere, and do prevail? j 
And wherefore is it the same monoton> 1 


'Dicn were I untouched still. 

And, if I would, might worship at Thy 
shrine; 

Or if my mind might prove no Will 
Divine 

Inspired the dull mechanical reign of 


ous tale 


l.aw. 


Ls ever told by the lips of men ? Ihil now, while Thou art surely, and 

For there is hardly so hard a heart art good. 

In the breast of a man who has taken : And wouhbt Thy creatures have in 


his part * happiness, 

In the world, and has little children | Alway the sword, the plague prevail 
around his knees, ; no less. 

But is filled with gieat'love for them os j Not less, not less Thy laws arc based 
Tlum art for these, ! in blood. 

And would give up all for their good, | And such deep inequalities of lot 

and is vexed day and night ; Confuse our thought, as if Thy ham! 
With fittberly doubts and fears and I were not. 

yeandngs fiw right, ' .Ml blessings, health and wealth and 

And grosni sick, if evil come nigh them ; honours spent 

body or soul, i On some unworthy sordid instrument j 

^jid yet is but a feeble thing, witlJlf; Thy h%heri gift of genius flung away 
.stiengih or cmitrol* > On some vile thing of tneanest day, 
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Wh^ fouls the ingrate Ups« touched 
with Thy fire, 

With worse than common mire: 

How should I fail alone, when all things 
groan, 

To let my weak voice take a pleading 
tone! 

How should I speak a coinfortahle 
word 

When such things arc, O Lord ! *’ 

This is the cry that goes up for ever 

To Heaven from weak and striving 
.souls: 

Jtnt the calm Voice makes answer to 
them never; 

The undelaying chariot onward rolK. 

Hut another voice : “O Lord of all, I 
bless Thee, 

1 bless Thee and give thanks for all. 

Thou hast kept me front my childhood 
up, 

Thou hast not let me fall. 

All the fail days of luy youth 

Thou wast beside, me and Thy truth. 

1 bless Thee that Thou didst withhold 

Th$ blight of fame, the curse of gold ; 

Hecaiusc 'iltou bast spai-cd my soul as 
yet, 

Amid the wholesome toil of each swift 
day, 

'fhe tumult and the fa't 

Which carry worldly lives from Thee 
away. 

I thank Thee for the sorrows Thou hast 
sent, 

^ itU things content 

To see in eveiy loss a greater gain, 

A joy in every pain ; 

The losses 1 have known, since still 1 
knotr 

Lives, hidden with Thee, ar^and grow. ! 


1 do not know, I cannot tell, 

How it may be, yet death and pain are 
well: 

I know that Thou art good and mild. 
Though sickness t.ike and break the 
helpless child; 

’Twas Thou, none else, that gav’st the 
mother's love, 

: And even her .anguish came from Thee 
aliove. 

1 .vm content to be thsit which Thou 
wilt: 

Tho’ humble be my palliw.ay and ob¬ 
scure, 

Vet from all stain of guilt 
Keep Thou me pure. 

Or if Thy evil still awhile must find 
Its seat within my mind, 

He it as Thou wilt, I am not afraid. 

And for the world Thy hand has made. 
Thy iK'aiitifui worKl, so wondrous fair : 
Thy mysteries of dawn, Thy cloiulless 
days; 

Thy inountain.s, soaring high through 
Thy j)ure air; 

Thy glittering sea, sounding per^ietual 
praise; 

'Hiy starlit skies, whence worlds un* 
mind>ered gaze; 

Thy earth, which in Thy bounteous 
summer-tide 

Is clad in flowery robes and glorified; 
Thy still primeval forests, deeply stirred 
By Tliy great winds as l^* an unknown 
word; 

Thy fair, light-wing^ creatures, blithe 
and free; 

fhy dear bnites living, dyit^ silently ; 
Shall I from them no voice to praise 
^ Thee find ? 

Illy pnuse is hymned 1^ every balmy 
wind 
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lliat wanders o'er a wilderness of | This is the answering ery that goes for 
flowers; ever 

By every happy brute which asks not i To Heaven from blest untroubled souls: 

why, I But the calm Voice makes answer to 

But rears its brood and is content to die. I them never; 

From Thcc has come whatever good is The undelaying chnriof onward rolls. 

ours;— j 

The gift of love that doth exalt the 


race ; 

I'he gift of childhood with its nameless ^ 
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gj-ace; 

The gift of age which slow through ripe 
decay. 

Like some fair fading sunset dies away ; 

'I'hc gift of home^ happy with honest 
• wealth, 

And fair lives flowering in unbroken 
health,— 

All these are Thine, an<! the g«»(xl gifts 
f»f hrain, 

Which to heights greater than the earth 
can gain, 

And can our little minds project to 
'Ihec, 

Through luflnite Space—across Etcr* 
nity. 

For these I praise Thy name; but 
above all 


l.<u>K out, O I,ovc, across the sea : 

A soft breeze fans the summer night, 

I 'i’he low waves murmur lovingly, 

And lo ! the beacon's ntful light. 

Some day perchance, when 1 am gone, 
And muse by far-ofl* tropic sens, 

; S'ou may be gazing here alone, 

On starlit waves anil skies like ihcse. 

Or perhaps together, you and 1, 

Rapt each in each, no other by, 

' Shall watch again that (ilful tlanu^ 
And know that we arc not the same. 

Or maybe wc shall come no more, 

But prisoned on some unknown sliore, 


The precious gifts Thy bounteous hand In dreams shall see that light again, 


lets fall, 

' I 

1 praise Thee for the power to love the i 
Right, : 


And hear that starlit sea complain. 


Though Wrong awhile show fairer lo CLYT/EMNESTRA IN PARIS. 
the sight; 

The power to sin, the dreadful power j seemed to pace the dreadful corridors 
to choose Of a gtiJi foreign prison, blank and 

The evil portion and the good re- : wbitc,- 

fttse ; • And in a baro and solitary cell 

And last, when all the- power of ill is j To find a lonely woman, soft of voice 

And mild of eye, who never till life's 
The power to seek Thy face and ^to } end 

repent.** ; <i}iould pass those frowning gates. Me* 

thought I asked her 
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The story of her crime, and what hard 
fate 

Left her, so gentle seeming, fettered 
there, 

Hopeless, a murderess at whose very 
name 

Men shuddered still. And to my ques¬ 
tioning 

Methought that dreadful soul made 
answer thus: 

‘ Ves, I suppose I liked him, though I 
know not; 

I hardly know what love may be ; how 
should I ?— 

I a young girl M'oddcd williout my will, 

As is our custom here, to a man old. 

Not perhaps in years, but dark expe 
rienecs. 

What had we two in common, that 
worn man, 

And T, an untrained girl? It was nol 
strange 

If when that shallow hoy, with his l>old 
tongue, 

And his gay eyes, and curls, and bud¬ 
ding beard, 

Fkattered me, 1 was weak. 1 think all 
women 

Are weak sometimes, and overpronc to 
love 

When the man is young, and straight, 
atrd ’twas a triumph 

To see the disappointed envious jades 

Wince as he passed them carelessly, 
nor heeded 

Thtdr shallow wiles to trap him,—ay, 
a triumph 1 

And- that was all; 1 hardly know, in¬ 
deed, 

If it was love that drove, w only pride 
To hold what others grudged me. VoUi 
he was, 


And selfish, and a coward, as you shall 
hear. 

Handsome enough, I grant you, to 
betray 

A stronger soul than mine. Indeed, I 
think, 

He never cared for me nor I for him 

(For there were others after him): I 
knew it, 

Then chiefesl, when our comedy of life 

Was turning al the last to tragedy. 

“Now that 1 was unfaithful, a false 
wife, 

I value not men's sneers nt a pin’;, 
point, 

We have a right to love aud to be 
loved ; 

Not the mere carele-s.s tolerance of the 
.spouse 

Who has none to^ivc. True, if I were 
a nun, 

Vowed to a white and cloistered life, no 
doubt 

’Twere otherwise. They tell me there 
arc women 

Who are so rapt by thoughts of the 
poor, of churches, 

Of public ends, of charity, of school^, 

Of Heaven knous what, they live their 
lives untouched 

lly )uission; but for us, who are but 
women. 

Not bred on moonlight, made of 
common clay, 

Untrained for aught but common bour- 
gedls life, 

Life is no mystical pale proeeastou 
windii^ 

Its way from the cradle to the grav<^ but 
rather 

A thing <d hot swift flushes, fletee de- 
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Good eating* dances* wines* and all the 
rest, 

When the occaaon comes. I never 
loved him* 

I tell you; therefore, maybe, did no 
sin. 

Hut when this fellow must presume to 
Ixust* 

Grow cold, have scruples for his soul 
and mine, 

And turn to other younger lives, and 
pass 

My door to>day with this one, then with 
that* 

And 'aU the gossips of the quarter 
sneered, 

And knew 1 was deserted, do you think 
it 

A wonder that iny eyes, opcnetl at last, 
Saw all the folly and the wickedness j 
(If sweet it were, where were the j 
wickedness ?) | 

Wluch bore such Intter fruit ? Think ' 
you it strange i 

That 1 should turn for aid, ay, and re¬ 
venge, 

To my wronged spouse—if wronged he 
be, indeed, j 

Who doth consent as he did ? When I : 

I 

told him* 

Amid my tears* he made but small ! 
jnetence 

Of jealousy at all; only his pride 
Was perhaps a little wounded. And ; 
inde^ 

It tool: sBOb tong oonfenions* such I 
ditwepaio I 

Of soul* sneh agony of remorse of; 

I 

To move lum hoi a Htde, that 1 grew | 
So wptty of it nlmoist checked j 
My penite 9 oe*aiid left me free m cboom 


Another for my love} hut at the last* 

Long labour, feigned reports* the 
neighbours’ sneers, 

These drove him at the last, good easy 
man, 

To such a depth of hatnfd* that my 
task 

Grew lighter, and my heart. 

He bade roe write 

Loving appeals, recalling our post 
days 

Together; and I wrote them, using all 

The armoury of loving cozening words 

With which craft arms us women : but 
in vain. 

For whether some new love engrossed, 
or whether 

He wearied of me and my love, I know 
not, 

Only, in si)ite of all, no answer came. 

At length, since I could get no word 
from him. 

My husband bade me write—or was 
it I 

Who thought of the device? Pray 
you believe me, 

I would s|>eak nothing* else than the 
whole troth, 

But these sad drvailfut deeds confuse 
the brain. 

Well, perhajis *twas 1, who knew his 
weakness well; 

I do not know, but somehow it came to 
pass 

I wrote a crafty letter, begging of him, 

By all our Conner kindness* former 
wioog, 

If for the last time* recogidzing well 

That all was done between us ever* 
more, 

We might, for one last evening* me^ 
and port, 

S A 
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Andf knowing he was needy, and his 
greed,— 

* If only he would come,' 1 wrote to 
him, 

' 1 hod some secret savings, and 
desired— 

For what need comes there closer than 
a friend's ?— 

To help him in bis trouble.' 

Swift there came— 

The viper I—hypocritical words of love: 

Yes, he would come, for the old love 
still lived, 

lie knew it, ah, too well; not nil the 
glamour 

Of other eyes and lips could ever quench 

The fire of that nuul passion. He 
would come, 

Loving ns ever, longing for the day. 

« 

“Now wheii we had the answer, 
straight we three— 

My husband and myself, and his weak 
brother, 

Whose daughter to her first communion 
went 

Tliat very day,—and I, too, took the 
Host 

As earnest of changed life,~we three, 

' Isay, 

At a little feast we made to celebrate 

The brothers reconciled (in families 

There come dissensions, as you know), 
devised 

His punishment. We hired, in a still 
snbnrb, 

A cottage stonding backward from the 
otroet. 

Beyond m avetrae of i^^minores; 

A lonely place, utmodeed. Day 1^ 
day 

Wo went, we three toget]sei«<^jbr I 


Lest, if there were so third, the strength 
of youth 

Might hear my husband down^we 
went to moke 

All needful preparations. First we 
spread 

Over all the floor a colour like to blood. 

For deep's the stain of blood, and what 
shall cleanse it ? 

Also, my husband, from a neighbour¬ 
ing wood. 

Had brought a boar-trap, sharp with 
cruel knives 

And jagged teeth, to close, with a snap 
and tear 

The wild beast caught within it. But 
1 deemed 

Hie risk too great, the prey might slip 
away; 

Therefore, that he might meet his 
punishment, 

And to prevent the sound of cries and 
groans. 

My husband fashioned for his Ups a 
gag, 

And on the mantel left it, and the 
means 

To strike a light. And bdiig thus 
prepared, 

We three returned to Paris} there long 
time 

We sate eating and drinking ctf the 
best, 

As those do who have taken a resolve 

Whence no escape is, save to do and 
die. 

“Then the two men wmd; bode M 
left me there, 

With all my )>art to do. H was rni 
hour 

Or more befoif the tlnie illy pixir 
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Had fixed to meet me. Wandering 
thus alone 

Through the old streets* seeing the 
common sights 

Of every day, the innocent child>faces 

Homing from school,'so like my little 
ones. 


1111 lo the hour unui come when 1 
should go 

To meet him for the last tifne^ 


'vWhenweleft 
The city far behind, the Sweet May 

I wemd 10 U«c aU co«n( of time. At, , 1 ^,, 

lengi » . ! There was a scent ^ hrtwthorn on the 

Hecause it was the Ascension rcasi, ; 

there came , of loving 

A waft of music from the open doors j words — 

Of a naar diaich, and, etiterinE in, I; loven lo the appoinl«I 

found I I 

'IV iDcenaed air, all I rememVred | puni.hment and 

The lights, the sonnng chants, the ' 
kneeling crowds, 

When I believed and knelt, 'fhey , “ when we reached the darkling 

seemed lo soothe ! avenue 

My half bewildered fancy, and 1 sycamores, which to the silent 
thought-- house 

What if a woman, who mayliap had , through a pal]MtbIe gloom, 1 fell 
sinned ' shudder 

Hut lighUy, wishing to repair her i With some blind vague presentiment 

wrong, ! ***» 

And bound thereby lo some dark daring i would go no further; but I 

deed i clung ' • 

Of peril, should come here, and kneel; Ground him close, laughed all hts fear 
awhile^ scorn, 

And ask a blessing for the deed, of | Whi.spered worils in hU car, and step 
tiff by step. 

Who is Heaven’s Queen and knows our ! soul on reparation being bent. 

wei^eases ! reluctant to the fated door 

Being heraeJf a woman ! So I knelt ! my spouse in ambush, and 

In worship, and the soaring voices > death, 

idear 

■ AaA ^dim heigiils and Mffrage-loden ** 1 think t hear the dKadful aobe of 
air^ the key, 

Fided me with comfort for my atmly and | Turning within the dlnited kek, llm 
. nerved { hall 

Ify fiddiffg wiiig^ time’s j Breathing a &lse desertion, the lokd 

I soond 
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Of both our footsteps eohoitig through 1 heard low cries of rage, and knew 
the house. despair 

T could not choose but tremble. Yet And youth had nerved the unarmed in 
I knew such sort 

’Twat but a foolish weakness. Then As made the conflict doubtful. Then 
I struck I rushed * 

A match, and in the burst of sudden Between them, threw my arms around 
light I him, clogged 

1 saw the ruddy cheek grown ashy Ilis force and held him fast, crying the 
pale, while, 

And as he doffed his hat, 1 marked the . * Wretch, would you kill my husband I ’ 
curls —held him fust. 

On his white forehead, and the boyish | As coils a serpent round the escaping 
grace deer, 

Which hung around him still, and al- : Until my husband, hissing forth bis 
most felt I hate, 

Compassion. Then the darkness came | ‘ Villain, 1 pierce thy heart as thou 
again, ' hast mine,' 

And hid him, and 1 grt^ted to find his Stabbed through and through his heart, 
hand, 

Clutched it with mine, and led him to (iBat oh, but oh 

the door. The lonely road,«beneath the dreadful 

stars! 

"But when within the darkling room To the swift stream, we three—nay, 
we were nay, we four— 

Where swift death waited him, not One on the child's poor eaniage 
dalliance, I covered o'er. 

Three timet my trembling fingers failed ' And three who drew him onward, on 
to wake I the road, 

The tvrinklii^ light which scarce could < That dead thing, having neither eye 
pierce the gloom 1 nor ear, 

Whkdt hid my husband. Oh, to see Which late was fuU of life, and strife, 
bis face I and bate. 

^Yhen the dark aspect and the furious On that dumb silence, came no way» 

! fiuer, 

Glared out on him 1 am lost!' he ! And once the covering which eonoeded 
dried, * 1 am lost 1 * j opr load 

Anid (hen the sound of swift and Sli(^}ed down, and left Uie ghastly 
desperate fight blood-stained thing 

And a death struggle. listening, as I Open to plying eyes, but noAie were 
stood there; 

/Without, witbthat meimcraven houtkd, And then tibe darUing river, and ftra 
ouThfother, ‘ sound 
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When, with lead coiled aroond it, the 
dead corpse 

Sank with a sullen plunfpt within the 
deep, 

And took with it the tokens of our crime. 

Then with a something of relief, as 
those 

Who have passed through some great 
peril alt nnhanned. 

We went and burned the blood-stained 
signs of death, 

And left the dreadful place, and once 
more sped 

To Paris and to sleep, till the new day, 

Now risen to high noon, touched our 
sad dreams. 


The petty ctafta which make the 
pleader^s art, 

The dolts who ait in judgment, when 
the one 

Who knows all must be riltent t but you 
know not 

The intolerable burden of suspense, 

The hard and hateful gaze ^ hungry 
eyes 

Which gloat upon your suffering. When 
doom came 

It was well to know the worst, and 
hear no more 

The half-forgotten honors. But 1 
. think 

The sense of common peril, common 
wrong. 


“ And that day, since we could not ; 
work as yet, 

Wc to the Picture Gallery went, and i 
there # 

Wc took our fill of nude voluptuous j 
limbs, 1 

Mingled with scenes of horror bathed j 
in blood. 

Such as out psunters love. So week 
by week, 

Careless and unafraid, we .spent our 
days. 

Till when ^at sad night fiaded; swift 
there cose, 

Burstii^ the wdgbts that^ kept it, the 
pale corpse, 

A damnify witness from the deep, and 
^, bnmgfht 

Thu dnmdfftd post again, and with it 
doom. 

**1^00 know how we were tried, and 
how thhigs went, 

tiwINMiiiiig speeches the tmow*beat‘ 


Knits us in unity indissuduble, 

Closer than years of converse. When 
my husband, 

Braving his doom, eml>raced me as he 
went: 

* Wife, so thou live 1 care not,* all my 

heart 

Went out to him for a moment, and I 
cried, 

* Let me die too, my guilt is more than 

his.’ 

Some quibble marred the sentence, 
and once more 

The miserable tale was told afreah i 
Once mote I stood before those hungry 
eyes. 

And when ’twas done we went forth 
dnves for life. 

Both with an equal doom, and ever since 
We suffer the same pains in soUtude, 
Slaves lettered Ihsi, whom only death 
sets free. 

**11iai is my tde told truly.. How fim 
know, 
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Sir, of what fashion 1 am mode; a 
woman 

Gentle, you see, and mild eyed. If 1 
sinned 

Surely there was temptation, and 1 
sought 

Such reparation as I could. There are 
here 

Tigresses, and nut women, iilack of 
brow 

And strong of arm, who have struck 
down or stabbed 

Husband, or child, or lover, not as I, 

But driven by rage and jealousy, and 
drink, 

These creatures of the devil, as 1 pass 

I see them shrink and shuiider. The 
young priest 

Of the prison, a well-favoured lad he 
is. 

When 1 confessed to him bore on his 
brow 

Ctdd drops of agony { the Sister grew 

So pale at what I told her, Uiat I 
thought 

She was like to swoon away, until I 
soothed her. 

Poor wretch, she has much to leant; 
and here I am, 

And shall be till my hair turns grey, 
my eyes 

Grow dim, and I have clean forgotten 
all 

Tint Iwought me here, and all iny 
fonaer life 

iFadet lifee a once-heaid tale. In the 
long nights, 

Ati 1 lie akme in my cell like any 

1 wake sometitnea with a start, aid 
aecm to hear 

That maty lock tuim and Uto«acdioing 
feet 


Down that dark passage^ and 1 seem to 
sec 

'rhe dreadful stare of those despairing 
eyes, 

And then there sounds, a plunge in 
the deep, and I 

Lie shivering till the dawn. I have no 
comfort, 

Except the holy Mass; for sec you, 
sir, 

I was devout until they scoffed at me. 

And now I know there is a hell indeed, 

Since this place is on earth. I do not 
think 

I have much cause to ftiar death, should 
it come; 

Fur whoso strives for Duty, all the 
.Saints 

And the Madonna needs must love, 
and I, 

I have done what penitence could do; 
and here ^ 

What have I of reward ?•—my children 
taken 

As clean from me as if they were dead 
indeed. 

Trained to forget their mother. Sir, 1 
sec, 

ncyood these shallow phantasins of 
life; 

And this 1 hold, that one whose eon* 
science shows 

A.S clear as miiie must needs be 
justifieii. 

1 love the holy Man, and take the 
Host 'f 

As often u 1 may, being of good 
heart. 

For what was it she did in HqHf Writ, 

The Kenite’a wife of old? 1 do got 
read 

That women shittok ftom hti lihonimit 
sbedrave 
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The nail through b«r guest’s brain. 
nay, rather, praise 

Was hers: yet was she not betrayetl 
as I, 

Nor yet repentant of her wrong and 
seeking 

To do what good was left. But look 
you, sir, 

If I was onec repentant, that is past: 

I hate those bIack<browcd women, who 
turn from me, 

That smooth priest and that poor fool 
with her cross, 

And that strange pink>and-whUcnc$s 
of the nun. 

And sometimes when they come I let 
them hear 

Such things as make the pious hypocrites 
turn 

And‘cross themselves. And for that 
tigress crew, 

If I might only steal to their cells at 
night 

With a knife, I would teach them, 
what it is to stab; 

Or even without one, that'^thesc little 
hands 

Can strangle with the best. 

Ah, you draw back, 

You too are shocked forsooth. Listen, 
you wretch, 

Who arc walking free while f am 
prisoned here: 

How many thoughts of murder have 
you nursed 

Within yon? miserable heart! how 
many 

hantip font d^iea which wonld degrade 
the bitntet 

DojnM thklc 1 do noiknow yon men ? 
Whfttwaait 

Thai kept your handa irostained, bat 

* heddent?;— 


Accident, did I si^? or w» U rather 

Cowardice, that you feared the stripes 
of the law, 

And did not dare to do your will or 
die?— 

Accident! then, I pray yon, where the 
merit 

To have abstained? Or if you claim, 
indccfl, 

Such precious self-restraint as keeps 
your feet 

From straying, where the credit? since 
it came 

A gift as much uncarnetl as other’s ill, 

Which lurked for them a little tiny 
speck 

Hidden in the convolutions of the 
brain, 

To grow with their growth^ and wax 
with their years, and leave 

The wretch at last in Hell. Do you 
deem it just, 

The Potter with onr clay upon H« 
wheel 

Should shape it in such form ? 1 love 
not God, 

Being such; I hate Him rather: I, 
His creaturg 

1 do impugn His justice or His power, 

I will not feign obedience-^1, a 
woman, 

Of a soft nature, who would love my 
love, 

And my chUd, and nothing more; who 
am, instead, 

A murderess, as they tell me, pinii% 
here 

In hell before ray droe/* 

£lven at idie spake 

I seemed to be again as wbWi I saw 

The mufdemsof old time; agill ntioe 

i^ain 
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Within that modern prisont blank and 
white, 

There came the viewless trouide in the 
air 

Which took her, and the sweep of 
wings unseen, 

And terrible sounds which swoopcHl on 
her and hushed 

Her voice, and seemed to occupy her 
soul 

With horror and despair; and as 1 
passed 

The crucifix within the corridor, 

** 1 low long ? ” I cried, *' How long ? ” 


And one colossal idol; on its face 
A changeless sneer, blighting the 
solitude. 


A fair girl half undraped, who blithely 
sings; 

Her white robe poised upon one budd* 
ing breast; 

While at her side, invisible, uncon* 
fcsserl, 

Ixivc folds her with the shelter of his 
wings. 


PICTURES’^!II, 

This sad slow dawn of winter; frozen 
trees 

And trampled snow within a lonely 
wood; j 

One shrouded form, which to the city | 
flees; i 

j 

And one, a masquer, lying in his 
blood. 


A full sun biasing with unclouded day. 
Till the br^ht waters mingle with the 
aky { 

And OB the daxsling verge, upUfled 

White sidb n^teiiotts slowly pass 

awigr» 


J-Iiddeti* in a> trackless and prioneval 
wood, 

U»g*baiied temi^ of aa unknovni 

nee* 


Black clouds embattled on a lurid sky. 

And one keen flash, like an awakened 
soul, 

Piercing the hidden depths, while 
momently 

One waits to hear enormous thunders 
roll. 


Two helpless girls upon a blazing wall. 
The keen flames Icajflng always high 
and higher; 

But faster, faster than the hungry flic, 
Brave hearts which climb to save them 
ere they flUl. 


A youthful martyr, lookup to the sines 
From rack and stake, firotti tocment and 
disgrace ; 

And suddenly heaven ^keoed to jbii 

A beckoning hand, a tenda hsavesti^ 
face. 
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A home on a fair English IiUl; away 

StretUi undulating plains^ now gold 
now greoi, 

With park and lake and glade, and 
homestead grey; 

And crowning all, the blue $ca dimly 
seen. 


A lifeless, voiceless, world of age-long \ 
snow, i 

Where winter crawls on slow through \ 
endless night, I 

And safe within a low hut’s speck of ■ 
light, 

Strong souls alert and hopeful, by the ' 
glow. 


A great ship forging slowly from the : 
shtue, 

And on the broad deck weeping figures ; 
bent; I 

And on the gliding pierhead, sorrow- 
spent, 

Those whom tlie voyagers shall see no 
more. 


CONFESSION. 

Who is there but at times has seen, 
While his post days before him stand, 
In oU the chances which have been. 
The gnUlaaoe of a hidden Hand, 

WIdeh hiw.niled Ids gfowii^ life, 
Tbfoi^ weal and woe, ihrot^ joy 
mid pain, 

Huoogh feneied good, thtough useless 
^ And pleasai^ sooij^t in vain; 


Which often has wdthhdd the meed 
He longed for once, with yearnings 
blind, 

And given the truest prize indeed, 

The harvest of a blessed mind; 

And so accepts the common lot 
Content, whate'er the Ruler would. 
Since all that has been, or has not. 
Springs from a hidden root of good ? 

• « * • 

Vet some there are maylw to*day, 
Whose childhood at the mother's knee 
Was taught to bow itself and pray, 

Nor ever thirsted to be free, 

Who now, 'mid warring voices loud, 
Have lost the faith they held larfore. 
Nor through the jangling of the crowd 
Can hear tite earlier message more. 

A brute Fate vexes tlicm, the reign 
Of dumb laws, sjweding onwanl still, 
Regardless of the waste and pain, 
W’hich all the labouring earth do fill. 

They lor>k to see the rule of Right; 
They find it not, olxl in its stead 
Ilul slow survivals, bom of Might, 

And all the early Godhead dead; 

They see it not, and droop and feint 
And are unhappy, doubting God; 

Yet every step their feet have trod 
Was trodden before them by a sunt. 

• • • * 

Oh, doubting soul, look up, behold 
The eternal heavens above thy head, 
The solid earth beneath, its tnonld 
Compacted of the unnumbered dead. 

Here the etehud problems grow, 

And with each day are solved and done, 
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When Rome spent life^ like mdtiiifr 
snow, 

lircathes forth its essence to the sun. 

As death is, life is—without end; 
Wrong with right mingles, jay with 
pain; 

Forbid two thceting streams to blend, 
Twere not more hopeless, nor more 
vain. 

Though Death with Life, though Wrong 
with Right, 

Are bound within the scheme of things, 
Yet can our souls, on soaring wings, 
Ciain to a loftier purer height. 

Where death is not, nor any life, 

Nor right nor wrong, nor joy nor pain; 
Rut changeless Being, lacking strife. 
Doth through nil change, unchanged 
remain. 

Should Wrong prevail o'er nil the 
earth, 

Twere nought if only we disoern 
The one great tratli, which if we Icam, 
All else beside is little worth. 

That Right, is that which must prevail. 
If not here, there, if not now, then, 

Ts the one Tnitli which shall not fail. 
For all |he doubts and fears of men. 

WhftlKA nqfriad ages still 
OC wrong wd pidn, of waMe and blood, 
Conftist odr thought, triumptmiit Ckmd 
At length, at Inal, our eouli can fill 

With sadh ajtswunce as the Voice 
Which Irinn the fiery mountain pealed, 
And hide the hne^ng hosts iqoloe 
That God wat in His laws fcvcalod. 


Nay even m^ht our thought ctmeeive 
The final victory of III, 

Not BO, were it folly to.believe 
That Right is higher, purer still. 

Who knows the Eternal **Ought’’ 
knovrs welt 

That whoso loves and seeks the Right, 
For hiu) God slimes with changeless 
light. 

Ay, to the lowest deeps of Hell. 

And whoso kttoueth God indeed, 

The fixed foundations of bis creed 
Know neither clxanging nor decay, 
Though all creation pass away. 


LOVE UNCHANGED. 

My love, my love, if I were old. 

My liody lient, my blood grown cold. 
With thin white hairs upon my brow, 
Say wottldst thou think of roc as now ? 
Wouldst thou cling to me still. 

As down life’s sloping hill 
We came at last through the unresting 
years? 

Art thou prepared for tears, 

For time’s sure-coming losses, 

For life’s despites and crosses. 

My love, my love ? 

Ah 1 brief our little, little day; 

Ah I yean that fleet so fast away; 
Before entr summer scarce bugaa, 

Look, spring and blostom*ti^ eiie 
d<mel 

When all thingis kasten pest. 

How should love only last? 

How riiettkl oiff souls alooc ttatthsoged 
remain?--- 

Come pleasUfs or come puhk. 
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Oh, foolish voice t 
Already at thy gate the feet 
Of the corpse-beoiers meet^ 

Not to have heaped up precious store 
Of all the gains of tiiee, 

Of lougHlcad sages' trcanitred lore, 

Or deathless rhyme,— • 

Though Ixiarning be a comely maid. 
Death maketh her afraid. 

Nor to have dndned the cup of youth, 
To the sweet maddening lees; 

Nor, rapt by drdhns of Hidden Truth, 
To have spurned all these 
Pleasure, Denial, touch not him 
Whose body and mind are dim. 

Not one of all these things shall I 
For comfort use, or strength, 

When the sure hour, when I must die, 
Takes me .it length; 

One thought alone shall bring redress 
For that great heaviness 


In days of joy and gladness. 

In years of grief and sadness. 

Love shoil; be love 1 

AT THE END, 

When the five gateways of the soul 
Arc closing one by one. 

When our being's currents slowly roll 
And day is done, 

What shall our chiefest comfort be 
Amid this misery ? 

Not to have stores heaped up on high 
Of gold and precious things, 

Not to have flown from sky to sky 
On Fame’s wide aings,— 

These things a little simte do last. 

And then are overpast. 

Nor to have worked with patient brain 
In senate or in mart, 

To have gained the meed which those 
.attain ' 

Who have played their part,— 

Effort is fair, success is sweet, 

Bui leave life incomplete. 

Nor to have said, as the fool says, 

Be merry, soul, rejoice; 

"Thou hast laid up store for many days." 


That I have held each strolling soul 
As of one kin and blood, 

That one sure link doth all control ^ 
To one close brothurhood; 

For who the race of men doth love, 
Loves also Him above. 


mREE BRETON POEMS. 


I. 

TEE ORPHAN GIRL OF 
LANNION. 

tH sevctttMn hundred sad djj^ty-three, 
To Loiinkm dune dole tod inisvy. 

MignosuR otpbam a* good fotr, 
Ifocved itt Ihe thffo hoiueby there. 


One darkling night, when the hour was 
late, 

Two travdlen rang at the outer gate. 

<* Quick, hostess I supper, red wise, 
and food; 

We have money to pay, so (hot be 
good.” 
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When they bait drunken enough, and 
more, 

** Here is white mont^ to pay the score. 

'‘And now shall your little serving- 
maid come, 

With her lantern lighted, to guide us 
liomtff” 

“ (jcntlcs, in all our wide Brittany 

There is no man would harm her, so let 
it he." 

Forth went the maid,*full of innocent 
pride, 

Fearless and free, with her light by her 
side. 

• « « • 

When they were far on their lonely 
way, 

They lN!g.in to whisper, and mutter, 
and say, 

** Little maid, your face is as fair and 
bright 

As the foam on the wave in the morn¬ 
ing light." 

** Gentles. I pray you, flatter me not; 

It is as God made it—no other, God 
wot; 

** And were U fairer, 1 tdl you true— 

Ay, a hundred times fairer—'twere 
nought to yon." 

'*To judge, Utile maid, by your sober 
i^peeeh, 

Yon know all the good {uriesis at the 
school can teadi; 

**To judge front your neeents, diieteet 
and mild, 

You wen InUm etmeent dobter, 

^ mych^.** 


** No teacher had 1, neither priest nor 
nun; 

There was no tme to tepch me on earth, 
not one. 

** But while by my father's poor hearth 
I wrought, 

God fdled me with many a holy 
thought." 

“.Set down your lantern and put out 
the light. 

Here is gold: none can help you, 'tis 
dead of night." 

Good sirs! for my brother the young 
priest’s soke; 

If he heard such sayings his heart would 
break." 

• * * 

“ Oh, plunge me down fathoms deep in 
the sea, 

Of your mercy, rather than this thing 
be! 

“Rather than this—’twere a lighter 
doom— 

Oh limy me quick in a living tomb! 

• • * • 

The motherly hostess, sore afraid. 

Waited in vain for her Uttle midd. 

She watched by the ehiU hearth’s flicker¬ 
ing light 

Till the bell tolled twice Umnigh the 
blade dead night. 

Then cried, “ Up, serviag-uen, deep 
no move! 

Hjdp t—Udieaudd IlfignoRUeidfowiied 
in ffintP 

* • # ' a 
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Dy tlie cross sb« lay dead, in the dead She woke her, ere the darklios dewiu, 
cold night, while yet Hwaa dead of ni^t, 

But bcatde her her lantern was still To sweep the floors ami cleanse the 
alight! house, and set the fires alight 1 

f 


I To fetch the water from the brook, 
i again and yet again, 

THE FOSTER BROTHER. i panting breath, 

; and young form l)ent in twain. 
Of all the noble damsels, in all our 1 # # * 

Brittany, i /v , , 

Gwennola was the sweetest far, a maiden i darkling winter morning, lieforc 

fair to see. . ih® Pawning light, 

With ringing hoofs, across the brook 

Scarce eighteen summers shed their ! ® knight: 

' gold upon her shajiely head, 

Yet all who loved the fair girl best w’cre " Gooi) morrow, gnicious maiden, and 
numbered with the dead— art thcoj free to wwl ? ” 

And she, so young she was and meek, 
Her father and her mother, and eke “ I know not, sir,” she said, 

her sisters dear. 1 


Ah! Mary, pity 'twas to sec her shed ’ 
the bitter tear ' 

At her casement in the castle, where a S 
steir^ome now bare sway, i 
tier dim eyes fixe<i upon the sea, which | 
gUramered far away. 

W w " 

For Uiree long years she watched in 
vain, in dole and misery. 

To see her foster brother's sail rise up 
from under sea; 


I prithee (ell me, maiden, if thou art 
lancyTrce?” 

To none, sir, have I plighted yet my 
maiden troth,” said she. 

"Then take, fals maid, this ring of 
gold, and to your step^me say, 

That to*day your troth is plighted to n 
knight from far away} 

" That at Nantes a battle fierce was 


For three long years die watched in 
vain, hoping each day would send 
Hie only heart which beat to hers, her 
lover and her friend. 

**Go,get yon gone and tend the kine,” 
the cmd step^lame said; 

Leave broodbig over U»g>^past yesss: 
go; earn yom dcdly toxkt,” 


fought, wherein his squire was 
slain. 

And he himself lies stricken sore upon 
his bed of imin |[ 

** But when three weeks ate overpast, 
whatever fate betide, 
tie will come himself fuU gaily, nnd 
claim thee for his bride." 
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Affrighted rau she to her home, when, 
)o, a wondrous thing 1 
For on her slender finger biased her 
foster brother’s ring. 

II. 

Ihe weeks crept onward slowly, crept 
slowly—one, two, three ; 

Hut never came the young knight, no 
never more came he. 

Come, it is time that you were wed, 
for I have sought for you 
A bridegroom fitted to your rank, .in 
honest man and true." 

“ Nay, nay, I prithee, stcp*dame, there 
is none that I can w’cd, 

(hdy my foster brother dear 1 love, 
alive or dead. 

With this ring his troth he plighted, 
and whatever fate Ijctide, 

He will come himself full gaily, and 
claim me for his bride." 

Fence, with thy golden wedding-ring 1 
peace, fool, or 1 will teach 
With blows thy senseless chattering 
tongue to hold discreeter speech; 

** Tw*tnorrow thou shall be the bride, 
whether thou wilt or not. 

Of Gilea (he neat*hefd, honest man: 
tiy, rids shaU he thy lot.*’ 

**Of Giles Uie neat-herd, aaklst thou? 

oh, I ahhU die cd* pnin t 
Ob nudher, rlear dead mother, that thou 
wm in life again I ” 


** Go,.cry and wail without the house t 
go, feed on misery t 

Go, take thy fill of moans and tears, for 
wedded thou shalt be.” 

in. 

Just then the ancient sexton, with the 
bell that tolls the dead, 

Went up and down the country side, 
and these the W'ords he said 

** 1*1 ay for the soul of one who was a 
lirave and loyal knight, 

Who bare at Nantes a grievous hurt, 
what lime they fought the fight: 

“To-morrow eve, at set of sun, amid 
the gathering gloom, 

From the white church they bear him 
forth, to rest within the tomb." 

IV. 

“Thou art early from the wedding 
feast!" “ Good truth, I could 
not stay; 

I dared not see the piteous sight, and 
therefore turned away; 

*‘I could not bear, the pity and the 
horror in her eyne. 

As she stood so fitlr, in blank despair, 
within the sacred riirinc. 

“ Around the hi^ess maiden, alt were 
wcepuig bitterly, 

And the Qood old rector m the l^firch, 
a heavy heart had he; 

“ Not a diy eye was around her, save 
the sH^dame stem idkm^ 

Who looked on with tm trvS os 
from a heart of atone} 
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" And when the ringere ting 1 peal| is 
now th^ came tgiiin» 

And the women whispered comfort, yet 
bet heart seemed tent in twain. 

"High in the place of honour at the 
marriage feast she sate, 

Yet no drop of water drank she, and 
no crumb of bread she ate ; 1 

i 

t 

" And when at last, tlie feast Inrlng j 
done, they Avowld light the bride . 


" And have we fitr to go, brother ? X 
would that we were eome.” 

*' XIave patience* sister | hold me fast: 
*tis a long way to ottr hmne/* 

The white owl shrickisl around them, 
die wild things shrank in fear 

As through the night a cloud of light 
that gho.*tt1y steed drew near. 


" How swift y»>ttr chniger is, brother! 
to Iwd, , and your armour oh,how bright! 

'I'he ring from off her hand she dung, | Ah, no more you are a l>oy, brother, 
the wreath from off her head, ; but in troth a noble hntght! 


" And with wild eyes that spoke de* j 
spair, and locks that streamed j 
Whind, I 

Into the durkUng night she fled, as j 
swiftly os the u'ind.” < 


The lights within the custle were out, 
and all asleep; 

Only, with fever in her brain, the maid 
would watch and weep. 

The chamber door swung oiien. "Who 
goes there ? " *' Do not fear, 

Gwen; 'Us I, your faster brother," 
" Oh t at last, my love, my 
dearl” 

lie raised her to the saddle, and his 
strong arm clasped her ronnd, 

As, through the iu|^t, his charger white 
'ikw on irithout a sound. 


" How beautiful you arc, brother! but 
1 would that we were come." 

** Have }>atiuQce, sister; hold me fast; 
we are not far from home." 

" Vour breath is icy*cold, brother, your 
locks are dank and wet; 

V'our heart, your hands arc icy<cold; 
oh! is it further yet ? " 

" Have ])atience,»si8tcr; hold me fast; 
for we are nearly there; 

Hist I heat you not our marriage bells 
ring through the midnight air?" 

Even with the word, that ghostly steed 
neighed suddenly and shrill, 

Then trembled once through vwtf limb, 
and like a stone stood stilb 


" How &st we go, my brother 1" And lo, within a land they were, a land 
***Tis a bntidfed leagues and of mirth and pleosnire, 

‘ note.*’ } Where youths and moideiit hand in 

** Hovjtmffpf dm X, In^^ier tlum in all 1 Iwnd danced to * |oyotts mea- 
mjrBfkhllbKct * sure; 
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A verdant orchard closed them round 
with golden fruit bedight* 

And above them, from the heaven- 
kissed hills, came shafts of golden 
light; 

Hard by, a cool spring babbled clear, 
a fountain without stain, 
Whereof the dead lips tasting, grew 
warm with life again. 

There was Gwcnnola’s mother mild, 
and eke her sisters dear: 

Oh, land of joy and bliss and love I— 
ob, land without a tear ! 

VI. 

Hut when the next sun on the eiirth, 
brake from the gathered gloom, 
From the white church, the young 
maids bore, the virgin to her 
tomb. 

III. 

AZENOR. 

'* Seamen, seamen, tell me true, 
is there any of your crew 
Who in Armor town has seen 
Axenor the kneeling queen ? ” 

** We have sem her oft indeed, 
KneeKi^ in the self-same place; 

Brave her heart, though pale her face, 
White her aoni, though dark her weed.” 

1 . 

Of a long-past summer*s day 
Envoys came from far away. 

Mailed in diver, clothed with gold, 
lli|^ onanorting chargers bold. 


When the warder spied them near. 

To the King be went, and cried, 

** Twelve bold knigbts come pricking 
here: 

Shall I open to them wide ? ” 

*' Opened let the great gates be; 

See the knights ore welcomed all; 
Spread the board and deck the hall, 
We will feast them royally.” 

“By our Prince’s high command, 

Who one day shall be our King, 

We come to ask a precious thing— 
Azenor your daughter's hand.” 

** Gladly will we grant your prayer: 
Brave the youth, as we Kive heard. 

Tall is she, milkwhite and fair. 

Gentle as a singing bird." 

Fourteen days high feast they made, 
Fourteen days of dance and song; 

Till the dawn the harpers played ; 
Mirth and joyance all day long, 

“ Now, my fair spouse, it is meet 
That we turn us toward our home.” 

“ As you will, my love, my sweet; 
Where you are, there 1 wonld come." 

II. 

When his step-daroe saw the bride, 
Well-nigh choked with iqpl^ was she: 
“This i>ale-faced girl, this lump of 
pride— 

And shall she be preferred to aate|^ 

“ New things please men best, His true. 
And the old are cast aside. 

Natheless, what is old and tried 
Serves far better dian the pew.** 
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Scarce eight months had passed away 
When she to the Prince would come, 
And with snhtlety would say, 

" Would you lose both wife and 
home? 

“ Have a core, lest what 1 tell 
Should befaU you ; it were best 
To have a care and guard you well, 
'Ware the cuckoo in your nest.” 

Madam, if the truth you tell, 

Meet reward her crime shall earn, 

First the round tower's strailcst cull, 
l*hcn in nine days she shall bum." 

111 . 

When the old King wa.s .awaru, 

Bitter tears the greylniartl shed. 

Tore in grief his while, while hair, 
Crying, "Woidd God th.at 1 wcrodc.id." 

And to all the seamen said, 

** Good seamen, pray you tell me true, 
Is there, then, any one of you 
Can tell me if my child lie dead ? '*. 

" My liege* os yet alive is she, 

Though burned to-morrow shall she be: 
But from her prison tower, O King! 
Momiog and eve hear her rii^. 

Morning and eve, from her fair throat 
Issues the same sweet pAaintive note, 

* They are deceived; IldssThyrod: 
Have pity mi them, O my God !' ” 

, iv< 

Even as a. lamb who gives its life 
All meefdy to the cruel kiiitl^ 
Wldto^fobed like went, her aoft feet 

' "Sclf^idieoiid^ fe 8^^ 


And as site to her dreadful ftite 
Fared on, poor iniioceot, meek and 
mild, 

" Grave crime it were,” cried small and 
great, 

" To slay the mother and the child,” 

All wept sore, both small and great; 
Only the step-dome smiling sate: 

" Sure 'twerc no evil deed, IhiI gootl, 
To kill the vi|>cr with her brood.” 

” Quick, gootl firemen, fan the die 
Till it leap forth fierce and red; 

Fan it fierce as my desire: 

She shall burn till she is dead.” 

Vain their efforts, all in vain. 

Though they fannetl and fanned again; 
'Hie more they blew, the embers gray 
Faded and sank and died away. 

When the judge the portent saw, 

Da/xh.! and sick with fear was he : 

" She is A witch, she flouts the law : 
Come, let us drown her in the sea.” 


What saw you on the sea? A boat 
Neither by sail nor oarsman sped ; 

And at the helm, to watch H float. 

An angel white with wings outspread; 

A little boat, far out to sea. 

And with her child a fair ladye^ 

Whom at her breast she rikelteied weU| 
Like a white dove upon a 

She kissed, and clasped, and kissed 

a gain 

His little badk, his Utile feet^ 

Ctoonifig a soft and tender 
** Dada, my dear f da«da, my sWetitt. 
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** Ah, could your father see you, sweet, 

A proud man ^ould he be to^ay ; 

Jlut we on earth may never meet. 

But he is lost and far away." t 

I 

VI. 

I 

In Armor town u> such affright 
As never castle knew before. 

For at the midmost hour of night 
llic wicked stej>*damc is no more. 

** T see hell open at my sale : 

Oh, save me, in God's name, my | 
son ! 

Your s|>ou&e was chaste; ’twas I who 
lied { I 

Oh, save me, for 1 am undone ! ’’ 

I 

Scarce had she checked het lying tongue, ^ 
A viper from her lips would glide, I 

With threatening fangs, which hissed , 

and stung, 1 

And piercml her marrow till she died. * 

Kftsoons, to foreign realms the knight 
Went forth, by land and over sea; 
Seeking in vain his lost delight, I 

O’er all the round, round world went 
he. 

lie sought her East, he sought hei 
West. 

Neat to the hot South sped he forth, 
Then, after many a fruitless quest, 
lie sought her in the gusty North. 

llieie by some nam^ess island vast, 

Hib uodKir o^er the side he cast; 


When by a larooklet’s fairy spray, 

11 c spies a little lad at play. 

Fair are hh locks, and blue his eyes, 

As his lost love’s or as the sea ; 

The good knight looking on them, sighs. 
Fair child, who may thy father be ? ” 

" Sir, 1 have none save Him in heaven: 
J.ang years ago he went away, 

Ere i w'as born, and I am seven; 

My mother mourns him night and day." 

“Who is thy mother, child, and 
wheic?" 

“ She cleanses linen white and fair. 

In yon clear stream." “ Come, child, 
niid we 

Together will thy mother sec." 

He took the youngling by the hand. 
And, .IS they passed the yellow strand. 
The child’s swift blood in pulse and 
arm 

Ijcapi to his father’s and grew warm. 

“ Rise up and look, oh mother dear; 

Ii is my father w’ho U here: 

My father who was lost is come—> 

Oh, bless God for it!—^to his home."' 

They knelt and Mossed Ills holy name, 
Who is so good, and just, and mild. 
Who joins the «rc and wife and child: 
Ami so to Brittany th^ came. 

And may the Messed Trinity, 

Frotect all tmicrs on the aea! 
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1>RAMAT1S I’ERSONvK. 


PEOrLE OE BOSPHORUS. 


Thif King or llosfiioitir.s. 

Asanusr, PriHCd .tf Bosphot hs. 

LVSIMACHUS, « 

Meoaci,k«. a chamNirlamfram Hu Imfertat Cottri 9/ 

Tkrte Courtiers, auatn/Mtyi»r Asaudtr. 

SoUitrs, eU'. 

PliOPhE OP CltERSOH. 

LAMACiti:&t Archan of the Rf^uMic <f ChenoH. 

Z«TitO, his SHCcessor. » , , • 

Thb»»ooih'S tsp*f*Hg noble (b*-othcr tg /rene}, tH love with Ojw/m. 
KAKUAHRR.yfr*/ Senator. 

Ambtuseulgr to Bosphorus. 

The Senators of Chersen. 

Tveg, Labourers. 

Gvcia, daughter «f Lamathns 

liiBMlc, a itsdy—her friend, in Li-e with Asander. 

BfilUiiSA. an elderly teuiy in vtaiting ott Gycia- 
Child, daughter if the Gaoler. 

Citimm, etc. 


ACTi 1. 

SCENE I.— Bosphorus. The 
KlHU’S Palacje. 

7}kr Kiku, in etttJcidus ihousht. To 
. kirn I.YS11IACHUS, aficrmtrds Asan- 
DSR. 

Enur LinaMACMUs. 

'Wh«t rUs the Kii^f that ih«a 
hk brow » bent 
By mch a ioRd of ORre? 

TIk haail dfetOpiae H^AWCRty weight. 


Cln fige'W’orii brains; tho* skies and 
seas may smile. 

And steadfast favouring Fortiuic sit 
serene, 

Guuling the helm of State, but well 
thou knowest— 

None 1 >etter in my realm—through 
what wild wares. 

Quicksands, and rock^fiuiged . stndts, 
our Bosphorus, 

Laden with all our love, reds madHr on 

To shipwreck and to rain. From the 
North, 

St<mn*cload on slontt*clo»d isatthig 
volleys fosth 
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AVt I. 


Fresh thunderbolts of war. The Em* 
pctor 

Dallies within his closed seraglios^ 

Letting his eunuchs waste the might 
of Rome, 

While the tierce Scythian, in a sujfge of 
blood, 

Hursts on our barc-swept plains. Upon 
the South, 

Our rival Cherson, with a jealous eye, 

Waits on our adversd chances, taking 
joy 

Of her republican guile in every check 

And buffet envious Fortune deals our 
State, 

Which doth obey a King. Of all our 
foes 

I hate and dread these chiefly, for 1 fear 

Lest, when my crown falls from my 
palsied brow, 

My son Asandcr's youth may prove ten) 
weak 

To curb these crafty burghers. S)x;ak, 
I pray thee, 

Most trusty servant, (.'an thy loyal 
brain 

T^evisc some scheme whereby our dear- 
loved realm 

May tueak the mesh of Fate ? 

Ljfs. Indeed, my liege, 

Too well I know our need, and long 
have tossed 

Thipi»i(^ sleqfiless nights, if ht^ly I 
mig^t ted 

rmnedy, hut that which I have 
found 

wooe then ih# disease. 

Nay, i|)eak j whal is it ? 
1 know how wnft thy thought. 

/jyr. My Uege» it chances 

Ute. Archon Lanuuditts is old and i^nt. 
Me has fn oidy chnd, a daoghles, 
^ Gytb.'’ , 


The treasure of his age, who now 
blooms forth 

In early maidenhood. The girl is 
fair 

As is a mom in springtide; and her 

, father 

A king in all but name, such reverence 

ills citizens accord him. Were it not 
well 

The Prince Asander should contract 
himself 

In marriage to this girl, and take the 
strength 

Of Cherson for her dowry, and the 
powrer 

Of their strong fleets and practised arms 
to thrust 

The invading savage tiockward ? 

A7 «^t. Nay, my lord; 

No more of this, I ])ray. There is no 
tribe 

Of all the blighting locust-swarms of 
w-ar, 

Which sweep our wasted fields, I would 
not rather 

Take tu my heart and cherish than 
these vipers, 

l)i»!>t thou forget, my lord, how of old 
time. 

In the bnure days of good Sauromatus,^ 

These venomous townsmen, shame¬ 
lessly allied 

With the l^ibavian hosts, brought us 
to ruin; ^ 

Or, with the failing force of CauMr 
leagued, 

By subtle devilish eqgiiieiy of wair» 

Robbed Bospbonu of its own, uihcii, 
but Aw them, 

Byzantium were our uod uB its 

mlghU 

And wt Home’s maslei»7 lf«y; | 
swear to tluH^ 
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1 would mthOr see the Prince deed at 
my feet, 

1 would ra&er «ee our loved State sunk 
and lost, 

I'haa know my boy, the sole heir rd* my 
CTOwn, 

The sole hope of my people, taken and 
noosed 

Ity this proud upstart girl. S|ieak not 
of it; 

Ruin were better far. 

My liege, I bear 

No greater favour to these insolent 
townsmen 

Than thou thyself. 1 , u'ho have fought 
' with them 

From my first youth-<-who saw rny 
father slain, 

Not in fair fight, pierce <1 through by 
honest steel, 

But unawares, struck by some vilLinous 
engine. 

Which, armed with inextinguishable 
fire. 

Flew hissing from the walls and slew at 
once 

Coward and brave alike; 1 , whose 
young brother, 

I1ie stripling who to me was ns a son, 

Takmi in some sally, languishc<l till he 
died. 

Chained in their dungeons’ depths;— 
must I not hate l^em 

With hate os de^ as hell ? And yet 1 
know w 

There Is no other way than that 
', Asanider 

Shoi^ wed tbit wtmuuv This alone 
eaasiatttich 

The bleeding wounds of the State. 

Lysfanaehits, 

I am eld I my will Is weak, my body 


Not more than Is my mind { 1 cannot 
reason. 

But luurk 1 I hear the rli^ df edurstra* 
feet 

Bespeak Asandcr comkligf^ What an 

Of ycnith and morning breathes round 
him, and brings 
j A tight of hope again! 

AsANDKR/f'eai ike ckase* 

! Asan, My dearest sire and King, 
i art thou thus grave 

' Of choice, or does our good Lysimachus, 

I Bringing unwonted loads of carking 
\ care, 

{ O’crcloud thy brow ? I prithee, father, 
fret not; 

There is no cloud of care I yet have 
known— 

.\nd 1 am now a man, and Imve my 
I cares— 

• Which the fresh breath of morn, the 
j hungry chase, 

I I'he echoing horn, the jocund choir of 
I tongues, 

! Or joy of some Ijpld enterprise of 
i war, 

I When the swift squadrons smile the 
echtnng plains. 

Scattering the stublxnrti spearmen, may 
not break. 

As does the sun the mists. Nay, look 
not grave j 

My youth Is strong enouj^ for any 
burden 

Fortune can cast on me. 

Cottidst thoQi Aaonder, 

Consent to serve the States if H should 
bid thee 

Wed without iove? 

Asetfi. VThat, &ther« Is that an ? 

I do not know this terttait ifovtt, low. 
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or which too oft my comrades groan 
and sigh, 

This green-side blight* which turns a 
lusty soldier 

To a hysterical girl. Wed without 
love? 

One day I needs must wed* though 
love I shall not. 

And if it were indeed to serve the 
State* 

Nay, if 'twould smooth one wrinkle 
from thy brow, 

Why, it might be to-morrow. I'cll me, 
father* 

Who is this paragon that thou tlcsignesl 

Shall call me husband? Some l>ar* 
barian damsel 

Kcared on mare's milk, and nurtured 
in a tent 

In Scythia? Well, 'twere better than 
to mate 

With some great lady from the Imperial 
Court, 

Part tigress and all wanton. I care 
not; 

Or if the scheme miscarry, I care 
not. 

Tell me, good father. 

AYffv. Wnuldst thou wed* Asander, 

If 'twere to save the State, a Greek 
from Cherson? 

Amh^ From Cherson? Nay, iny J 
liege: that were too much. 

A g^fl from out that cockatrice's den— 

Take saeh a one to wife? 1 would 
Uefrr take 

A Tipotto, vae/ breast t Nay, nay, you 
jest, 

My fruher, for hate this low-born 
mew* 

Grown gross by huchstering ways and 
jMcdid crafr— 

Ay, mole than I. 


King, It is no jest* my son. 

Our good Lysimachus will tel! tbec all 
Our need and whence it comes. 

tys. My gracious Prince, 

Thus stands the case, no otherwise. 
Our foes 

Press closer year by year, our wide¬ 
spread plains 

Are ravaged, and our bare, unpifopled 
fields 

Breed scantier levies; while the trea¬ 
sury 

Stands empty, and we have not means 
to buy 

The force that might resist them. 

Nought but ruin, 

.Siieedy, inevitable, can await 
Our failing Bosphorus’ unaided strength. 
Unless some potent rich ally should 
join 

Our weakness to her might. None 
other is there 

To which to look but Cherson; and I 
know, 

From trusty friends am<u^ them, that 
even now, 

Perchance this very day* an embassy 
Comes to us with design that wc vhould 
sink 

Our old traditional hate in the new 
bonds 

Which Hymen binds together. For 
the girl 

Gycia, the daoj^uer of old lAmachus* 
Their foremost man, 4 friere comes Imt 
one report— 

That she is friir as good. 

Astm. My lord, X peiy yon* 
Waste not good breath. If Z wttt sell' 
myself. 

It matters not if she be friir or fool* 
Angel or doubly djunned) hating foe 
race. 
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Men, maidens, youvi; and old, 1 would 
blight my lift} ? 

To save my country. 

^ing. Thanks, my dearest son. 
There spake a patriot ind^. 

Servant, My Uege, 

An embassy from Cherson for the King. 

JEnttr Ambassador, xvith retinue, 

Ambas, Sirs, I bring you a message 
from Lamachus, the Archon of Cher¬ 
son. 

Lys. Sirs, forsooth ! Know yc not 
the dignity of princes, or docs your 
republican rndeness bar you from all 
courtay ? I do not count myself equal 
to the Kang, nor, therefore ^ould you. 

King, Nay, good Lysimachus, let 
him proceed. 

Ambas, If I am blunt of speech, I 
beg your forgiveness. 1 bring to you 
a letter from the citizen I^amachuo, 
whidi I shall read, if it be your 
pleasure. 

King, Read on. 

Ambas, ** To the King of Bosphorus, 
LanMchua sends greeting. We are 
both (dd. Xitt us forget the former 
enmities of our States, and make an 
alliance which shall protect us against 
the storm of barbarian invasion which 
Oesar it too weak to ward off. Thou 
hast a son, and I a daughter. Thy son 
is, from all report, a brave youth and 
worthy. My daughter is the paragon 
of her sex. I have wealth and posses- 
skwif and xc^^ a* great as if I were a 
sceptxdd X^. yontli and the 
mid are of Itting age. Let us Join 
thsir hahdt tofi^ther, and with them 
tlmre of our States, and grow strong 
enqavh defy the barbarians, and 
.Rome ! 


Asm, My liege, 1 am willing for 
this marriage. Let it be. 

King, My son, we have not yet 
heard alL Read on, »r. 

Ambas, There is one condition 
which not my will, but the jealousy of 
our people enforces, vis. that the Prince 
As.*indcr, if he weds my daughter, shall 
thenceforth forswear his country, nor 
seek to return to it on pain of death. 
I i>ray thee, pardon the rudeness of my 
countrymen; but they are Greeks, and 
judge their freedom more than their 
lives.” 

Asatt, Insolent hounds I 
This is too much. I will have none of 
(hem. 

Take back tliat message. 

A'ing. Thou art right, my son. 

I could not licar to lose thee, not to 
win 

A thousand Chersons. Let us fight 
alone, 

And sec what fortune sends us, 

Ays, Good my liq^, 

Be not too hasty. {To Ambassador) 
Sir, the King has heard 
The message which ^you bring, and 
presently 

Will send a fitting answer. [Exit Am¬ 
bassador. 

Kay, my llege^ 

1 l>eg your patience. That these fellows 
make 

Their friendship difllcuU is true; Init 
think 

How great the value of it, and re¬ 
member * , 

How eaqr ’tis to pconiise and break 
Mh 

With insolent dogs like these. 
Lamachus 

Is older than your gracei and feebler fiir. 
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He will not Uve for ever, and, he gone, 

Will not the Prince Asander \ye as 

great, 

The husband of his daughter ond his 
heir, 

As ke is now, and sway the power of 
Cheraon 

For our own ends, and cast to all the 
winds 

This foul enforced compact, and o’er- 
turn 

This commonwealth of curs? 1 will 
stake my life 

'rhat three years shall not pass ere he 
is King 

or Cherson in possession, and at once 
Of Ifosphorus next heir. 

“The tongue hath sw'orn, the mind 
remains unsworn,” 

So say.v their poet. 

T'llluive none of it. all yemng or have been, and beauty is 

I am not all Greek, but \mt Cimmerian, a strong loadstone to such metal as the 
And scorn to break my worth* Princes. 

Let us face ruin, father, not deceit. yti Cmrt. Nay, he Iras never set 

Kinj^^ My noble son, I love thee. eyes on her; and, for that matter, the 
Good, my liege, Lady Irene wos handsome enough, in 
And thou, my Lord Asander, ponder aii conscience, and a jovial young 
Ih ' gentlewoman to boot. Ye gods I do 

Consider our iKwr country’s gaping you mind how she sighed for him and 
wounds, pursued him ? It was a s^ht to please 

And what a remedy lies to our hands. lUe goddess Aphrodite herself. But 
1 wUl the willingly if 1 devise not then, our good Asander, who had only 
A scheme to l»end thetse upstarts to m Ufi np his little hoger, wm so cold 
your will. [SxeuHt ^mnes. and positively forbidding, that 1 once 

came upon the poor lady her 
eyes out in a passion of mortihed 
SCENH TUK Palace, feeling* 

' , . 1st Court. Ay, she wii from this 

MtOACLBsoN^Coortiefs. outlandish Cherson, waa not she? 

Mtgi. Wdl, my lords, end so it is Aphrodite was a Graih w o m an clip, 
all letikd. We must all be on board remember, 
in half an hour. His Altitude the tnd Court So she wae.^ I had 
Pr^iee nsQs ..»t, once for Cheisms, and quite fogotten where the lady came 


no 

with a view to hla%nmed!ate mandage. 
Was ever such a rash step heard of? 
Not twenty-four bdhrs to get ready the 
marriage equipment of a Prince of Bos¬ 
phorus. Well, welt, 1 dare say they 
would lie glad enough to take him with 
no rag to his liack. I dare say these 
rascally republicans would know no 
iH'Uer if he were to be married In Ms 
everyday suit, 

js( Court. I’ faith, 1 should hever 
have dreamt it. Asander, who is the 
buldest huntsman and the bravest 
soldier, and the best of good fellows, 
to go and tie himself to the apron¬ 
string of a Greek girl, a tradesman's 
daughter from Cherson, of all places on 
earth! Pah I it makes me sick I 

2 m/ Court. But 1 hear she is beauti¬ 
ful ns Artenik, oimI—— Well, we arc 
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froiD. Well, if there now* and 
cannot get her Prince, and would like 
a gay, tdlerably'^elt>ravoured young 
fellow for a lover* 1 suppose she need 
■go no further than the present com¬ 
pany. 

My lords, 1 pray you leave 
these frivolities, and let us come to 
^rtous matters. Think, 1 t>cg you* in 
what a painful position I am placed. 

I a'm to go, without proper notice, as 
Master of the (Jerenionies of the Court 
of Bosphorus, to conduct nn important 
Court-ceremonial with a pack of scurvy 
knaves, who, I will >>e bound, hardly 
know the difference lictween an Illus¬ 
trious and a Respectable, or a Kes|iect- 
alilc and an Honourable. 1 must do 
my best to arrange all decently an<l in 
order, and as near as may l>e to the 
Imperial model, and all these matters 
I have to devise on shipboard* tossed 
about on that villanous Kuxine, with a 
smell of jutch everywhere, and sea¬ 
sickness in my stomach. And when 1 
get to Cherson* if ever I do get there 
alive* 1 have not the faintest idea whom 
1 am to consult willi—-whether there 
is a Count of the Palace or anyltody, in 
foci. I dare say Uiere is nobody ; I am 
sure tliere is nobody. A marriage of 
the heir apparent is a very serious 
ttflfitir* let me teU you. What a comfort 
it is that I have^got the last edition of 
that^inecions work of the divine Theo- 
dosUis on Deities I If it were not for 
that* I should go mad. 

HU CnufU Uy good Megaeles* I 
wans yon the Prince cares aa little for 
etiquette aa he doNn fiMr love-maJelng. 

dfSgf; V«ry likely* and riiat; m^es 
my poeitioii so difficult, Just reffect 
.mamoBieiit. WhenwegOJMhore at 


ChersoBt 1 suppose we shall be re¬ 
ceived the authoririet? 

2 Hi Court. Surely* good Megaeles. 

Then, how many stiqaa riioold 
Prince Asandcr take to meet his lather* 
in-law l.An(uichus*-eli 7 And how many 
steps should Lamachus take? You 
never gave the matter a thought ? Of 
course not. And these are questions 
to be settled oh the spot, and scores 
like them. 

yd Court, I dare say it won’t 
matter at all, or very little. 

Affff. Matter very little, indeetl! 
very little, forsooth! Why, in the 
name of all the saints, do not alliances 
fall through for less ? Are not bloody 
wars fought ff>r less? Do T not re- 
mcmtK'r the soil plight of the Grand 
('hambcrk'iin, when the Illustrious l.eo, 
the I^ro-Consul of Macedonia, had a 
meeting at Court with the Respeetable 
the Vice-Prefect of Pannonia? Now, 
the Pro-Consul should have taken four 
steps forward, as being the most noble, 
the Vicc-Prefect five. But^ the Vice- 
Prefect being a tall man* and the Pro- 
Consul a short oni; the Grand Cham¬ 
berlain did not sufficiently measure 
their distances ; and'so when they hod 
taken but four steps each* there were 
the two Dignitaries bolt upright, face 
tQb>ffice* glaring at each other, and no 
room to take the fraction of a foot pace 
more. 

Hi Court. Faith, a very laughable 
situation, good Megaeles. Was it hard 
to settle 1 

Mejj'. 1 riiottld thhdt it waa hard to 
settle. No one could interleref the 
Book of Ceremcmies was sent Ibr, and 
was sU«it. There was aotfaing for fi 
but that the Emperor, after half an 
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hour, broke up the Court in confusion, 
and those two remained where they 
were till it was quite dark, and then 
tliey got away, no one knows how. 
Hut what came of it ? For fiAeen years 
there was war and bloodshed between 
the provinces, and 1>ut for the invasion 
of the Goths, there would be to this day. 
Matter little, indeed I Why, you foolish 
youngster, ceremony is everything in 
life. To understand Precedence aright 
is t(» know the secrets of nature. The 
order of I*roccdeticc is the order of 
Creation. It is, in fact, a very cos* 
mogony. Oh, a noble science! a noble 
science 1 

ijrr Court, Right, goo<l Miracles, 
to magnify your office. Hravery is 
nothing; goodness is nothing; beauty 
is a foolish dream. Give us Ceremony, 
Ceremony, more Ceremony; it is the 
salt of life. 

A very intelligent youth. But 
here comes the King. 

Bntorikf KtNG, A.sani>er, and | 
Lysimachus. 

I 

Aim, My liege, I do your will, 
Though with a hcRvy heart. Farewell, •; 

my (ather, j 

If I must bid farewell to this dear City, | 
Which nourished me from childhood, 1 
*tis to save it, | 

Not otherwise, and thou my sire and I 
King. 

From thee 1 do not part, and often* 
iiiite% ; 

If the mints will, 1 yet shall wdoome 
thee, 

When all our foes uw routed and tnir 
troubles 

Fkd like some passUig itorm*clond, to 
my hearth^ 


And set thy heir upon thy knees, a 
Prince 

Of Bosphorus and Cherson. 

King, Good, my son, 

I pray God keep you, for I dimly 
fear, 

So dark a presage doth obscure my 
mind, 

That we shall meet no more. 

Lyi, My honour^ 

These are the figments of a mind 
which grief 

Hath part disordered. Thou shall see 
thy son, 

Trust me for it; I swear it. One thing 
more 

Remains. 1 know what Uts to be a 
youth 

As yet untouched by love; I know 
what charm 

Lies in the magic of a woman's eyes 
For a young virgin heart. I pray you, 
sir, 

Swear to me by the saints, that, come 
what may. 

For no allurement which thy new life 
brings thee. 

The love of wife or child, wilt tliou 
forget 

Our Bosphorus, but still wilt hold her 
weal 

Above all other objects of thy love 
In good c«r adverse fortune. 

Asan. Nay, my lord, 

There is no need for oaths; yet uiPl I 
swear it. 

Here on this soldier's cross. 

[Afslits a troiiwUktJio kissnmA, 
Farewdll, sqrfather, 
I mar my manhood, stapt^* 

King, Fsrewdl» som 

Let my old eyes fix on thee tIU thou 
goest 
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Prithee, tleer, 


Beneath the farthest vei^. («ood 
Mef^acles, 

And you brave gentlemen, be faithful 
all 

To me andito your Prince. 

My Lord A.«inder, 

Rcmemi>er t 

ACT 11. 

SCF.NK I. -Lamachi’s’ Palack, 
Chkrson. 

GyciaoW Ire.sk. 

Cy^a, Sweetest Irene, 

What joy it is to see thee once again 

After so long an alienee ! We had 
grown 

Together on one stalk so long, since 
first 

Oar girlish lives began to burst to 
flower, 

That it was hard to part us. But me- 
Ihinks 

That something of the rose from off 
thy cheek 

Mas faded, and its rounded ontlinc fair | 

Seems grown a little thinner. 

Jrt* Gycia, 

The flower, once severed from the 
stalk, no more 

Grows as before. 

Gyci(h Thon strange girl, to pRt on 

Such grave airs 1 Ah I 1 fear at Bos> 

' phoms 

Some gay knight has bewitched thee; 
thMhasialleB 

In love, os girls say—thoi^h what it 
maybe 

To IsB in love, I know not, thank the 

god% 

Having moeb dse to think of. 


/«>. 

Speak not of this. 

Gytia^ Ah! then I know *tU true. 

Confess what manner of thing love hk 
/rr. Nay, nay, 1 ettPHOt tell thee 
(KViy»/w<'), Gycia; 

Thou knowest not what thou askest. 
What is love ? 

Seek not to know it. 'Tis to lie no 
more 

Thy own, but all another’s; *lis to 
dwell 

By ilny and night on one fixed madding 
thought, 

1 Till die form wastes, and with the form 
I the heart 

Is warped from right to wrong, and can 
forget 

All that it loved before, faith, duty, 
country. 

Friendship, affection—cvciytWng hut 
love. 

Seek not to know it, dear; or, knowing 
it, 

Be happier than T. 

Cyda. My poor Irene! 

Then, Tis indeed a misery to love. 

1 do repent that f have tortured thee 

By snch unthinking jests. Forgive me, 
dear, 

I will speak no more of it; with me 
thy secret 

Is safe as with a sister. Shoaldst thou 
wish 

To unburden to me thy unhappy heart, 

If haply I mktht bring thy love to thee. 

Thou shalt his name divulge and 
quality, 

And 1 will do my best. 

Ire, Never, dear Gycia* 

Forget my weakness; 'twos a passing 
foUy, 

I love a man who loves me not again, 
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And that is v«ry hell. 1 would die 
sooner 

Than breathe hit name to thee. Fare¬ 
well, dear lady! 

Thou canst not aid me. [Exit Irene. 

Gycia, Hapless girl I Praise 
Heaven 

That I am fancy-free ! 

Enter Lamaciicts. 

Jxtma. My dearest daughter, why 
this solemn a*i)H:ct ? 

I have glad news for thuo. Thou 
knowest of old 

The weary jealousies, the hlootly 
feuds, 

Which 'twixt our Chersoii and her 
neighbour City 

Hove rngCKl ere I was Imrii—nay, ere 
my grandsirc . 

First saw the light of heaven. Both i 
our Stales 

Are crippled by this brainless enmity. 

.\nd now the Kmpirc,iiuw the Scythian, 
threatens 

Destruction to our Cities, whom, 
unitctl, 

We might defy with scorn. Seeing 
this weakness, ' 

Thy father, wishful, ere his race lie 
run, 

To save our much-loved Cherson, sent 
of late 

IVditic envoys to our former foe. 

And tiow^* fiiilh, 1 atn not so old, 
seem 

Hud I have lost my state-crafl^-comes 
a memRge. 

The Prince Asattder, heir df Bos* 

{dKMUSj 

Touches our^diores to-day, and pre¬ 
sently 

WUI be with us. 
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Cycia. Oh, father, is it wise? 

Do fire and water mingle? Does the 
hawk 

Mate with the dove; the tiger with the 
lamb; 

The tyrant with the peaceful common¬ 
wealth ; 

Fair commerce with the unfruitful 
works of war ? 

What union can there be ’twixt our fair 
city 

And this half-barliarous race? ’Twere 
against nature 

'I'o bid these <*ppositc elements com¬ 
bine — 

The Greek with the Cimmerian. Fa¬ 
ther, pray you, 

.Send them aw'ay, with honour if you 
please. 

And soothing words and gifts—only, 1 
pray you, 

Send them away, this Prince who doth 
despise us, 

And his false retinue of slaves. 

I.aiua. My daughter. 

Thy words are wanting in thy wontetl 
love 

And dutiful observance. ’Twere an 
insult 

Unwashed by streams of btooddhed, 
shoidd our City 

Scorn thus the guests it summoned. 
Come they must« 

And with all has|atable care and 
honour, 

Else were thy sire disbooonred. Tbou 
wih give thmn 

A fitting welcome. 

Gyeia, Faidon inct sty IMher, 

That 1 spoke ra^ly. I obey thyr w^« 

Lama,^ Stay, Gym. post thou 
know what *tis to tove? 


cyc/A. 
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(j^a. Ay, thee, dear father. 
l4ma. Nay, 1 know it well. 

But has no noble youth e'er touched 
thy heart? 

Gfcia, None, father, Heaven l>e 
praised t The young Irene 
Was with me when thou cam’st, and 
all her life 

Seems blighted by this airsc of love— 
for one 

Whose name she hides, with uhoni in ; 

Bosphorus j 

She met, when there she sojourned, j 
Her young brother, | 

The noble Theodorus, whom thou j 
Icnowest, 

Lets all the world go by him and grows 
|>ale 

For love, anti pines, and wherefore ?— ; 

For thy dau^^tcr, j 

Who knows not what love means, and j 
cannot brook | 

Such brain-sick folly. Kay, be sure, j 
good father, 

1 love not thus, and shall not. 

/Mma. Well, well, girl. 

Thou wilt know it yet 1 fetter not 
thy eberfee, 

But if thou couldHt by loving bind 
together 

Not two hearta only, but opposing 
peoples} 

Supplant ^ halcyon days long years of 
strife. 

And Hide them in unbroken harmony }— 
We» diia uo g^ry for a woman, this 
No W(»Uiy price of her heart ? 

Telt me, I pray, 
W^ mean you by this riddle? 

X e w e e . Prince Asender 

Conimheie fo.esk ywir hand, and with 

A gliCldii ^oemr of pmi» and amity. 


He does not ask thee to foiiake thy 
home, 

But leaves for thee his own. Alt tongues 
together 

Are full of praise of him: virgin in love,. 

A brave youth in the fiehl, m wc have 
j proved 

\ In many a mortal light; a face and form 
I Like a young god's. I would, my love, 
thy heart 

Might turn to him, and And thy luppi- 
nc«i 

In (hat uluch makes me happy. I am 
old 

And failing, and 1 fain would see thee 
blest 

; Before 1 die, and at thy knees an heir 
I I'o all my riches, and the State of 
Cherson 

From anxious cares delivered, and 
through thee. 

Gj^cia. P’athcr, we are of the Athe¬ 
nian race, 

Which was the flower of Hellas. Ours 
the fame 

i Of Poets, .Statesmen, Orators, wh<j»se 
works 

And thoughts u|x)n the forehead of 
mankind 

Shine like a precious jewel; ours the 
glory 

Of those great Soldiers who by sea and 
land 

Scattered the foemen to the winds of 
heaven. 

First in the Ales of time. And (hough 
our mothtHT, 

Our Athena, sank, crushed fay mit^t 
of Rome, 

What is Rome now ?>-Ail ICmpiry nki 
in twain; 

An Empire afoking 'neath tim mWy 
• weig^ 
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Of its own power; an Empire where 
the Senate 

Ranks lower than the Circus, and a 
wanton 


SCENE II.— Outside the I'aeajck 
OT Lamacuus. 

MkCACLES COURTIEKS. 


Itegrades the Imperial throne. But 
though to its fall 

'fhe monster totters, this our Cherson 
kec))s 

The bravery of old, and still maintains 
The old Hellenic spirit and sonic 
likeness 

Of the fair Commonwealth which ruled 
the world. 

Surely, my father, 'lis a glorious spring 
Orawn from the heaven-kissed summits 
whence wc come; 

And shall we, then, delilc our noble 
blood 

By mlNture with this upstart tyranny 
Which fouls the Hellenic pureness of 
its source 

In countleas bastard channels? If our 
.State 

Ask of its children sacrifice, 'tis well. 

It shall be given; only I prithee, 
father, 

Seek not that 1 should with Ixirboric 
" blood. 

Taint the jmre stretim, which flows 
from i'ericles. 

IiCt me abide unwedded, if I may, 

A Greek girl os before. 

Lamnk Daughter, thy choice 

la free as air to accept or to reject 
This Miltor; in the name of 
ChcrKHii 

Do nothing mshly, and meanwitile take 
care 

That nought that fits a Grecum State 
be wanting 
To do him honour. 

Sir,, it ^nU be done. 


! Well, ray lords, and so this is 

j the palace, A grand palace, forsooth, 
j and a fine reception to match ! Why, 
these people arc worse than barbarians. 
'I'hey are worse than the sea, and that 
was inhospitable enough. The saints 
be praised that that is over, at any rate. 
Oh, the intolerable scent of pitch, and 
I the tossing and the heaving! Heaven 
^ spare me such an ordeal again! 1 

thought I should have died of the 
I smells. And here, can it l>e? Is it 
; {Hjssible that there is a distinct odour 
!of—luih! what? Oils, as 1 am a 
! Christian, and close to the very palace 
of, the Archun ! What a detestable 
{>coplu! Some civet, good friends, 
some civet 1 

\si Couri, Here it is, good Mega* 
cles. You did not hope, surely, to find 
rcpublioins as sweet as those who live 
cleanly under n King? But here arc 
some of their precious citkens at last. 

Etifcr Citizens kurruMy, 

\st CitizcH, I pray you, forgive us, 
gentlemen. We thonght the Prince 
would take the land at the other quay, 
and had prepared our welcome accord¬ 
ingly. 

Who are Biese men ? 
isf Cmri, They are honomable 
cilhcens of Cherson. 

Mig. Citkens f They wlli dot flo 
for me. The Count of tlw Palace 
should be here with the Otand Cham*' 
berhun to meet my Masks'. 

\H OV. Yottt liaater^'. Oh t then 
you OK a sendng mid, ns ft womid 
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seem. WeU, my good maitt when | 
comes yottr Master ? 

Meg. Oh, the im|>ertinent scoun* 1 
drel! Do you know, ur, who lam? 

\s( Cit* Probably the Prince’s at* i 
tendant, his lackey, or possibly his ste* ! 
ward. I neither know nor care. 

M<g. Oh, you barbarian ! Where ; 
is the Count of the Palace, I say ? 

\st Ci/, Now, citizen, cease this > 
nonsense. We have not,thank 1 leaven, 
any such foolish etfeminatc functionary. ^ 
Mfg. No Count of the Ptilacc ? | 
Heavens! what a crew 1 Well, if 
there is none, where are your le.iding 
nobles? where the Res[)cctnble ami 
Illustrious? Von aie cert.iinly not 
Illustrious nor Respectable; you pro¬ 
bably are not even Honourable, or if 
you are you don’t look it. 

If/ CiV. What, you wretched popin¬ 
jay of a serving man ! You dare .ad¬ 
dress a Greek citizen in that way ? 
Take that, and that! , \Iitais him. 

If/ Court. Draw, gentlemen ! 
lliese are ruffians 1 |‘ Thoy 


Enter Lamachus and Senators. 

jAtma. We bid you heartfoU web 
come, Prince, to Cherson, 

TImt we have seemetl to* tail to do you 
honour 

Comes of the spite of fortune. Vor 
your highness, 

Taking the land at the entrance of the 
port, 

Mi.vietl w’hat of scanty pomp our homely 
manners 

Would fain have oiTcred ; but we pray 
you think 

'Twas an untoward accident, no more. 

Welcome to Cherson, Prince! 

Asan, Methinks, my lord, 

.Scarce in the meanest Slate is it the 
custom 

To ask the i^rcsencc of a noble guest 

With much insistance, and when he 
accqits 

The summons,and has come, lose! on him 

With insolent d<^s like these. 

iMma. Nay, Prince, I pray you, 

What is it that 1ms l>een ? 


Enter Asan'UICk. 

Asaa.* Put up your swords, gentle* 
men. W'hy, fellows, w'hat b this ? Is 
this your hMpitality to your guests ? 

If/ Cii. Nay, sir; but this servant 
of youfs has been most •'insolent, and 
has abused and insulted onr State and 
its moimen. He told us that we were 
jmi el honour; and some of us, 
idr, are and have hot blood, 

, and, as Giedt ctHsnns xd Cherson, will 


Asan. 'Our chombeilaki 

Was lately, in your alisence, which your 
highnes-. 

So glibly doth excuse, set on and beaten 
By these dogs here. 

Ijama. Nay, sir, they arc not dqpt. 
But citizens of honour; yet indeed 
Wanting, 1 fear, in that deep courtesy 
Which from a stranger ai^ a guest 
refiises 

To take provoked odeoce. My Imd, 
mdeed 


not hear inmRs. I am ashamed that citizens Cherson 

Ah^ Insoleiit upstarts, you arc ! Should act* so mean a part. Cuo^ 
not #Qf(hy of our ewoeds 1 Come, my j Prince, 1 pray you 
Iionjl Megmdea, heed Btem not. Here \ Forget this matter, and be mre your 

■ j comiiig 
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Filb me with joy. Go, tell the Lady 1 Atan. Kay, sir, I pray you pre«| 
(;ycU > her not to speak. 

The Priaco is safe in Cherson. | And yet 1 fain would hearber. Artemis 

i Showed not so iair, nor witft a softer 
Ettief Gycia, Irene, Meussa, W; charm 
Ladies. Irene, seeiuff Asanpee* ! Came Hebe’s voice. 

/ai0*, and is witAdravm, Gycia Cjftia. Nay, sir, 1 did not know 
supporting hir, C<mjusi<m» ; A soldier could thus use a courtier's 

Meg* My LortI Asander, remember , tongue, 
what is due to yourself and Bosphorus. ; Asau. If iK'ing bred in courtf would 
Kemember, when this merchant's | give me power 
daughter comes, you ;//»jF/*not treat her i To put my thought In words, then would 
.as an equal. Courtesy to a woman is j i fi^in 

all very well, but rank has greater i Be courtier for thy sake, 
claims still, especially when you have ! Gycia. Ah, sir, you jest, 

to deal with such ftcople as these, i The ways of courts we know not, but I 
Now, remember, ytm must make vo i hid thee 
obeisance at all; and if you advance to 1 Gock! welcome to our city, and 1 prithee 
meet her more than one step, you are j Command whatever service our poor 
lo,-.! for ever. These are the truly j Cherson 
imimrlant things. j Can give whiM thou art hero. {To 

Man. Good Mcgaeles, i ME<;ACLEi.) Pray you my lord, 

Forewarned I am forearmed. ! Accompany bis Higfmcssaiid our housc- 


(Aside) Thou fluent trickster I j 


hold 


Fit head of such a Stole! I would to j I'o the jxkjf chambers which our homely 

stale 

I Allots for him. They are but poor, 
I know. 

For one who lives the statd^ life of 
kings} 


Heaven 

1 had never ,comc! 


Re-enter Gycia. 

Nay, nay, I thank the saints 


That I liawe come. Who is this peer* | But such as our sc.int means din scodk 
less creature ? they are. 

Is this the edd man's daughter? i Afeg. My lady, I have Bved fenf 

• Lama* IMnce Asander, time in courts, 

Thfe is my daughter, Gycia. Of the ! But never. In the palaces of Roese, 
prlnee 

Thou hast beard many a time, my 
daughter, 

(em^^mod). Ay I— 

Indeed I"**-?- 

Lama* Come, tny girU thou art 
Aotpsed 
To fettof wmds. 


Have 1 seen beauty such as ytuim, or 
grace 

Moiew<MrthyQfacroWB. (ThldELTssA) 
To you, my lady, * - 

I bow with most lespeetfel .Kpifiige. 

Sturdy . 

The goddeu He^ hap nbl tie 
earth 
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While you are here. I humbly take A young girl drawing near, 1 had 
my leave : almost thought 

For the present of your Highness w’ith * Him suddenly in love. 

a tllhubund i Gya'a, Oh, nay indeed! 

Obei.saDces, and to your gracious father 1 ^^■ho should be favoured thus? There 
Humbly I liend the knee. My l.ord j is no wora.an 

Asander, | In our poor Cherson worthy thaj hw 

I do attend your Highness. 1 garc 

d/iV. What a man ! , Might rest on her a moment. 

WTuit noble manners! Whata polished ’ Laina. Ah, my girl, 

asr ! Is it thus with thee ? They say that 

How poor to such a courtier our rude ' love la blind, 

Court I And thou art blind, therefore it may 

And humble manners show t be, Gyeio, 

Astui. (fOo<l Megaclcs, ' That thou too art in love. Tell tne 

Get me to my chamber—quick, ere I , how it is. 

o’erpass ' Couldst thou love this man, if he loved 

All reasonable limits. T am sped ; thee? 

I'Sim myself no more. Cyna{thrinAni; herself m her father's 

Lama. Farewell awhile. veck). Father! 

We wi!l welcome you at supper. 1 LMma, S.ay mi more, girl. 1 am not 

\Exeuni all hit Lamacim’S ii*ui , so old as yet 

Gycia. i I'hat I have quite forgotten my own 

iMma. Well, my daughter, [ youth, 

What think you of this hot-brained j When I w.as young and loved; and if 

youth ? r faith, ! I err not, 

I like his soldier’s bluntness, and he I read love’s llutU-ring signals on thy 
seemed i cheek, 

To Ijc a little startled, as 1 thought, j And in his tell-tale eyes. But listen I 
By something wdiich he .saw when thou . Music ! , 

didst come. i "ttist prepare for supper with our 

l*erchance it w'as the charm of one who guests. 

came i 

.Among thy ladies look him. i 

Gycia. Nay, my father, | SCENE III.—A strkrt is 

I think not .so indeed,, I Cherson. 

L.ama. Ah ! well, I am old, , 

And age forgcl-s. Bui this I tell thee, .Mb^^aclks ; after7<farf/s Mp.LIBSA. 

•daughter: ^f€gacU.s. W^ell, it is lime for the 

If in my youth I had seen a young banquet. Somehow, this place im- 

man’s gaze j proves on acquaintance, after all. Poor, 

Grow troubled, and he should start, ■ of course, and rude to a degree. But 

and his cheek pale, truly the I^dy Gycia is fair—as fair, 
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indeed, m if .she was the Emperor's 
daughter. .She is a beautiful creature, 
truly. }{ut give wr that delightful lady* 
tn*waiting of hers, the I.ady Melissa. 
What grace 1 what rounded proportions! 
I like mature beauty. She is as like the 
latck divine Empress ns two {lens, and 
I thought— I dare say I was wrong, but 
t really thought—I made an impression. 
Poor things I po(n things ! 'I'hcy c.m’t 
help themselves. We courtiers really 
ought to be very careful not to abuse 
our power. It is positive cruelty. 'I’he 
contest is too imequal. It makes one 
inclined sometimes (o pul on the 
manners of a clown, so ns to give them 
a chance. Nay, nay, you might as well 
a'.k the Ethiopian to change his skin as 
a courtier his fine manners. Jty all the 
saints! here she comes in p^opriix 
person^. 


^ i 


of Cberaon! You flatter me, ytx^ 
flatter me, indeed. That b tbiisway 
Mrith all you courtiers from Constanti¬ 
nople. Now, if you had s^d that my 
Latly Gycia was beautiftil—— 

Aft'g. My dear lady, I do not ad¬ 
mire her in the least. She has no 
manners, re.illy—nothing, at any rate, 
to attract .1 man of the great world ; a 
mere undevehiped girl, with all the 
pa'-oi<n to riMue. No, no, my g<KKl 
lady, give me a svoman who has livcri. 
We rourtieis know nmnnci- and bleed¬ 
ing when we see them, and your^ are 
-ttnj'Iy perfect, not to s.ay Imperial. 

t/r*/. Wh.at a inagniflcciit nature! 
Well, to Siiy the truth, the Taidy Gycia 
is not lit all to my taste. It i< a cold, 
in-.ipid style of beauty, at the best; nn<I 
.she is as self-wille<l and a.-* .straitlaced 
as a l^y ablicss. 1 suppose she is well 
malehed wdth the Prince A-wnder? 


Enter the Lauv Mki.iss\. 

M(U nca\e.ns! it is the sitangc 
nobleman. T am .sure I urn .ill of .1 
flutter. 

{itdvaneing unth formal hm's). 
My lady, I am enchanlnl {hios ; 
then takes several steps to the rights then 
to the Icfl^ and bows). What a wonder¬ 
ful good fortune! Ever since I had 
the honour to sec you just now, I have 
only lived in the hope of seeing you 
again. 

MeL {i^rts/mg). Oh, my lord, you 
great courtiers can find little to interest 
you in our poor little Court and its 
humble surroundings. 

Meg. Madani) 1 beg! not a word ! 
1 was just thinking that yon exactly 
resemtded the late divine Empress. 

MeL OK, my lord, forbear I The 
Empress 1 and I have never been ot|t 


A/eg. Well, hr is a liandsoinc hid 
enough, and virtue ms, but weak, as 
youth alw.iy.s is, anil plialde. Now, 
fi»r my .self, 1 am happy to say T am 
sto.idfiist and firm as a rock. 

Me/. Ah, my lord, if all women saw 
with my eyes, there would not be such 
a run after youth* Give me a mature 
man, who ha»> seen the world and know.s 
something of life and manners, 

Meg. What an intelligent creature I 
Madam, ymir sentiments do you credit, 
I 1 k^ leave to lay at y^nr feet the 
assurance of my entire devotion. 

Mel. Oh, my lord, you are toogood J 
Why, what a dear, condcscendii^ crea¬ 
ture .'—the manners of a Grand Cham¬ 
berlain and the features of an Apollo I 
Meg. Permit me to enrol myself 
among the ranks of your humble slaves 
and admirers {ktuels and kistu her 




SCENE IV. 

But hark I the music, and I 
muiC^arshAl the guests to the banquet. 
Permit me (r> marshal yoti. 

w'fh wmrwm/j/.yv. 


>.riiXK IV.—The c'.ARruiN wiTitour 
THE rvANnUEIINTi-ROOM. MO'IN- 
I.KHIT. The sea in the IHSTVNi E, 
WITH THE HARUOTR. 

Asanher fiM(/ Gvt’iA tlrsn'nJ the stc,*-< 
vf the piihuc sliTiv'ty tO’^ether. Music 
heard pom within the hnti. 

.Uatt, Come, Gycia, Id ii- t.'iJa* tlm 
soft sweet air 

IhriU'alh the ^tar of lo\ c. The fcMive 
lights 

Still hum within the hall, vdiere late 
wc twain 

Troth-j)llghUs'l -sale, nnrl 1 from '>«l 
thine eyes 

Drank long, dct'iJ tlr.iugh{.» <if lo\e 
stronger than wine. 

And Ktill the minslrcN .v»und their 
dulcet strains, 

Which then 1 heani iiot, since my cars 
were filled 

With the oveet music «>f ihy voitc. 
My sweet, 

How blest it is, left thus alone with 
love. 

To hear the love-lorn nightingales com¬ 
plain 

Beneath the siar-gemmed heavens, and 
drink cool airs 

Fresh from the summer sea! There 
sleeps the main 

Which once I crossed unwrilling. Was 
it years since, 

In some old vanished life, or yesterday? 

When saw 1 last my father and the 
shores 
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Of Bosphorus ? Was it days since, «»r 
years, 

Tell me, thou fair enchantress, who hast 
wove 

So strong a spell around me ? 

Cyeia. Nay, my lord ; 

Tel! thou me first what magic 'tis hath 
turned 

A woman who had scoffed so lnng*nl 
love 

I'ntil to day -to-day, whose blessed 
night 

Is hung so thick with stars—lo feel as I, 

'riiat I have found the twin life which 
the gofls 

Kvtained when mine was fashioned, 
and must turn 

To what so laic was strange, as the 
flower lu»n-> 

To the sun ; aj, though he wilhers her, 
or tloudi 

(^»mc ’twist her an 1 her light, tuiH’, 
still to him, 

An«l only garing lives. 

A Thoa perfet t woman ! 

And art thou, then, all mine? What 
have T done, 

Whni h;ne I been, ih.tt thus the favoui • 
ing go<ls ’ 

And the consentient strength of hostile 
Stale-: 

Conspire to make me happy? Ah! I 
fear, 

Lest too great happine.ss l)c but a sn.ire 

Set for our fed by Fate, to take 
fast 

And then desfKiil our lives, 

(jyria. My love, fear n<n. 

We have found each other, and no power 
has strength 

To put our lives asunrlcr. 

Asapi. Thti 1 seal 

Our contract with a kiss. htr. 
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(/rrifi. ( )b, happiness ! That never had I looked upon a 

Ti'i love and to be loved ! And yet womaJi 

iiicthinks With thought of love before, though it 

Love is not always thus. To some he may be 

l>rings That some had thought of me, being a 

Deep disappointment only, and the Prince 

pain And heir of Posphorus. 

nftivplancholy years. I have a lady Not for Ihpclf; 


Who loves, but is unloved. Poor soul! ' That could not be. Deceiver ! 


she lives 


.'1 h 1 ». 


Nay, indeed ! 


.\ weary life*. Sfune youth of llosphorus i/j-ita. Oh, thou dear youth I 


Stole her poor heart. 


.isan. 


1 weary for the day 


,‘Ua/i. Of llosphoriis saidst thou? j When we our null uni love sh.all crown 
And her name is? > with marriage. 

f/^vw. Irene. Didst tlmu know J (#>/./. Not yet, niy love, we arc so 
her ? ; happy now. 

.Ititfi. Nay, h)vc, or if I (lid r have ' J-uin. lltut happier then, dear 
forgot hci. ; tlycw. 

(fi’c/ft. Poor soul! to-day when lii>t ! Crjffiia, Nay, 1 know not 

we met, she saw ! If I could bear it and live, Put hark, 

Her lover ’midst ihy tr.ain and swooned my love ! 

away. i The music ceases, and the sated guests 

jisart. Poor heart I 1’his shall be Will soon l>e sped. Thou must resume 
seen to. 'Pell me, Clycin, f thy pKacc 

Didst love me at tii>t sight ? ! t)f honour for a little. I roust go, 

(7yfi(t. I'nrcasonuMc, | If my reluctant faet will bear me 


To bid roe tell w'hat well thou knowest 


hence, 


already. I To dream of thee the livelong night. 

Thou know’st I did. And when did j Farewell, 

love take thee f *1 I'aicw’cll till morning. All the saints 

Asitn. I was w rapt up in spleen and of he wen 

haughty pride, .' If.'tve thee in keeping ! 

\V hen, looking up, a great contentment ; Asa». Go not yet, iny sweet; 

took me, I And yet I lud thee go. Upon thy lips 

Shed from Ihy gracious eyes. Nought 1 I set love’s .seal, thus, thus. 

else I saw, , [AVxjw Aer. They embrace* 

Than thy dear self. j Good night 1 

And hadst thou ever loved ? } 6>vir. Good night! 

Asm. VlcvcT, dear tlycia. I i£xti GvciA. 

1 have Ivecn so rapt in wrorlike enter* ; 

prises ; EnA’i Irene ustfitredwd. 

Or in the nimble chase, all my youth | Aftin. Ah, sweetest, best of womeii I 

paragon 
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Of all thy sex, since first thy ancestress 

Helen, the curse of cities and of men, 

Marslialled the hosts of Greece I But 
she brought discord; 

Thou, by thy albcoiniielting ssvoetriess, 
peace 

And harmony for strife. What have 
I dune, 

1 a rough soldier, like a thousand others 

Upon our widespread plains, to have 
won this (lower 

Of womanhood—this jewel for the 
front 

Of knightly piidc to we.ir, and, wear¬ 
ing it, 

I.el all things else go by.- To think 
(hat 1, 

I'iXiI that I was,only a few hours since, 

Bemoaned the lot which brought me 


/rr. Ay, my lord, 

For wc have lived It^ethcr all our 
lives; 

I could not choose but love, 

,'//«!//. Well said indeetL 

Tell me, and have I seen thy face 
before ? 

A something in it haunts me. 

ftv. Ay, my lord. 

Am I forgot so swn? 

/■/-MM. Indeed ! Thy name ? 

Where have I seen thee ? 

/n\ Where? Dost thou, then, ask? 
,/f.rr/. Ay; in good truth, my 
treacherous memory 
Betrays me here. 

/rf. 'I’hou mayest well forget 

My name, if thou hast rjuite forgot its 
owner. 


f 

here and bade me | 

lx;a\e my own land, which now sinks ) 
fathoms ileep j 

Beyond my memory’s depths, and scarce i 
W'ould deign * 

To oltcy thee, (rest of fathers, when ihy 
wis<]om *' ^ 

Designed to make i)ie blest ! Was ever j 
woman ' 

So gracious ‘and iio comely ? Ami I ] 
scorned her ; 


1 am called Irene. 

.Strange ! the very name 
My lady did relate to me as her^ 

Who bear* a ho])cIe**‘4 love. Weep 
not, good lady ; 
lake comfort. Heaven is kind. 

/ft. Nay, my good lord, 

What comfort? He I lose loves not 
again, 

Or not me, but an^rthcr. 


Asan, 


Ah, f>oor lady ! 


For her Greek blood and love It I pity you indeed, now 1 have known 
liberty I True recompense of love. 

Fool 1 purblind fool! there is no other thou say pity i 

like her; , And pity as they tell’s akin to love. 

I glory being her slave. 'Vhat comforti^ is for me, my Lord 

/rent. 1 pray you, {uirdon me, my Asandcr, '' 

Lord Xsander. l<>ve one so exalted in estate 


1 seek the Lady Gycia j is she ht^fe ? j That all re(um of honourable love 
Amk. No. tnadam ; she has gone, 1 Were liotrelcss, as if I should dare to 
and withiier taken j 

The glory of tl® night. But thou dost } My eyes ;to Cicsar's self ? What 
^ love her— < comfort have 1, 

Is it not so, fair lady ? I If lately I have heard this man 1 love 
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Communing with hin soul, when none 
se(;mc<l near, 

lietray a lieait flung prostrate at the 
foci 

Of another, not myself; and well I 
know 

Nut Lethe's wuteis can wash out 
w remembrance >. 

d that o'crnuustcring pashtuU'-naught 
ImiI death 

Or hopeless deptks of crime ? 

Lady, f pity 

'I'hy case, and pray thy love may meet 
return. 

//r. Then wilt thou be the suppliant 
to thyself, 

And willing love’s requital, Oh, requite 
it I 

'/'/wu art iny love. Asunder • thou, 
none other. 

There is naught I would not face, If I 
might win thee. 

'I'hat 1 a woman shohld lay baft iny 
soul; 

Diselose the virgin .secrets of my hvait 


Asatt. Rise, lady, rise ; 

I am nut worthy such devotion. 

Irt. 'lake me 

Over se.'ts ; I care not where. I'll be 
thy slave, 

'I’hy Sea-boy ; follow thee, ill-housed, 

1 disguised, 

I Through hard'hipand through peril, so 
! I see 

'I hy fac ‘ s»)raetimes, and hear some¬ 
times ihy Voice, 


Tor T nm sick with love. 

Autn. Lady, I prithee 


j Forget 


these wdd wot 
lli.in man 


I were less 


; nIioliM 1 renu-mlH'r them, or take the 

i 

• \\ hich 'lU nut leosou offers. I knew 

t 

I 'm)l 

I Thy passion nor its object, nor am free 
i To take it, for the vision of my soul 
I Has looked upon its sun, and turns no 


; more 

I To any lowerilight. 

1 /ri\ My Lord Asandcr, 


To one who loves me not, and doth ; She is nut for thee; #he cannot make 
despise I thee 

The service I would lender ! ! Nor thou her. Oh, believe me I I am 


. Asa ft. Cca.so, jil pray you; ■ full * 

The.se arc distempered worths. | Of boding thoughts of tlic sure fatal 


//r. Nay, they are true, s day 

And conic from the inner hcarL Leave. Wlueh shall dissolve in bletod the Ixmds 
these strange .shur^ I which love 

And her you^lovlt. I know her from a ; To-day has plighted.. If thou will not 
child. * i take me, 

She is too m and cold for jps>rtal j Then gel thee gon«r alone, I ttee ^ 
love! * fire 


Too wrapt in duty, and jpgh thonghts j Which burns more ficrcg than love, and 
of State, I it consi^ea thee. 

Artemis and Athene fused in one. Fly WKk me, or alon<;^but fly. 

Ever to throw her life ^d maiden Asan. # Irene, 

^harne Passion distracts thy brain. 1 iHny 

As I do at thy feet. [AW/x. i you, seek 
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Some mutual love as I. My heart is 
(ixed, 

And gone beyond recall. - [£xi/» 

Enter Theodorus unsmu 

Ire, {•i\'etping passhnately). Dis¬ 
graced ! betrayed I 

Rejected ! All the madness of niy 
love 

Flung liacV upon me, as one spurna a 
gift 

Who scorns the giver. That 1 love 
him still, 

And cannot hate her who has tubbed 
me of Itim ! 

[ shall go maef with shame f 
7%eo. Great ll«av<en \ sister. 

What wonls are these I hear? My 
fatiicr’s daughter 

Confessing to her shame! [iRLsr. uwps 
Come, tell me, woman ; 

I nm thy brr>thcr .and proiccloi, tell 
me 

What mean these words ? 

/rv. 'Nay, nay, I cannot, bniiher. 

They mean not illiat ^cy seem, indeed 
they 4b nol, ^ 

TAea. They mean iMtt what they 
scent f Tliou hast l>cen long 

In Bosphorus, and ofttimtSl at the Court 

Hast seen the Prince. When he to-day 
coihef^ithar^ ^ 

Thou swooncst at'the I, Reck* 

'^gthcet j ^ 

Find,thee at night alone, he having left 

Lamenting '^r thy shame. Would->t 
. haw nuaxnredit * 

Thy innocente? S|ltaf^ if^hou bast a 
worrl 0 !^ 

To b^nce protlfs like these, ui let thy 
' silence 

Coiwnm thee. 


IfV. {after a pauset ami shmiy^ ae if 
ealeutafing consequences). Then 
do 1 keep silence, brother, 

And let thy vengeance falU 

T/teo. Oh, lung-dead moth^,' 

Who nuyp, art w'ith the |rinls^ shut fast 
thy cars , 

Ag.'iinst thy daughter’s shame ! 'Pke-se 
.are the things ■? 

That make it paiit to live : all precious 
gifts, 

Honour, oWrvance, virtue, Hung aw.ay 
For one o^rmastering paasiun. Why 
aie we 

Above the brute so far, if we keep still 
The weakness nf the brute ? Go froRf 
* ‘ my sight, 

Thou vile, (lograded wretch. For him 
whohc cruft 

And. wickcdnes>> has wronged thee, 
ihisl swear-- 

1 will kill him. if J can, or be shall 
me. 

1 will caA on him to draw, an<l make 
.V my sword 

Red with a'^llain’s hlooii. 

/re, {eager/y). Nay, nay, iny 
brother, 

Ttcat wou^ proclaim my shame ; and 
shouMst fhou slay him, 

Thou wouKist l>reak thy larly’s heart. 

Doth me so love him? 
/re. Ay, passionately .^brother. 
rAeo, just Heaven 

And oh, confdiiRi tyofltS! 

Howare we fettered ht!|f! 1 may not 
kill * 

A fillatn irho has done my sister 
wrong, 

Since she 1 love has given her heart to 

hitnui 

And hangs upon his life. I would not 
pain 
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Gycia with the .smallest, feeblest 
pang 

I'hat wrings a chiUlisli heart, fur all the 
jt • worl(i„, ^ 

thvil!l, to kill her lovcj though 
•, kilfing him 

'Would rid the world<4|^ and 

would leave ^ .i,. 

4i|^ lady free to love? 'Illvcr^i^ot 
love’s |*arl 

Tu pain her thus, for the wealth 
and powes ^ 

Of nil the wofld heaped up. I tell 
thee, sister, 

Thy paramour is safe—I will not .seek 
do him hurt; but tliou shah so to* 

To niy llithyniiin castle, llaply^ thence, 
After long petiaiictij^iiKid^pcIiise dojUj^ 
Thou umysi leturn, and tjpay 
once more ^ 

To see my sister's faco^'- 
/fv. Faiewcl^ iB|l, bjrothwr'^ 

1 do obey ; I bide occasion,'Waiting 
For what the years may bri^, 

7’Am, KcfMni thy sin. 


,, ACT Hi. '"" " 

SiCENE I.—Chirson, yeaks 

“ ARntK. TlV t'ALACR or LaMA* 

•“ CfltlTS. 

AsASltm and Gyi;ia.« 

What 4a9r4k i[hia^Aaand^!!' 
Const tibu tell m«# « < ^ 

Asoh, Not I, my love. All 
ore now alike ; ♦ 

lire weeks fleet by, the days eqaivolent 

Strung on o golaen threadjp 
Cytia, Thou corel^ darling! 

I did not ask thee of the calendar. 


Dost think a merchant's daughter knows 
nut that ? 

Nay, nay; I only asked thee if thou 
knewest 

If aught upon this tlay liad ever brought 
Some great change to thee. 

A tan. Sweetest, dearest wife, 

Our marriage ! Thinkest thou I should 
forget, 

Ay, though the cliills of age had froze 

jbnin, 

That day qI afl my life? 

I>(>st thou regret it ? 
I i/iitti thou dost not, but 'tis sweet to 

J hear.„ 

'file avowid lipni thy lip.s ? 

^Asart. ^ Nay, never a momt'nt. 

A ml thou ? 

<|ri'i7Vr. Nay, never for a passing 
«■ thought. 

I did not know what life wa> till I 
knew thee. 

Dust thou lemctnber it, how 1 came 
forth, 

LcKtking incuriously to see t}#strangcr, 
And lo! 1 spit^ luy 4o^e, and could 
not unirinur ' ^ 

A of 

.4fan. Dost tbbu renMMfff^er 

How I, a ^fbver^ and h^Rfbrained 
youth,! ^, 

Full of rash jpiv^ ^d pnneely arro- 
'^gancc,^.^ * 

LtAfd niy «|teaMAnA Aw <• pHdess 

" coming- ^ ^ 

' •IHilftrtif' a wMlr woiMm «n|p. « 
Asan.* * * An0 uRffi tamed 
the fiml^lance ? ^ m 

Gyeiau W'llafi are vRt lovers still, 
Aflci;,tww years of maifeiage I ^ 

Amn^ ’Ts it tweff 

Or twenty ? By my tUth, I kt 
which, 
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Far happy liven {j^lidc oa like .senwtud It may be, I have )uis.*<e<i the clear, bifis# 
streanih. nir 

Which kee]t their peaceful anil un- Of the free plains; the truinpet>m>tes 


ruffled cournc 


of war, 




So smoothly that the voyager hardly ! When fat against the sky t]^c glipt ^ 
notes J Kgugt ii s 

'Fhe progre-is of the tifle. Ay, two Idl thtt ijliiig sun revealed tl)<f 
ycais’iis, cairfefi 

And now it seems ii day, ik»\v twenty ho'it, the ihiinil 

years, * ' «>nset 

But always, always hapjptiKi; ^ tdi fierce conflicBttg M|uadrons, arni the 


Gveia. 


(iVi lA.f adtj|n<’e 

Wl, my love, i the victorious hiMiai Oh for the 


'VO, I 


vigour 


And freshness of «uch life ! But 




We have known trials too. 
honounMt sire 

Hits gone and left iis sino^ ^ ^ ohosen 

As,in. Ay, hi; had icai>fd 'To sleiepL^jmi lieils of ilown, as Cies^ 

The harvest of his days, and fell asleep might, 

Amid the garnered sheaves. * ' *yi4 live a vwdmaw^ninion. 

f/VAr. Dearest, I kii'iw * Good iny lniJ«bam], 

He loved thee a» a '-on, and .always I lou shouldsl pot speak thus. I would 
stiovc have th«lk''win 

To fit thee for the jilace within oui 'TjKy the Senate, ridv our 

Stifle t ’Hthson's fortunes, 

Which cife day should be thine. Some- Be what^iy father was without the 
times 1 think, iiaUM, 

Since he have l)ccn coveiou» And gain that too in lime. 

Of ihy tlear love, and thee |pini ^Wliat 1 ,Vou would har^lnc 

the labour ifitsigue, and client, aiul pl^ 

Of Statecraft, bi||||^ .iMf^daily manly iht: hjyictcslcr,^ ^ 

tuu> As your republicanfi^ieacc 

Which <i» l^fit Lh|]%n^; and I ^avc ; lips ^ ,gix* 

thought; ^ ^ , And subtle .scheminjji; tt|pties, till the 

Vicimil Aee wiA t|||; ji|filous eyft of foment * 

^ove, , ^ ^ t lp,«ii:ing? Woulil you 

^ThR^iliive n^cd 0&4;hfttMJipe cringe 

QUpkQtcboiy - ^ * * * To^fl%norant mob ^if churls, through 

Creep^pQ whem none else syjpfhec, alKid UfVtnflMft tfikW'tfiL 


desirad = 

If oi^y I might4|bare it. ^ 

“ Nayigpty We, 

l Aifi been happy truly, thouglt some* I 
‘ fies. 



whose sweet voices 
j The roatl to greatness lies ? Xay, nay ; 

A King’s m^anlP^i^ Bosphorus, not 
Chersofl— 

I A Scythian more than Greek. 
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Gyiia. Nay, my gootl lord, 

Scythian or (JiccK, to me thou art more 
dear 

Than nil the woiUl htsidc. Vet \>ill 
'' nut duty, J 

'i'he memory <jf the dead, the love uf | 
■» country, 

'I he priile \)f the great race from which , 
/ we spiing, ' I 

Sillier niy silence wholly, hearing Aiec. | 
It if$ not true that men Atheni:ui4)om 1 
Are of levs courage, less of noble nature, ) 
More crafty iiuHlKsign, lest frank of j 
pur]K)se, "* ! 

Than are thy coimtrynicn. They lia\e , 
^ met and fought them, 

Thou kiiowest with what fate. J'or * 
polity 

1 hold it better tliat^^clf-gwcrned men 
Should, using freedom, but eachewing 
license, ' 

Fare to what chefpiereJ ftfte the will of 
Heaven * | 

Reserves for them, than slmckled by 
the chains j 

The wisest tyrant, gilding scj^itude 
. With seeming gains, imposes. We are 
free 

ip speech, in council, in deliatc. In act, . 
As when our great Detnosthcncs hnriad . 
^ back * . 

Device to the fy’mnt. N«y, my lord, 
Forgive iny o|H.‘n 9;^K'ech. I ha%e ngf 
forgot 

'I'hat we are one in h^'ort and ttiind .'ind i 

Knit in aweet bonds for ever. Put 1 
from thee 

This jauiuliceil humour. 

If State-craft please not, by the head- , 
long chase , p®,, i 

Which once I know thoh Ibvedst. Do 
not grudge , 


To leave me; for to-day my*^ bosom 
friend, 

After two years of absence, comes to me. 

I sh.'ill not feel alone, having Irene. 

Asiifi. Whom dost thou say ? 
Irene? 

(7yna. Ves, the same. 

She was crossed in love, poor girl, dost 
thou remember. 

When we were wed ? 

Aian. (lycia, 1 mind it well. 

Send her away—slie is no comjianion 
for tfiec; 

She is not lit, I say. 

What U’l thou sayest ? 

Thou caniit k|U>w nought of her. Nay, 
I remember, 

When Idid ask thee if thou knewest her 

At llosphorus, thou answeredsl that 
thou didst not. 

AidH. I know hci. She is no lit 
mate for thee. 

Then, thou didst know her 
when thy tongue denied it. 

Aiitfi. How 'lis I knovr %er lMX>t$ 
not ; I foibid '«■ 

My wife to know thil^dftian. Send 
her het^. * ^ 

Gyiia. Nt^y, n.iy, my lord, it pruilts 
nut 

TImu art noi thyself. Ktihcr thou 
. k new '.St lier. .name 

WV.eA we were wedded, or unreasoning 
spleen j, 

Doth blind thy judgment since. Thou 
canst lipt know her # 

Wlw> has been absent. 

Asdu, Sit, Ask no mote, good wife ; 

I give no rqasvm.' « 

Gydaik Nay, indeed^ good husbandf 

Thou luud no reason, and without jjood 
reason 

1 will not spurn my friend. 
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Atom 


1 i>poke but for our good, and 1 will 


Gycia, forgive me ; | 1 am all thine own again. Come, let 

us goj 

Nor s|)are the wealth wherewith Iuh 
bounty blest us 

J o ilu lit honour to the Illustrious dMiS.' 


tell thee 

< b>e day what stirs within me, but to* ! 

(lay _ j 

Ia.'l us not mar our happy memories 1 

Hy any shavle of di>cord. I 

Chy/<i. Oh, my lo\i‘, j 

l*'orgi(c me if I have seemed, but for a ■ 

moment, ! 

• • i 

To fail in duty. I am all, .til thino ; 

I have nought but thee U> li\e fuK ) 

Chihiish hands " | 

And baby v<jii'es ii.ping for their mother i 

Arc not f(<r me, nor thee; but, nlf in ! 

all, ■ , ' ' 

\\*e joy together, Me sorrow togcihet, ' 

and last ! 

Shall die, when the hour come-, as ' 

sumciliing tells me, 

iJoih in ll>e selfsame hour. 

A.utu. Nay, wife, vve are youi.g ; 

Our time is n<»t yet come. Let iis 

s{rc.tk now 

Of mIkiI t knoiv thou holdesl nc.tr thy , 
hearh ! 

1 do remcftfbtSftflht it Mas Ihy wisJi 

cclebrafe thy f.ilhcr's name on 1 ^ 
fame 

lly some high fcMaU If^hy [mtposc j 
hold H-JV j 

For such observance, the sad day Mhich ' 
took him | 

Returns a short time hence; 1 will | 
employ j 

Whatever Mcaltlv. is mini to do him ! 

honour, , 

And thee, my Gycia. Honouring the ! 
sire, 

1 honour too the child. 

GfM. My love, 1 thank thee 

Fofiihis spontaneous kindness, and I [ 
. love thee ; 1 


SCICNF n. “Tiik samk. 

/ 

Mi.cackks, Courtiers; aften^hmis 
AsANDkK. 

Well, my^rd'!, two years 
h.ive passfjCr since mc left oiir llosphorus, 
and I sec no sign of our rduroing 
ibertt. If it M-erc not for th.it deliglff- 
ful l.ady Melissa, whose humble slave 
1 am always (Courtiers I would 

gise .ill I am worth to turn my buck 
upon ihiJTscurvy (iiy and its iqiublicAn 
rreM’. Rut my Lord Asandcr is so 
desoted to Ills fair l.t ly—ami, indeed, 1 
can hardly whmler at it —that there 
seems no hrjpe of our seeing the old 
shores again. I tin night he would have 
l>ccn off long ago. 

i.rr Court. A model husband the 
I'rmce, n p.tr.tgon,pf virtue. 

Court. Well, there is no great 
merit in being faithful to a rich and 
beautiful woman. 1 think I could lie 
as steady aif^ rock under the Hkecou' 
Vlitions, 

y-d Court. \Vcll, mind ye, it is not 
every man who could treat the very 
iharkcd overtures of the fair Lady 
frcnc as he did. And he had not seen 
Ills wife tNhn, cither. No; the man is 
a curious mixture, somcwliat cold, and 
altogether constant, and that is not a 
bad comlnitation to keep a man straight 
with the sex. Poor soul 1 do you re> 
member bow she pursued him at lies. 
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pliorus nttd how she rainlcil unay at 
the wedclitijj/ They say she is coming 
Itack s[tce(lily, in hci right mind. She 
has been away ever since, no one knows 
where. I’hal solemn brother of hers 
conveyed her away privily. 

Is/ Court, I hate that fellow- a 
canting hypocrite, a solemn impostor! 

2«// Court. So say we all. Itul 
mark you, if the Lady Irene rotnos 
li.ark, there W'ill be mijichief before long. 
What news from Losphorus, my Lord 
Mcgacle.s ? 

Mrs;. 1 h.ive heard a rumour, my 
rd, that his Majesty the King is ailing. 
\st Court. N'iiy, ishc? Then there 
may be a new King and a new t^^lnecn, 
and w'c shall leave this dog-hole and 
live at home like gentlemen once more. 

3r./ Court. 'I'hen would his s.acied 
.Majesty’s removal be a blessing in 
di-guiso. 

2 uJ Court. Ay, indeed would it. 
Does the l*rincc know of it .■* 

Mi'g. I li.avc not told him nu^t, 
having, indeed, nothing eerlatii to tell; 
hut he soon will, if it be true, but 
hero his Highness comes. 

/tutor As AM VKK. 

My Lonl Asaiulcr, your lliglme.ss’s 
humble servant wclcomoi you with 
efTiision. Atc. 

Well, my giHHl Mcgacle-., 
and you, my lords. There will he 
ample work for you .all ere long. The 
I^dy Gycln is projecting a great festival 
in memor)’ of her father, and all that 
the wealth of Cherson can do to honour 
him will l)e done. There will lie 
solemn processions, a banquet, and n 
people's holiday. Dost thou not spy 
some gouil ceremoniat work there, my 


good Megaclcs? Why, thou wilt be 
; as happy as if thou wert at Byzantium 
itself, marshalling the processions, 
arranging the banquet, ushering in the 
guests in due preecdenre, the.shipowner 
‘ before the merchant, the merchant Ih:- 
’ fore the retailer. Why, what could'.t 
thiiu want mure, old Trusty? [I.au;;hs. 

Mrs;. Ah, my Lord Prince, your 
llighncv' is yuting. When you areas 
old as 1 .am, >ou w'ill not scuff .at Cere- 
' numy. This is the pleasantest day that 
• I have -spent since your Highnes-s's 
vveddlng-(lay. I thank you greatly, and 
will do my best, your Highness. 

Asau, 'I'hat I urn sure of, good 
Megaclcs. (iiaid day, my lords, goofl 
day. {iLstunt .Mtr'.ACLFS ami ('ourtiers. 

J’.Kter Mesricnger. 

Mess. My Li>rd Asander, a me-"- 
songer from Bu-^phorus has just landed, 
l>ringing this k-ttcr fur your liiglmess. 
Asa/i. Let me .see it. {A'eads) 
l.ysimachus tu Asander sends greet- 
; ing. Thy father is failiu^/ost, and is 
always asking for his sun. Thou art 
free, and must come to him Wforo he 
dies. I have much to say to tHee, 
j h,axing heard long since of a festival in 
I memory of Lamachus to be held shortly, 
i 1 xvill be with thcc before then. Be 
' ready to carry «ut Ure plan w'hich I 
. have formed for thy good, and will 
; reveal to thee. Remember.” 

I My father ailing? 

I And asks for me, and 1 his only son 
, Chained here inactive, while the old 
man pines 

I In tkit great solitude which hems a 
I throne, 

I With none but hirelings round film. 
Dearest father. 
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I fear Uiat honielimcs in the happy years 
Which base come since, my wamlerlng 
regards, 

Fixed on one overmastering thought, 
have failed 

To keep their wontetl duty. If indceil 
This thing has Ijcen, I joy the time has 
conn* 

Wljcn I may show my lo\c. Hut 1 
forget! 

The fetters honour Innils arc adamant; 

I am free no more. Nay, nay, there ^ 
no bond 

Can bind a son wlio hear" his father’s 
voice 

Call fr<»m a bc‘d f»f pain. I must go 
and will, 

'Htoiigh all the woiUl cry shame on my 
didionour; 

.\nd with me I will take niy love, my 
bride, 

To glad the old man's cye«. My mind 
is fixed; 

I cannot stay, I cannot rest, away 
From IIosphf)rns. Messenger) | Syna, Then, fly to him 

Go, call tl»c Lady (iycia. ' Ai once, and I will foIh»w thee. But 

(/['«//»*•/) Ay, and my oath, I had for- ) st.ay ! 

gotten it, j Is he in danger ? 

1 cannot bear to think what jiitiicss plot | Nay, not presently; 

Lysimachtis has woven for the feast, j Only the increasing weight of years 
What it may be I know not, but I fcMr j oVrstli 

Some dark and dreadful deed. ’Twere | His feeble sum of force, 

well enot^h Gya'a. * Keeps he hU bed ? 

For one who never ^ew the friendly Asa», Not yet as I have known. 

grasp Cyfia. Well then, dear heart. 

Of hands that once were focmen’s. We yet may l>c in time if wc should 
But for me, tarry 


For two long happy years, to turn and 
doom 

Their rily to ruin, and their wives and 
obildren 

To the insolence of rapine? Nay, J[ 
dare not, 

T will sail at <uico, an<l get me gone for 
ever. 

T will not tell my love that 1 am bound 

By her father’s jc.ilous fancies to return 

'I’o Bosphorus no more. To break nty 
oath t 

That were to break if only in the word. 

But keep it in the spirit. Surely 1 leaven 

F(W such an innocent jrerjury keeps nS* 
pains. 

Ihri here she comes. 

/:«/«■/* (Iycia. 

Dubt send for me, my 

lord ? 

.'Unit. Gycia, the King i. ill, and 
asks for me ; 

He is alone .and weak. 


WIio have lived among them, come and To celebrate the honours wc have vowed 
gone with them. To my dead father. This day sennight 

Trodden with them the daily paths of brings 

life, The day which saw him die. 

Mined in their pleasures, shared their As</n. Nay, nay, my sweet; 

hopes and fears *Twere Wst wc went at once. 
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CfcM. My lord, I honour 

^The love tliou Iwarest him, but go I 
cannot, 

T^ntil the fcftfit d«mc. *Tw(>iiM cast 
discredit 

< )n every daughter’.s love fur her dead 

iliic, 

If I should leave this bolenin festival 
With all to tin, and let the enviou, 
crowd 

farp at the scant penurious c<iur(e,sy 

< >f hireling honours by an nb-'Onl 

daughter 

To her illustrious dead. 

.han. {f'urnejtly). My love, 'tv\orc. 
1>cst 

We lH>lh were far away. 

(tj'iiii. My loiil is phased 

T<»speak in riddles,but till roasun .speaks 
Twcrc waste of time t«> listen. 

A sail. Nay, my wife, 

Sueh wouls bevome thee not, but to 
obey 

Is the. l>e«t grace of woman. Were I 
able, * 

I would tell thee all, 1 fear, for tljt<j^ 
and inc, 

Ihit cannot. 

irycia. Then, love, thou const go 
alone, 

An«l I inu>t follow thec. 'I'hc Archon 
Zetho 

C\»ntcs presently, to order what remains 
To make tlie solemn festival do honour 
To the blest memory of Lamachus. 
Doubtless, he will devise some fitting 
pretext 

To excuse thy absence. 

Asan. Nay, thou mu.st not ask him ; 
Breathe not a word, I pray. 

Gfiia, My good Asandcr, 

What is it mores thee thus ? See, heic 
he comes. 


I £itfff ZErIt() and Senators. 

Gycia. Good morrow, my Lord 

Zelho ! We were late, 

Debating of the coming festival, 

And how my lonl the PriiKc, having 
ill new-; 

l‘’r<jin Uusj^horu'., w'herc the King hi>. 

sire lies sick, 

('an b'^.u no part in i». 

I grieve indeed 
'I’o lie.ar thb new^, and truM that 

Heaven may send 

.•^wift comfort t>) his s.«ii. wlujin wCjaft)' 
love. 

Auin. I ih.ink ihcc, Archon, for 
thy courtc.sy; 

An<l may thy wish emne I me. 

l^ycia. ,\iul meantime, sjneo my 

husband's he.art is sore 
Tor his sire's lonclilutol, our pui- 

pose is 

Tli.il he should .sad lo-inorroiv and go 
hence 

To Bosphorus, where I, the festival 
lieing done, will join him hater, and 
devote 

A daughter’s lovi'g c.^re ami tender 
hand 

To sm,>uth the old m.an’s sick-be<!. 

/.ifho. Nay, my daughter, 

I grieve this cannot l»c. The Prince 
Asandcr, 

Coming to Chcraon only two years 
gone. 

Did pledge his .solemn word to thy dead 
father 

That never would he seek, come foul 
or fair, 

To turn from Cherson homewards, and 
I marvel 

That never, in the years that since have 
pa.ss'ed 
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Amid the close-knit bonds of wedded 
lives, 

He has rcvcalcil this sirrct. \Vc who 
rule 

Oitr Cherson know through what blind 
shoals f»f fortune 

Our ship of stale drhes onwaid. And 
T dare not, 

1 frOding the rule which wu'. thy father’s ; 


once, J 

Release him from the solemn pledge | 
which keeps j 

Our several States bound fast in amity, i 
M each from the other separatt*, an 1 | 
* each j 

Free from the perils tangled iriteiconiM* j 
Might breed for both. Iiidee<l, it can¬ 
not bo; I 

I grieve that so it is. I 

Gy<.ia, My l.or«l Asandir, i 

Arc th(;.sc things so imleed ? 


Asafi. Tltey are, my wife, j 

A rash and heedkss piomisc binds me ' 


fast, , 

Which, in all frankness, I harl never | 
dreamt 

Could thus demand fullilmcnl. Who 


is there 

More b»yal to the State than I ? Who 
U there 

Hound by such precious chains of love 
and faith 

As is ihy husband ? If I said no word 

Of this l)eforc, it was that I would 
fain 

Forget this hateful compact. Sir, I 
beg you 

Let me go hence, and when the old 
man^s sickness 

Is done, as Heaven will have it, take 
my word 

That I will be a citizen of Cherson 
whateVr may come. 


Xetkot If the King dies. 

Then art thou straightway King ok,- 
Bosphorus, 

KivOwing the strength and weakness bif 
our State, 

An>l having bound to loee by closc'>t 
friendship 

('•iir chiefest citizens. Nay, nay, I «lnre 
not 

Relieve thee from the plwlgc. 

.Ihih, 'I’hoii hoary trickster, 

Speakc'-t tlnm thus (o me ? XDrawf. 
Cyiiti {hifei-poshi:*), (Irral heavens! 
Asander, 

Knowest thou what llnm dost? (7b 
Zi!,'i no) Pardon him, sir. 

He is not himself, 1 think, but half 
distraught, 

To bear himsidf thus madly. 

1 laughter, the State 
Knows lit protect itself from insolence 
.\ml .arrogant pride like, this, and it is 
certain 

' Twas a wise caution led thy honoiircrl 
4 father 

'i'o stipulate that such ungoverned 

pasiion 

Should be cm off ftom those conspiring 
forces 

From which combincil came danger 
.han, (lycia, 

nearest thou this schemer ? Dost thou 
know indeed 

That I am |)risoncd here, while iny 
lovctl father 

Lies on the l)cd of death ? Dost thou 
distrust me, 

Ibat thou dost speak no word ? 

Gycitt. My lord, 1 cannot. 

The mea-sure which my father’s wisdom 
planned 

For the safety of the State, 1, a weak 
woman, 
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A.m too infirm to judge. Thou didbt Of cold toodmlanccd State-craA. Hear 
n<»t tell me, ' me, old man, 

Asking that I should Ry with thee, the j And them too, wife. ’Twcrc Iwtler, 
bonds .# I ay, far better, 

Hy whiclt thy feet were fcllered. Had ! That I .shouM get me gone, and my 

T known | wife with me, 

I ttever had consented. ITad I gone, ' Than be |>cm here unwiiiing; l»it 

Hreaking the solemn ordinance of Stale, , wcic it belter 

I sh(»uld have left with thee my former j Or were it worse, bo sure I will not 
love, I •'lay 

Arul sailed back hrokendicartod. That i When duly calls me hence. AVife, wilt 

thou grievest ; th*u come ? 

There is none knows as I, but oh, my Gy<ia. My lonl, I cannot. + 

love 1 : Autn. Then, I go alone. 

Though it be hard to bear, ycl is grief i A'fho, Nay, thou shall not. Ho 

lighter j there r arrest the Trince. 

Than broken vows, and blighted honour, J ffiiurds ^7r/VJ/ Asandkr. 

and laws ./rrf//. I'nliand me. At your peril. 

M.ule to sustain the State, yet overset j f/V^rcj. 

Ily one man’s will. Pcarc'sl, we cannot ! t »h, my husband ! (//cc/.f. 

j 

Nor thou J the Slate forbids it. 1 will 1 


pray 

Thy father may,'grow strong again, and 
sit 

Here at our hearth a. guest; but this is 
certain — 

To Bosphorus \vc go not. And I pray 
you 

Make to my lord, who fills my father’s 
place, 

What reparation thy ungoverncti rage 

Ami hasty longue demand. 

Amt, 'I'htHi cold Greek woman ! 

l)f (his, Iheti, 'twas they warned me 
A snuHtth tongue 

And .1 cr»ld heart; a brain by logic 
ruled. 

And not at alt by love. Thou liast no 
pity, 

Kor pity shapes not into sylbgisms ; 

Nor can affection ape philosophy. 

Nor natural love put on the formal robe 


j SCT'.NK III.—A KC»OM IN 7HF TAI At R. 

I 

I 

i iRKNi:; aftenvards 

I 

1 In\ What ! am 1 mad, ojr docs 
! some devilish jMSwer 

i r^issess me heart and soul ? 1 imce 

i 

j loved Gvci.i; 

; I love Asandcr with o'ennastering love, 

! .\jul yet these frequent rumours of dis* 

! sensions 

j .Marring the smooth course of their 
wedded life 

1 thing me a swift, fierce joy. If aught 
befell 

j ‘lo scj>araie thf»sc lovers, then might 
: Fate 

: And Chance open for me the golden 
; doors 

I That lead to Love's own shrine; and 

\ 

; yet I know not 

' If any jmwer might roelt to mutual love 
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That toO'Colcl heart. Ihit sttllj no otiicr ! 
chance 

Is left but this alone : if 1 should forte 
Those loviujj souls apart, then ’twerc 
niy turn. ! 

Am 1 a monster, then, to will this ' 
wrong? 

N.ty, but A lovesick woman only. 


In each wi.sh of thy heart ? If it were 1, 
Aiui'%c my love, I would break all 
hoiids that came 

IJottieon mo and my love’s desire. 

Crj’ti'a. Irene, 

Thou know’st«l^ot what !hou suy'st. 

//V. It may l>e so ; 

/ do not love by halve-,. 


willing 

To daro nil fai' her passion. Though 1 
loathe 

rijose crtMiked ways, yet !ovei| despite 
m)sc!f, 

1 bit O' me relcniles.*, onward. 
hnUi 't 

Ikare-t kuly, 
Why ati tliou thus cu'.t down? Some 
loveia’ (planel, * 

To he interred wish ki-se-. ? 

Cyan. Xny, Iieiie, 

This is no loxcrn quaricl. 

lrt\ Tell me, (iy, i.i, 

\\ hat w AS the eause / 

Gyeia. The King of Jlosphorus 
Is ailing, and desire;, to see his fion, 
Who fain would go to him. 

//V. And thou refusedst 

To let thy lover go ? 

\lMu^hs mockingly. 
Cytia. Nay, 'twas not ho ; 

But politic reasons of the State foibad 
The I'rince’s absence. 

Ire, Well, wh^te’er the cause, 

The old man fain would sec hi-^ -, 00 , 
and thou 
Deniedst. 

Gyeia, I denied him what the State 
Denied him, and no more. 

Ire. , The Stale denied him ! 

What docs it profit thee to be the 
daughter 

Of Lamachu-s if thou art fettered thus 


C\\U. I do not need 

That should it tutor me, who am 
‘■'I blc^t 




» 

I 


\ 

t 

I 

I 

I 

i 


t 

I 


lit i rcr|uilal. I have nought to 
Ic.iin 

I'lom jIkv, who licaiest unrer|uited love 
For one thou wilt not name. 

lif. Wouldht thou that 1 

Sluud i name him? Nay, it were best 
m*l, Irelicve me, 

For me and iher. 

(/V. //7. W’hy, what wcie it to me, 
Thou luckless woman? 

Irf. What Were it to thee ? 

Mole th.in thou knowc*.t, much. 

(iycia. And therefore’lis 

That thou doit date to tutor me to 
<leal 

With the man I love, my husband. 

Ire. • Gyeia, 

Love is a tyrannous jiower, and brooks 
no riv 'ii 

Beside his throne. Dost thou, then, 
love indeed, 

Who art so fdled with duty ? 

Gvcia, Do I love ? 

Ay, from the depths of my enamoured 
heart I 

I am ail his own to make or break at 
will. 

Only my duty to the .State iny mother 
And the thricc-ble».sc<l memory of my 
sire 

Forbids that 1 should sink my .semi in 
hi&, 


2 I) 
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Or, loviiij;, grow unworthy. IJut, Gvcia. What! dost thou dare 

iiiilccd, ^ ! Malign niy husltond thus? I have 

Thou pltailpst his cause as if ihy'^clf j known his life 

did love him. * ! Fr<itn his own lips, and heard no word 

Jn. As if 1 loved if 1 j of ihco. 

(tjfaa. fndml, 'tis well i /re. He did confess he knew me. 

Thou didst not, were he free, hn he, it : (7yaa. Ay, indeed, 

seems, > Not that he «lid the*wrong. 

Has known of thee, and speaks not | /r<\ My Lady Gyci.i, 

kindly words. i Hid t .-ei man e<ii)fe-.s he wronged n 

I know n(»l wherefore. - woinan ? 

ire. Did he sjuwk i>f me ? j If thou believe not me, who am indeed 

Cj/iia. .\y, that he did, ; I)j^graoed, .md ]>y his fault, thtm ottcc 

/re. And wh.it said he.'* : dulst love 

(lycui. I think i My brother Tlietwlonis—send for him. 

’Twere l>cst thou diilsl not know. He is without, and wails me. Ask of*-, 

/re. Tell me, I prithee ; him, 

I can bear to hear. Who h.is long known my secret. 

itWyM. ’Tw.js but a hasty word, Cyria. T will ask hi«n. 

And Ivst forgotten. Thou urcichL-d woman, since thou art 

/re. Hut I prithee tell me, i polluted, 

What said he ? i Wh.iicVr my love may be, go from my 

(tvefti. That ’tweie best I were i **‘Rht, 

alone ' .\nd seiiil thy brother. Then betake 

Than cotumercing with thee, since thou ■ thyself 

wcit not j I'o a tU>se prison in the haunted Tower, 

My tit companion, ; Till I >h.dl free thee. Uul of my .sight, 

y>«’. .Said he that, the cow.iid f ; I say, 

(jViia. I am his wife, I lent'. j I'lioti wanton ! f^.iv/lKKNE. 


/re. What care I ? 

1 have loved this man too w'clt, liefoie 
he saw thee. 

There, llum hast now my seen. I i 


What half 1 done, how have I sinned, 
that Heaven 

Tortures me thiLs? How can I doubt 
this creature 


have lovcil him, I Sp«*aks someliiing of the truth ? J>id he 

And he loved me, and left me, and not s.iy 

betrayed me. i At first he never knew that yiranlon's 

AVas it foi him to l>r.nnd me with this ; name? 

stain? j Did he not aftcrwarils Lictray such 

Unlit for thy companion! If I 1 knowledge 


Iw, 

Whose fault is that but his, who found 
me pure 

And left me what lam? 


Of her and of her life as showed the 
lie 

His former w ords concealed ? And yet 
hoiv doubt 
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My tlear, who by two years of wedded ; Nayt hy thy love I nsk it. 

love ! f Answer gigf* 

IIan knit my soul to his? I know how ; 7<4o». Have roe excused, I pray. 

14'litly I Cyi ia. Then, 1 am answered. 

The world liolds manly virtue, hut I 1 My husband, she afTirms, betrayed her 
hold ! honour 

Thelawsof honour are not made to bind ' In lUisjthorus, and now denies the 
Half of the iac%alone, leaving men crime. 


licensctl 

To break them when they will; but 
dread decrees 

landing on all our kind. Itut rdi, my 
. h>ve, 

I will not doubt thee, till cemviction 
bring 

I'rpofs that 1 dare uot doulit ! 

Iinlcr TtiF.f»!»''Kirs, 

Tha\ My Liuly <iycia, 

I come at thy command. 

iiyiia. liood Thiodorus, 

Thou loved-^t me once, 1 il)ink ? 

'I'/uo. 1 loved ihcc once! 

Oh, heaven 1 

Gyeia. I am in great perplexity 
And sorrow, and I i-.ill upon tliy 
friendship 

'I'o succour inc, by frank and free 
confession 

Of all thou knowcsl. 

Thee. 1 can refuse thee notViing, 
Only I l>eg that thou will .^*'k me 
nought 

That answered may give pain. 

Gycia. Nay, it is best 

That I^now all. E could not Iwar to 
uve 

In ignorance, and yet I fear to grieve 
thee 

By what I ask. Tliy sistci late ha’i 
left me- 

77/cr*. Ask not of her, 1 pray; I 
cannot answer. 


Thou knowest it true. 

7'heo, Alas I 1 cannot doubt it. 

I have known all for years. 

l7yeitt. Ye saints of heaven ! 

Is there m» .slmmc or purity in men, 

N«>r rotun for trust in them/ I am a 
wife 

Who thought she did jmsscss iict 
hu.sband wholly, 

Viigin with \irgin. I haw thought f 
knew 

His irnnost heart, and found it 
innocent; 

And yet while thus I held him, while 1 
lay 

Upon his Ixtsom, nil these happy bouts 

The venom of a shameful .secret lutkerl 

Within his breast. (.)h, monster of 
<leceit. 

Thou never Io\e«l.st .ns I ! 'I’liat I 
should give 

The union.'hed treasure of niy virgin 
heart 

for some foul embers of a burnt -out love, 

And lavish on the waste a wanton left 

My heart, my soul, my life! ^>h, it is 
cruel! 

I will never sec him more, nor hear 
his voice, 

liot die unloved and friendless. 

[Weep. 

Theo. {kmeiing at her feet). Dearest 
Ciycia, 

Thou cans! not want a brother, friend, 
and lover 
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While I auj Ininji- j 

tle.ir, 

Whuin 1 have loved Troni LhiIdhoo<1, 
])Ut away 

This hateful marriage, free thee fu>m 
the bouds 

or'this polluted wedlijck, and make 
lut|)py 

One wh'i will love thee always ! 

J%n/n 1 si V \e nr ■- unper. i /,. </. 

Gj/iii. Rise, 'I'h' t'dojU'. 

I have no love tt> give. I am a wife. 
Siidi vvord^ (hdiomnir tne. 


Lyi, Madam, 'ti.s pity. 

Cycia. Sir, this is courtly talk. You 
came t<» see 

My husband ; I will order that they 
send him 

At once to you. [/.U// (ivci.t. 

/j «‘. I hat was indeed good foriiine 
bi ought me hiUier 

NMii'O Jur lf«\,T knelt to hei. I do not 
w ondei 

Tliat knevi In* di-iul 1. 1t>r she i- 
beaulifti) 

A' Helen’s ..rlf. I'liere eoniOs ->jne 
ditl’eienee 


yVnv, Torgive me, Iletweeu hei an<l As.imleij and 'twcie 

1 know' how pure thy ^,,{(1, ami would stiange 

m»l have thee If t might nut so wt-ik. on'l .is to wi-ht, 

Aught <ithei than tlmu art. 'Mu- broiuh good fuiiune -ctids me, and 

Cviia. I do forgive thee. lo bind, 

’Twas love tonfused lliy icaMUi; but Through that whiJ.i 1 h.ave veen, the 
l>e brave. boy liei husbaitd. 

Set a guarvl on thy nets, thy wortU, thy lo es< suie my will 
thought". 

'Tis an unlwppy w oi hi ! ^ 

[Tnt'.OtH*Ki*s jJ'/.'/n/oJWif iitiii t'ki/, A'.m. I.jsiniacha" 

/iv. Most noble lady, J am rejoieoxl Itr ^ce thee. 

Forgive me if at an unfitting time, /yt. Good my loul, 

Amid the soft ilevoir.s of g.allaiifry, ; How goes the w.-rhl with ihcc ? Th«*u 

1 thus intrude unwilling ; but I seek j art in mien 

The rrinee Asandcr. I Clraver than thou wasl once. 

1 have nought to hide Jstirt. I am ill at me 1 

My husband might not know, s 1 am ill at case ! How does the King 

/■Vi. 'I'hen, thou art, doubtless, > my failier? 

His wife, the I-ady Gycia. Good my ; /.j-.,. Ah" : sir, he is ailing, and T 

Iftdy, fe,ar 

Wiih such a ]>rcsence to become a Will never mend. 

crown, Is he in present danger? 

We would you were at Bosphoru.s. | lys. Ay, that he is. A month or 
Cyrta. 'Tis cle.ar ' less from this 

Thou art a stranger here, or thou | May sec tlie end. 

wouldst know Asan. Keeps he his lied a» yet ? 

That never would I leave my native city : lyj. Kay, not yet, when I left him; 
To win the crown of Rome. hut his mind 
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'rums always his nhsetif son with ■ .lytn. Nay, but *1 were dishonour 
longinjj, ' 'I'o set Mi»on % friendly Slate from 

And %oiiuMime‘i, as it were ’twivt s!ep|» • ambush— 

and w’akiitg, i "I'wcrc murder, and not battle. 

1 hnar him say, '‘Asamler, (di, my; /ys. Art thou false 

son ! ; 1*0 ihy <*w'n land anti to thy dyU)g 

Sliall I not sec thee nvne ? ” father ? 

Jfiw. ()h, my tlear father I ,hijn. That 1 am not; but never 

And <lost thou l<‘ve me thus, who have ■ « tuild 1 beat 

fttrgot thee T’o |)lay the midnight thief, ami 

TTie-.e Iwti long years? lieloeed, lonely , ma'-saerc 

life I , Without announcement ttf legitimate 

Beloved failing eyes ! Lysimachu'*, war 

I must go hence, and yet my lioiitiur j Whom daily I have knftwn. ^^y wife 
bind. me. ! 1 love 

O Cit'fl, which slwll 1 chottse? They ! With all the love of my sou). If site 
do forlnd me - ! seem culd 

The rulei of this place ami that gtiod ■ When any word is spoken wliit'h may* 
woman itnich 

Who is my wife, bnt holiU their cursed T'he safely tif the Slate, think you die 
Slate would love 

More than my hive--1'» go. The Inisbaml who destroyed it? .Ml 

/y\. My jirince, I come | iny heart 

T’o find a way- by which ihnu mai't go Is in her keeping. 

free /i f. It is well indeed 

From that wlli^-h bind’- thee fad, • T<i have .‘•mh faith. Doubtless the 


T'his festival 

To the dead Lamachus will give the 
oi casion 

To set thee free. If thuti do'd dottbl to 
break 

Thy word, yet doth a stronger, straifer 
chain 


I,;Mly' (jycia 

Kclurns this puii^’nfb’Ction. 

/Isan. I would doubt 

The saint,, in heaven sooner than her 
truth, 

Which if 1 doubled, then the skies 
might fall, 


Bind thee—thy oath. Thou hast not 'yhc bounds of right and wrong might 
forgot thy oath be removed, 

To Bosphorus ? j The perjurer show truthful, and the 

^sa». Nay, 1 foiget it mil. ; wanton 

But what is it thou wouklst of Chaste as the virgin, and the cold, pure 
me ? j saint 

Lyf, Amndcr, . More foolish than the prodigal who eats 

The night which ends the festival shall | 'Phe hu^^kn of .sense—it were all one to 
see us { roc; 

Masters of Chersmj. i 1 could not trust in virtue. 
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Lyi. 'I'liou art changed I »aw him kneel lo her; I heard the 

Since when thy sltip set sail ftbm passion 

itos|diorus ; Hum through his v«iicc. ’ 

Thou didst not always think with such Asnu. And she ? What did my 
f«»nd thought lady ^ 

,\'i now ih<m dost. Say, didst thou She did lepulsc him sternly ? 

iin<l thy bride J /.vi. Nay, itidecd, 

1 lean-whole as thou didjit wish ? Had ! Siie Hcpl; was greatly moved* and 
she no lover l wltisporcil to him, 

Krc yet thou caincHt? j ** 1 am a wife." 

Asan. Nay, nay ; I foun<l my w ife j -/.wrw. Timl'c, peace! I will n-d 
A'irghi in heart and soul, ! he.-vi 

/ys. My Lord Asander, , Another word. How link’ ilo they 

Art thou too credulous here? What if . know thee, 

I saw her ^ My white, pure dove ! My Lortl 

On that same .spot, not half an hour , LyMinaohus, 

ago, j Some glamour has milled thee. 

In If.irs, and kneeling at her feet a ; /yf. Well, iny loid, 

gallant j I should iej<lire to think it, hut 1 cannot 

Noble and comely ns a morn in June, ! Deny iny eyes and cars. L not thi> 

Who hiide her break, with p.assionate | noble 

words of love, I The brother of the lady who w'.\s once 

Her hateful Uiarriage vows, and make , At Hos^ihonis at Court, and now atlomis 
him bU'M ' 'Hte Laily tiy<'ia.* 

Who must for ever love ? I Autn. Ay, indeed he is. 

A^uft. Thou ,sawo>t my wife [ /.ys. Wtll, she is near ai hand ; if 

(rycia, my pearl of women, iny life, my ' thy belief 

treasure? ! Inclines not to r.iy lalc—which yet b 

N.ay, nay, ’tin some sick dream ! Thou | true - 

art mistaken. ' ('ouldsi tho'’ not a^k of her if ere your 

Who knelt to her ? | marriage 

Lys, She called him I'lteodot us. i Her brother wa.s eitnmouretl of your 


Asan. Irene’s brother I WIjo was 
it who said 


wife. 

And she of him ? 


We lovetl her without hope ? Lysi- Asaff. 


That might I do indectl. 


machus. 

What is it that thou sawest ? Coroe, 
'tis a jest I 

Kneeling to Gycia, preying her to 
fly t 


But, sooth to say, I would not s)>eak 
again 

>Yith her you name; and it may be 
indeed, 

T know her well, the Lady Greta, 


Nay, nay, what folly is this ? [lauf^s. Who is angererl with her for what cause 


My lord, I swear 


1 know not. 


It is no jest indeed, but solemn earnest, i Might well resent the converse. 
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Lys. rnncf Asaiulcr, | 

There is no man so Mind ns he who j SCKNl-: IV.—TRTCNi!.’h I’RISON. 
closes j 

Ills eyes t'» the and will nnt have I iRtNK : ajteni'ards Asander itnd 
it shine, <»v<’iA. 

As thou (]i>st now. ; //v. To think that once 1 loved 

Asan. Then will I '«ec this la<ly, | tliat Iwujihiy woman I 

Tho»!|?h knowinjj it is vain, ' Ah, that was lon^ ago, before love came 

\Ii \tt A^aniier. ; To tear mir lives asunder. Though her 
/_!'/. J eh) not know , p<iHor 

^Vhat he wdl hear, hut this al least J , Can pi,ntne here a pri‘oner, yet 1 know 
know : \ That I have pierce<l her heart. Oh, it 

That woman loves him, and will lie to ; is sweet 

sow j To he revenged, and know that ven- 

1 li'sension ’twixt these lovvis which j gcance brings 

^ accomplished, i Victory in its train ! If I ha«l powr.r 

The rest is easy, and I hold this <‘het- ; 'l\i make Asamhrjealousofthis wonder, 
son ■ 'I hen q 1) were easy. lUit 1 knovv no 

To make ot mar .at will. Ila ! a good nic.ans 

thought. Wlicn l»y fioin this strait prison 1 might 

I will senfl a nussage lo tin* Lady ; s<»w' 

(iycia Suspicion of her who has never given 

Which shall ensure’!. If she nushkcs shadow of c.ause. 

her friend, . Ittnuidut. 'Khc Lor<l Asandcr 

It is odds of ten to om* some jealous comes, 

humour 

Ila-s caused it, or may grow of it. hnU r Asa.vdkr. 

(/f V/z'c.i. ■ A^nn. Lady, F'grieve that thou art 
“Dear lady, In i|,is place, 

Thou ait wronged ; the Prince A<-arKlcr . And fain vvri.iM set thee free. Tell me 
presently what cause 

Is with Irene alone. .Seek them, and Has brought thee hither. 

! Ire. Ask me not, my lor<l; 

Confession of ihcir fadlt.” | j cannot tell ihec. 

[Summons a Messenger. , Asan. know I must, 

Ho there ! convey ; Xo plead thy cause. 

These to the Lady Cycia, but stay ; f^e. 'Twaji too great love of thee, 

; The love which thou didst spurn, that 
To tell her whence they come. I brought me here. 

Mm. I go, my lord. > Asan. But how should that be so? 

i Ire. The Lady Gycia, 

: Holding thee to thy promise that Aou 
wouldst not 
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Go hence-—no, not to close thy father’s | For certain. Spoke she not of it to ■ 

thee? 

Asan, No wonl I 


eyes— 

T<x»k umbrage that I spoke with!8cant 
respect 

Of such unreasoning and unnatural 
bond 

As that which she approves. 

Asan, I'hen am I grateful 

For thy gocHl-will, and grieve that it [ 
should bring thee : 

To pine a prisoner here, and will essay | 

What reason can to free thee. i 

/re. Thanks, my lord, j 


Jre, Ah ! yet, maybe, 'twas inno¬ 
cent— 

Nay, I believe it, though she spoke not 
of it, 

And ’lis the wf>nt of wives to laugh and 
lK)a.Nt 

Of innocent contjuests. 

Aian. N.ay, she spoke no word. 

Av, And did no other of thy friends 
nl ('herson 


I would that t/ipu vrerl free. I knew , 'I'ell thee? Why. 'iwas the talk of all 
the King, I the city 

And did receive much fatherly alFcction . How close they grew t<'>gether, till thy 
From that most reverend man. T grieve i coming 

to hear | Ami the necessities of Clicr^on turned 

That he lies sick, and would rejoice to ' Her eyes from him to thee. 

tend him | Asan. And does he still 

As if I were a daughtci. ; lk*ar love f«»r her? 


Asnn. lieiulclady, > 

No other voice of ‘>ympalhy than thine i 
Have r yet heard in (*hersi>n, .tnd I j 
thank thee 

For thy good-will. j 

/m 'Tis always thine, my lord, 
.\nd more, though 1 should end my \ 
wretched days | 

In prison for thy sake. j 

Asan. I thank thee, lady, | 

And fain would ask of thee a greater | 
kindness t 

! would that thou wouldst tell me of 
thy brother. 

Ire, My brother ThctKloros ? What 
c^him? 

Asm, This onfy< Did he, ere 1 
knew my wife, 

Bear towards h6t a great though iono* 
cent love ? 

fnr. A great though innocent love? 
Ay, a great love. 


/n. .‘\nd <)iws he .still Ircar Iwve.’ 

.\y, pa-»sionato lo\c. The heart w'hich 
truly loves 

l*m» mrl its love aside for ends of State, 
Or marriage bonds, or what the dullard 
law 

SuiVers or does not' sufl'er, but grow.s 
stronger 

For that which seeks to thwart it. 

Asan. And did she 

My wife return this love ? 

Ire. Ay, so ’twas said. 

Ask me no more, 1 pray! 

£tUer Gycia nnlereeirnd. 

Asm, Nay, by the love 

Thou bearest to me, speak 1 
Gyda, My Lord Asander, 

What dost thou with this woman thus 
alone? 

Asan, *Tweie best thou didst iwt 
ask. 
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Gym, 1 have a right; 

I w’ii be answered. thou didst 

deny 

Thou knewe.st aught of her; then said 
her nature 

Was such I might not call her friend, 


It were ta honour y« to make defence 
.Against a wanton and her paramour; 
Ihu thee, Asander, never will t take 
To my heart again, till thou hast pul 
from thee 

This lying accusation, and diist ask 


or live 

With her within four walls; and now, 
her fault— 

Which she herself proclaimed - penning 
her here 

In a close prison, thou my husban<l 
comcbt 

To comfort her, ’twould secra—to travel 
o’er 

Again the old foul juitlrs and secretly 
To gloat on the old passion. 

Asan. Nay, I came 

Not for this cause, but one which 1 will 
tell thccr 

i came to quc.slion of thy former love. 

Gycia. To (question her nf me ? 

Asatt. To know the cau.M* 

That made my W’ifc, scarce one shnrl 
hour ago, 

Within tny home, when hardly 1 had 
left her, 

Receive alone a lover kuccting to her 
With words of |)as'^ionate love, and 
w'hisiHsr to him, 

** 1 am a wife.** 

Cycia. Hast thou no shame, 

Asander, 

To speak such word.s to me before this 
woman. 

Who knows her brother's life ? 

Nay, prithee, madam, 
Appeal not to me thus; I could say 
much 

On which I would keep silence* 

Cyeia, Tboa base woman, 

And thott poor dupe or most perfidious 
man. 


r.nrdon that thou hast d.ucd with this 
Kisc wretch 
To impugn my honour. 

Asa/t. Thou hast said no wor^ 
Of .'tnswer to iny charge; thy bold ^ 
ilcfuince 

Argues thy guilt. 

Cyeia, My guilt ? And canst 

thou dare 

To j^ay this thing to me? I will s^Ksak 
no w ord; 

Denial were dixgiacc. Sir, 1 W'ili have 
you 

l.e.-rve this place rpiickly. 

Asfjn, Maditm, 1 otjay you, 

\Exif. 

(J)iia. .tiid I too go. \E.xit, 

Ire. I hold ilichc hapless fool'c 

In the hollow of iny hand. 


SCFNli V.- -Ui;jsibK thk i'At.vcR. 

LvsiMAf II US and three Courtiers ; 
ajUn*Mrdt AsaNUKK. 

Zj-r. My lords, what have you to 
report ? Have the men arrived ? 

ist Court, For a week past they 
have been arriving at the rate of fifty a 
day. The ships anchor in clue course. 
At dead of night, when everything is 
still, the merchandise is landed and 
conveyed wclT-dtr^ised to the disused 
granaries adjoirung Lanmehus* palace, 
with good store of arms and provisionii. 

217^ Cmtri, Ves, and by the day of ^ 
the festival we shall have more thmi 
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five hummed wcll'armed men within I must leave this accursed place at once 
the W'ftlls, who, while the people are j and for ever, and must take my wife 
feastiiif*, will bear down all opposing ; with me. Once in Bosphorus, 1 may 
forces and open the gates to the larger | know again the happiness which is 
bridy, who will lie concealc«l in the ! denied me here. I will not stay here 
giaiii'ships in the harbour. j a day. Is there any shij) from Bos* 

/.ys. Docs no one sus[K.’ct, think t phot us in harbour ? (let me aw.ay to- 
you, as yet ? i night secretly, and the t.ady (lycia 

\st Cfiurt. Not a soul. The «tores > with me. 


«fc landed at midnight, ami the place [ lys. My hud, there are many ships 
is haunted and full of noises. ; hrie ftum Bospliorus, but none empty 

^rd Court. Does the I’rinee know ? ' or which can be spared Jtow; hut it 
Lys. Not yet, not a word. 1 can't w.ants but two days to the festival, and 
Uuslhiin with his blind love for bU wife, if thou wilt tarry until then, it may he 
yd Cmrt, What if he will not be > wec.inso.’iriangetbnt either thou mayst 
of us? sct sail fur Bosjthorus at will or bring 

/ys. Then he shrdl In? pnl iimler Bo-pbonis hither at will, 
hatches at once for Bosphorus, and may Asau. What do these words mean ? 
take his wife with him if he pleases. , \'uu spe.ik in ruldles. I care not what 
If? Court, But will he p,irdon the becomes of me, but remember iny 
,loe<l ? honour, l.ysim.achus, my honour I If 


/ ys. 'I'he lad is a good lad enough, 
but weak as water. The world always 
IMirdons successful enlerynises. Besitlcs, 

I am in great hopes that he has so 
<|uarrcllc<t with the lulcr of (.‘herson, 
au<l may be, moreover, st> out of con¬ 
ceit with his w‘ife, that wc can do as 
we will with him, 

2 ud Court, But he prutlent, my 
Lord Lysimnehns, I beg, for we know' 
not how far he is with us, and if he is 
against us now, it may take more than 
we know to keep our heads on our 
shoulders. 

/.ys. My Kurds, yon shall not lose a 
drop of your blood. But here is tny 
Lord Autiuier. He looks cost down 
enough, in all conscience. 

£irArr Asander. 

Well, Prince, hast thou seen the lady? 

Jmm. Speak not to me of her, I pray. 


any scheme .tgainst the State of Cherson 
i*« in your mind, I w'ill have none of it. 

I want nothing of these people, only to 
be allowed to tiiiii my back u|X>n them 
, and their intrigues for ever, and to 
: carry the wife whom I love far away 
I from the air <»f chicane and base deceit 
i which makes thii. Cherson a bell. 

/ tf. My l.urd Asander, thou hast 
i not foigot 

' Thy oath which thou didst swear ere 
; first you left 

' Our Bosphorus, that, come what fate 
should come, 

\ Thou wonldst not forget her. Now, as 
i Kate would have it, 

These gentlemen and I, hearing n^rt 

Of the grand festival which now 
appnmches, 

I Have ta'en such measures as may make 
} our city 

^ Mistress of this her rivat Day by day 
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Ships laden deep vrith merchandise 
cast anchor 

By Lamachus’s palace, and unload 

At dead of night their tale of armed 
men, 

And by to-morrow night, which is the 
eve 

Of the fea-sl, five hundred men-at-arms 
or more 


Place me in open battle, and t care 
not 

For IdtHHlshed; hut this marderotts 
intrigue, 

1 will have none o’l. 

/fj. Nay, ftij lord, in sooth, 

Why think of hlooilshed ? If our 
scheme go right 

I (And nought can mnr it now), what 


In a dark hall, long empty and disused, ! need of bluOil ? 

These fools deem haunted, where the i These smooth knaves, though they 
sounds they make ! fight liehind their walls 

Seem not of earth, and none diaw near i WiiU cunning enginerj*, yet when they 
to hear, see 

Will He concealed. These, when the ! (.)ur army in their streets, will straight 
.. festival ! grow prudent 

lias spent itself, and the <1ro\vj>ed And hug discretion. But, indeed, roy 
cili.u‘n$, ' lool, 

Heavy with meat and wine, are fa>l We have gone too far to pause, and if 
.asleep, thou like not 

Will issue forth at midnight and will ' Our scheme, which makes for thee and 
seize ! for our Slate, 

The guardians of the gates, and throw We cannot risk that thou denounce our 
them open plan, 

To an o’crwhelroing force which fills And therefore, if thou wilt not join with 
the shi()«i us, 

Which tic within the hartiour. For the . The safety of ourselves and of the 
rest, State 

Cherson is ours, thou free to go or slay, , Holds thee a prisoner pent in close 
King if thou wilt; but thii^, my lorfi, duress 

know well— ' Till victory is ours, and thou mayst 

Even if thou hast no reverence for thy i take 

oath, ; The fruit of others’ daring, while thy 

No power on earth r&n free thee from ) wife 

thy bonds i Deserts her doubting and dishonoured 

Or speed thee hence, if still this curs^ | lord 

Slate For one who dares to act and play his 

Keeps its free power. Therefore, look . port 


well to it. 

AsaM, I cannot do this thing. 1 
am no thief 

Or mMni^t murderer, but a prince and 
soldier. 


As a man should. 

"Asan, {after heeitatiOH)* 1 do not 
hold with you, 

That a man’s oath can biiid him to his 
God 
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To do wiial uKi* were wrong. Vet, So only I might wander a» 1 would 

since you swear ; At niy own will, than weary to lie free 

V'our [nil pose is not bloodshed, and my ! From this luvurious cell. Hark ! 

will I t The tramp 0 /armed men is heard. 

Is impotent (o stay your choice, and i What was that sound ? 

chiefly : I could swear 1 heard the incasure<( 

Because I am cast ilow'n and sick nt | tramp of men 

heart, ! And ring of mail, yet is it but illusion. 

And without any tru>.t in (.iod or man, : Last nigfit I thought I hc.ird it as 1 lay 
I tlo consent to your conspiracy, ' Aw.iU- at dead of night. Mere fantasy 

Loving it not. ■ Born of long ‘solitude, for here there .arc 

J.ys. There spoke my lord the No soldiers nor m.-iilcd feet. 

Prince. {A^^ain heard. 

We wdll succeed or die. Hark ! once again. 

Asan. I would sooner rlie. ' Nay, 1 mu-l curb these fancies. 


ACT iV. 

SCKNK I.— Chkrson. Ikkne's 

I'ttlSON*. 

Irknf 5 then the Gaoler's Child ; ttjt£i< 
wards (ivciA. 


J'.ntir Child. 

Child, (iciilic lady. 

dr,\ .Speak, little one. Come 

hither. 

Child, (jciitic lady, 

My father, who U Warder of this 

lower, 

Bade me come hither and a'vk thee if 

Ire, Ah me 1 The heaviness of; *hou wouldst 

{irisuncd tlays ! ' * I should hold thy distaff, pr might 

llcighol *Tis w’eary work in-prison j lender 

here. ! Some other sendee. 

What though 1 know no loss but ; Ay, child ; a good thought. 

liljcrty, ; Bring me ni) »pintdng-\vheel. 

Have everything at will—food, service, j [Child brings it, 

all i J'rt, {spinning. The light is forling 

That 1 should have, licing free—yet ■ fa*t, but I would choose 

doth constraint 1 'l^is twilight, ti thou w'ilt not lie afraid 

Poison life at its sitting ; and if I i Of the darkness, liulc one. 

thought I ChUd. Xay, that I am not. 

This woman’s jealous humour would j With one so gocnl as thou. 

endure, j Ire. Nay, child, it may be 

1 would sooner be a hireling set to teitd | I am not all them think’st me. 

Ihe kine upon the plains, in h^t or Child. But, dear lady, 

cold, Are not all noble ladies good ? 

Chilled through by the sharp «i»t, /m Not aU» 

scorched by the sun, - Nor many, maybe. 
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CUiy, To be sure they are not, 
EUe were they not imprisoned. 

f/T, Little one, 

Not all who pine in prison arc not good, 
Nor innocent who go free. 

Chi/d, * The Lady Gycia, 

Is she not good ? 

/rt. It may lie that she iv. 

’Tis a vile world, iny chihi. 

Ckf/d, Nay, 1 am snic 

The J.ady tlycia is as white an«l pnre 
A^.arc the angels. When my mother 
died 

She did commend me to her, an<l she 
promised 

Ttrkecp inc always. 

/re. Ilul -she .sent me here. 

Chi/d. Ah 1 lady, then I fear thou 
art not good. 

I am sorry for ihcc. 

Iff, So, lay child, am I. 

f 7'*ti tramp cj'armedfeel is heard 

Chi/d, Ah t lady, what is that ? I | 
am afraiil. 

Didst hear the ghostly feel ? 

/re. What heardst thou, chihl? 
Child, A tramp of arinM men and 
ring of mail. 

Jre. Then, 'tis no fancy of my weary 
brain. 

If it comes again 1 roust inquire into it. 
’Tis passing strange. Be not afraid, 
my child. 

’Twas but the wind which echoed 
through the void 

Of the vast storehouses below us. 

Come, \Spinnmg. 

Let vs to spuming. Twirl and twirl 
and twirl; 

Tis a stnnge task. 

Child, Lady, 1 love U dearly. 

My mother aad I would rntbyher 
The livelong day., 


Jre, l)id.st ever bear the tale 

Of the Fates and how they spin ? 

Child, 1 do not think so. 

Wilt tell me? 

Ire, There were three weird sisters 
oni'c, 

t'lotho and L.'tchesis and Atropos, 

Who spun the wch of fate for each new' 
life. 

Sonu-iimes, as I tlo now, a brighter 
thre.'id 

Woven with the dark, and sumctimcH 
td.ack as night, 

Until at la»t came .\tropos and cut 
The fine-worn lifc-thread thus. 

[Ctt/f the thread; the head of the findlc 
rolls away. 

Child, And h.asl thou cul 

Some lifc-tlircad non ? ."TJ, 

Jre. My eliild, 1 am no Fate, 

.Vnd yet I know not; but the sjiimUc's 

henti 

Rolled hence to yomlcr comer. Let us 
.se-ck it. 

Hast fuiiiid it ? 

Child. Nay, there is so little light, 

1 think that it has fallen in the crevice 
Beneath yon paneh 
he. .Stoop and steck it, child. 

I'erchance the panel blides, and then, 
it may lie, 

Wc shall let in the light. 

[Dravi baek the panel and discovers a 
bright lights files of armed men^ 
and A SASHKk in the midst. 
Child. Ay, there it is; 

We have it, w e have found it. 

[Sliding fiasul back agtsin, 
Jre, VtTiat have we found P 

What have we found ? Yes, little one, 
'tis found { 

Run awaiy now-->I fain would be 
alone-" 
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And coiTjc back presently. 

IA 'isitt Child, "who go€s. 

*These were the sounds 

1 Iicard and thought were fancy's. All 
is clear 

As is the blaze of noon. Tlie Prince 
Asunder 

Is traitor to the State, and will o'er> 
whelm it 

^Vhen all the citizens .ire sunk in sleep 

After to-inorrow's feast. Well, what 
care 1 ? 

He is not for me, whether we call him 
King 

Or Archon ; and for these gt>o«l men of 
(Jherson, 

What is their fate ti; me? If he 
succml, 

As now he must, since no one knowt 
the secret, 

’Twill tmly be a change of name—no 
more. 

The King and Oucen will hold a 
statelier Court 

And live contented when the thing is 
done, 

And that is all. For who will call it 
treason 

When victory crowns the plot ? Put 
stay! a gleam 

Of new-born hope. W^hat, what if it 
should fail 

As 1 could make it fail ? What if this 
woman, j 

Full of fantastic reverence for the dead. 

And nourished on her cold republican 
dream, 

Should learn the treason ere ’(was done 
and mar it ? ^ 

Would not Aaander hate her for the 
failure ? 

And she him for the plot ? I know her 
well. 


I know her love for him, but well 1 
know 

She is so proud of her Athenian blood 
And of this old republic, she would 
banish 

Her love for Icss'«ihan tins. Once 
separated, 

The Prince safe over se.'is in Hosphorus, 
His former love turned to injurious 
pride, 

I might prevail! I would ! 

Hf-i'nti'r Ciiu.i). 

Xay, little one, 
We will spin no more to-day. I prithee 

e*’ 

And seek the Lady (lycia. Say to her, 
l>y all the memory of our former love 
I pray that she will c(»mc to me at 
once. 

Lose not a moment. {Exit CliiKI. 

1 (ark ! the tramp again ; 
Ag.'iin the ring of mail. I wonder 
much 

If she shall hear it first, or first the eye 
Shall slay her love within her. 

Entci' Gvci A. 

Gydj. Thou dast ask 

My presence; wherefore is it ? 

//“A tJycia, 

Thou dust not love me, yet woukl I 
re<|uite 

Thy wrong with kindness. That thy 
love w-as falJ« 

To thee, thou know eat, but it may be 
still 

There is a deeper falseliood -than to 
ihcc. 

And thou .slialt know it. Dost thou 
hear that sound ? 

[Tk* tram/ of mett agum kmri. 
What means it, think you ? 
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Cy>r*a, Nay, I cannot tell, j l^>ve<l as a son, whose every thou|;ht 1 

’Tis like the tramp of armM men. | knew, 

Irf. It i«; ; Or det^med I did, lurking in ambush 

And who are they ? | here 

Gyda. Young cituens of Chersoti, \ Upon the eve of our gtrrt festival, 
Maytx;, rehcarsHlg for !t»-rooiTOw’s Scheming some bloody treachery to take 
pageant Our Cherson in the toils? Oh, 'tis 

And the procession. [Ooin^. ' tocr much j 

/re. Stay, thou stubborn woman, 1 cannot trust my senses I ’Twas a 


Canst bear to sec, though the sight 


dream I 


blight thy life? /*e. No tlrcam, but dreadful truth ! 

(7)viti. I know not what thou G^uia. Thou cruel woman, 

wouldst, but 1 can bear it. i How have 1 harmed thee, thoushouldat 

/re. Though it pro\c iliy love a * hate me thus? 


traitor ? 

Gji'da, That it will not ! 

/n. Tlien, make no sound, but see 
what 1 will show thee. 

Look now ! Uehohl thy love ! 
f/’.Vaii'j /w& /tvid, (tnJ ifi'tarer' 


Hut ‘twa» m> dre.am. Why w'as it else 
that he, 

Hut for some hateful treachery, devisct.! 
This festival ? Why w as it that he grew 
So anviuu-. to go hence and take me 
with him, 


Asandrh, nvV// Me sdJien oj Hut that guilt made hint coward, and 
JBos/>borus standiu;^ in line, ' he fe-aied 

Asanuer’s voice heard. i To see his work ? Ob, love for ever 

Asan. ' At stroke of midnight ! lost, 

To-morrow night be ready. i And with it faith gone out 1 what is't 

So/dierx, Ay, my lord. ; rvm.ainH 

\CiVC\A/ol/rrin^ hath, Ikkvk ! Hut duly, tltough the path be rough 
haeh the /anel, and (ivf'iA sets j and trod * 

her haek af:;aimt it, half faini- \ Hy bruised .and bleeding feet? Oh, 
ing ; lRE^E regarding her xiitk > what i > it 


irium/h. 


Is left for me in life but death alone, 


Cyda. Was that my husband? and > Which ends it ? 

(hose men around him • /re. Gycia, duty bids thee banish 


Soldiers of Bosphorus, to whom he j Thy love to his own State, and then 
gave I disclose 

Some swift command ? What means I Tlie plot thou hast di.scovered. It may 
it alt, ye saints? j be 

What means it ? This the husband of j That thou nmyst join Kim yet, and yet 
my love, r grow happy. 

Upon whose hreast I have lain night ; Gycia. Never! For duty treads 
by night I another path 

For two sweet yotrs—my hnshand j Than that Uhui knowest I am my 
whom my fttthet iather*s daugliter. 
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It is m>l mine tu |>ai(lun or condemn; Or make a sign to them, thou die&t tO' 
I'hrtt Is the Stale’s alone. ’Tiss for the night 

State With toiture. 

To hanish. not for me, an<l therefore Ire, Spare him I Do not this 


.surely 


thing, Gycia ! [/T.w'/ GvetA. 


1 must denounce these traitors to the O God, she is gone h-he is lost! and 1 


Senate, 

Ami leave the judgment theirs. 

Jre, yknedin^ti). Nay, n.ay, I i>ray 

thee, SrKsi.: 11.— Room in LamacuiV’^ 

Do not this thing! Thou dost not know ! i m Acr.. 

how cruel 

I. SlMl-craft, or »h.l coU a,«l .t.my i fourtierr; 

: itpn,\xr,u .Vsam>ek. 

Freeze in their jioUlic hrea^ts. ; Iy*- Well, good Mcg.iclc», I hope 

Cyiia. kneerst to me ! you are piejurcd to carry out your 

To sj)arc my hiisbaml ! rhink'^l lliou ; function. It will be a busy and anxious 

I h>ve him hv->s i day to*morrow, no doubt, and most of 

rimn thou dost, ».inton '* | u.^ willglad when midnight strikes. 

he, Gycia, they will kill him. i My Lord Lysimachus, I hope 

Gel him away to-night to Ito^iphonts. i so. 1 have not closed an eye for the 

riiou doNt not know these men ! (two As to the TioccsHion, 

Gxcia. /knos\ them nut? ■ I flatter myself that no bctter-ariangcd 

I who ha\c lived in c:het',on all my lH>mp has ever defiled Itefore C»«ir’s 
davs, ' )'<iIacc. It will be long, it will be 

And trust the Slate ? Nay, I will gel ' spleiulnl, it will be proj^erly marshalled. 

me hence. 'I'herc is no other man in the Empire 

.\nd w ill denounce this treason to the ; who knows the distinctions of rank or 
Senate. ! the mysteries of marshalting better than 

There lies my duty dear, and I will I du. Look at the books I have studied. 

do it; ! There is the treatise of the Learned and 

I fcAr not for the rest. The State is K<.*spectabIeSyminacbuson Frocessions. 
dement : I'hat is one. There is the btc divine 


undone 




To vanquished foes, and doubtless willKntperor 'nundosius on Dignities and 
!l^ means , 'I'idcs of 1 lunour. That is twoi. There 

To send them hence in safety. For ! i> our Lcarnctl and Illustrious Cham' 
myself ' berlain Procopiuses treatise on the 

I know not wliat may come—a In’oken* office and duties of a Count otf the- 
heart, yPalace. That, as no douht yon know, 

Maybe, and death to mend if. But b in six laj^ volomes. That is three, 
fur thee, 1 or, nay, eight volumes. Oh, my poor 

Thou shameless wanton, if thou breathe | bead! And I have said noth^ of the 
a sound , ' authorities on Costume—a Ubntry, 1 
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assure you^ in themselves. Yes, it has 
been an anxious tira«t but a veiy happy 
one. I wish our youn^ friends here 
would devote a little more time to »ucb 
serious topics^ and less to such frivolities 
os %htiitg and i)||^kijag love. The 
Utter is a fine art, no doubt, and, when 
done acconiini; to nde, is well enough ; 
but as for fighting, getting oneself 
grimed with dust and sweat, and very 
likely some vulgar churr$ common 
blood to lMK>t-~pah! it is intolerable 
to think of it. 

1st Court. Ah ! g(K>d Mcgaclcs, I 
am afraid that the w'orld cannot spare 
its soidietb yet for many years to come. 
So long as there is evil in the w'orid, 
and lust of |>owcr and savagery and 
liarbaruun, so long, dqicnd upon it, 
there is rtwm and ncc<l for the soldier. 

iWly. Certainly, my lord, certainly; 
and licsidi's, they are very highly 
decorative too. Nothing looks better 
to my mind at a banquet than bright 
gay facet and lithe young figures set in | 
a stuaiog framework of mail. By the i 
way, my Lord Lysimadnis, it was kind I 
of you to provide our procession with a 
ttion^ detachment of fine young soldiers 
from Bosphorus. 1 have secured a 
prominent pUce for (hem, and the 
effect will be perfect. 1 trust the Lady 
Melissa will like it , 

Zjtf. My lord, you are mistaken; 
there asc no soldiers from Bospboms 
here. 

Miijl, Ball was with the Prince lost 
adgihit, and saw tlkcQi. 

1 tell yoB you are mistaken. 
Thtie aie none here. Do you aoder > 
ata|idline 7 There are none here. 

fw/ Kay, indeed, »y Lord 

v^MqpmUa^ We we^^ trying, with a 


view to the pageant, how a noiaber of 
young men of Cheison would look in 
the array of Bosphoiiis; but we gave 
it up, >ince we feared that they would 
be.ar them so clumsily that they would 
umr the whole effect. 

Afc^. Ah, that ex plains it; quite right, 
quite right. Well, I see I was mistaken. 
But I wish I could have bad soldiers 
from Bosphorus. They are the one 
thing wanting to make to-morrow a jier- 
feet success, os the Lady Melissa said. 

Lys. They are indeed, as you say. 
But, my Lord Megacles, pmy do not 
whisper abroad what you have said 
here; these people are so jealous. 
They would grow sullen, and spoil the 
p.'tgcant altogether. 

Mfg. Ah, my lord, you have a good 
head. 1 will not breathe a word of it 
till the day is done. 

Lys. Tluinka, my lord, and as 1 
know you will be weary with the long 
day's work and your great anxieties, 

I am going to lay a little friendly ooin- 
puision upon you. You must leave the 
lianquct to-morrow and go to rest by 
I eleven o'clock at latest. 

Well, my lord, I am not so 
, young as 1 w'a.-, :ind if 1 have your per¬ 
mission to leave before all is over, well 
and good. No one knows what aa 
anxious day is before me, and f have no 
doubt I shall have earned my ni^t's 
rest by then. But 1 have much yet to 
do, so with your permission I will wish 
you good night. 

\ExU MiOACLts, bowing lato to eatk 
0. with oxo^trakd gatuTH* 

Lys, Poor soul, poor soul t If any 
^bt comes, it would be as emd to lec 
Mm take his part with mett jia U Ordoid 
be if he werea woman cn a ehUd. 
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Asandem, 

Wdcoinc. iny Lord Asander. lltuit 
thou seen our men, and arc they renily 
for (o-morrow ? 

Asatt. I have just come from them, 
and they are ready, 

Rat 1 am not. I pray you, let this 
be; 

Send back these men to night. I ant 
oppressed 

By such oVrinaslering prcs.igcs of ill 
As kafHc all resolve. 

f-ys. My Lord Asandcr, 

It is too late. AVouldst thou, then, 
break thy oath ? 

WouUlst tltou live here a prisoner, nor 
lx;hold 

Thy father, though he die ? Wouldst 
thou thy country 

Should spurn thee as the traitor whose 
malignance 

Blighted her hard-woji gaiu^ ? It is too 
late! 

It is too late ! 

Axoth I am grown infirm of will 
As any dtitnrd, I will go on now 
So that thou dost no murder. 

fys> Why was it 

We came in such u'erwhelming force, 
but that 

We acittght to shed no blood ? 

Aum. I w'ill be ready, 

Though with a hea%‘y heart. Tcvmorrow 
night 

At stroke of twelve, when all the feast 
isdeme, 

And oU asleep, we issue ftom the 
palace, 

Seiae the gaa^ at their posts, and open 
wide 

The gates to the strong fevee which 
from the ships 


At the same hour shall land. The 
citizens, 

Heavy with wine, will wake to fin*l 
their city 

Our own iMfyond recall. 
lys, Ay» that's the scheme, 

And nought c.an jnar it now. Ooo<t 
night, my lord. 

Sleep well; there i.s much to do. 

Axan. GoOil night, my lords 1 

f/l>f/ Asaxdkr. 
lys. No IdooJshctl I W’hy, what 
fools love makes of men 1 

1 h.ive seen this ver)* l.ad dash through 
I the ranks 

C)f h< >sti)c ^pearmcn, cut and hock and 
thrust 

, As in sheer sjwrt. There will be blood 
' shed, surely, 

j Unless these dogs hove lost their knack 
; of wue 

As he h.i-s; but wc hn^-e them unpre- 
{ pared, 

, .\nd sh.oll prevail, and tliou shalt be 
avenged, 

My father slain, and thou, my murdered 
brother, 

Shalt be a^*eQged I My lords, fhn 
know what work 

Is given each to do. Be not too 
chary 

I Of your rnenV swords; let them strike 
I sudden terror. 

I Stay all who do resist, or if they do 
» not. 

Vet slay them still My lords, give yon 
good 

T'*-morrow at midn^ht, at the stroke 
of twelve— 

At the stroke of twelve 1 

(A’jvirn/ ammx. 
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SCEKE III.—'TuE GOONCIL CtlAMBKE 
OF THE Senate of Cherson. 

ZETito'iiW Scnalon; afterwards 

GvaiA* 

Zet. Most worthy brethren. Senators 
of Cher&ont 

In great perplexity of mind and will 


tj/ Sen, Zetho* 'tn true. Last 
night, a ciUxeli 

Swore he heard clang of arms and ring 
of mail 

At midnight by the house i^f Lamachtis t 
and Sen. My freedman, coming 
home at grey of dawn, 

Saw a strange ship ufdoad her mcr> 
chandise, 


I summon ye to*night. The Lady ^ And one Imle chancetl to fall, and from 

(Jyeia, 1 

Our Lamachus’s daughter, sends re-^roaninga and drops ofldood ! 

quest, j V'^lScn. Two nights ago, 

Urgent as ’iwcre of instant life and j being wliitc with snow, 1 on 


death. 


the quay 


That I should call ye here. \Vh.it care | the thick-planted marks of armid 

feet ; 

Hut, rising with the dawn, I foxind the 
place 


can move 

Such anxious thought in her, on this the 
eve 


Of the high festival herself Ims foun^lc^l, | Sw-epl clean with c-arc f 
I know not, but 'twould seem the very : Brethren, I know not what 


air 


; These things jiortend. 


Is full of floating rumours, vogue alarms, i 
Formless suspicions which elude the I 


Enter GvciA. 


grasp, 

Unspoken presages tA coming ill 
Wh^ take no shape. For whence j Cyciu, 


I But sec, she comes ! CmM! daughter, 
J Why is thy check so pale ? 


diould danger come ? 

We are at peace with all. Our former | 
foe 

la now CNtr dearest friend ; the Frince | 
Asander, 

Thotq^h of a hasty sjjlrit and high 
temper, 

Dwdls In sn^ dose, concordant har¬ 
mony 

With Ids kwed wife that he is wholly 
onrsi 

And yet though thos at peace, rumoim 
of war 

And da»i(Bl^^ pints beset tis. Is it not 

/ tboi? 

Urtv ye beard aught t 


This is the wont 

I Of women. Clrief drives every drop of 
blcKKl 

I Back to the breaking heart, which love 
calls forth 

^ To mantle on the check. Sirs I hare 
come 

On snch an errand as might drive a 
woman 

I Stronger than 1 to niadnem; t have 
come 

To tell jma such a tale as well mqfbt 
fetter 

My tongue and leave me iq;ie<iehless. 
Pity me 

tf 1 do somewhat wander In my 
ulfcl 
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T» scarce an hoar a£;o> that in my 
house, 

Drawing; some secret panel in the wait, 

1 saw the long hall filled with arm^l 
men 

Of Hosphornii, and at their head—O 
Heaven, 

I eannot say it!—at their head I saw 

My husband, my Asander, my own 
love, 

[Senators rise xoith strong emotion. 

Who ordered them and bade them all 
stand ready 

To*n)urrow night at midnight. What 
means this ? 

What else than that these traitorous 
l>ands shall sloy 

Our Chernon's liberties, and give to 
murder 

Our unsuspectitig people, whom the 
feast 

Leaves mipreparcd for war? I pray 
you. airs, 

Lose not one moment. Call the citixens 

To arms while yet His time I Defeat 
this plot 1 

Do justice on these traitors I Save the 
city, 

Though I am lost I 
Zet, Daughter, thy loyal love 

To our dear city calls for grateful honour 

From us w'ho rule. In thy young veins 
the blood 

Uf patriot Lamachus flows to-day as 
strong 

As once tt did in his; nay, the warm 
tide 

Which stirred the Ups of bold Demos* 
thenes 

And all that dauntless band who tA ukl 
time 

Cave heart and life for Athens, stUl is 
thiae , 


In our HeUenic story, there is none 
Who has done more than tliou, who 
hast placed love. 

Wedlock, and queenly rule, and all 
things dear 

To a tender woma|i*s heart, below the 
State— 

A patriot before all. Is there no favour 
A State preserved may grant thee ? 

Cyda. Noble Zetho, 

1 ask but this, 1 know my husband's 
heart, 

How true it was and loyal. He t« 
ie<l, 

I swear, by evil counsels to this crime : 
And iuayl>c, though I seek not to cx* 
cusc him. 

It was the son's love fur his dying sire, 
Whom he should see no more, that 
scheming men 

Have workcil on to his ruin, Danish 
him 

To his own city, though it break my 
heart, 

But liarm him not; and for those 
wretched men 

Whose duty 'Us to obey, shed not their 
blood. 

But let the vengeance of our city fall 
Upon the guilty only. 

Xet, Brethren all. 

Ye hear what His she asks, and though 
to grant it 

Is difficult indeed, yet her petitkm 
Comes from the saviour of the Stale. 1 
think 

We well may grant her pnyer. Though 
well I know 

How great the danger, yet do 1 helaeve 
It may be done. Is it so^ worthy 
brethren? 

tSenatois sud msmi. 
Daughter, tfay pftqmr is grunted. 
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G)k*il Sin, I thank yon ; 

1 low yon for your mercy. 




Bid aif good night> and thank them for 
their presence. 


For the rest, 1 Then, issuing from the hwirjuet-luiU, 


1 counsel that we do not rouse the city. 


lock fast 


‘Twere of no use to<night to set our j ’Ihc great doors after thee, and bring 

arms • i the key 

Blunt with long peace and rustctl with ! To us, who here await thee. Thus 
disuse, shall thou 

Against these bandol levies. By to* > S.ave this thy Slate, and him thy love, 
ntorrow-~ I and all. 

And we are safe till then—wc shall ! For we wilt, ere the* fateful midnight 


have lime 

To league together such o'erwhclming 
force 

As may make bloodshed needless, vain 
their plot. 

And mercy posriblc. Meantime, dear 
lady. 

Breathe not a word of what thine eyes 
have seen, 

But be.nr thyself as though thou hadst 
seen nothing. 

And had no care excepting to do honour 

To thy dead sire *, and when the weary 
day 

Tends to its close, school thou thy heavy 
heart. 

And wear what mask of joy ihou canst, 
and sit 

Smiling beside thy lord at the high 
feaM, 

Where all will meet. See that his cup 
is Ailed 

To thebrimf drink healths to Bosphorus 
andCberson. 

Semn thou to drink thyself, hanng a 

Of sttch a o^bnr »iud(ie$ water tdnsli 

fiosy as wine. When aU the stxangens* 
eyea ' 

Orow iieaay» tiben, aome half an hour 
* ortnpte 

FhoNB aiidiriilat^ ^ to go to te^ 


comes, 

Send such o’crwhelming forces to sur* 
round them 

That they must needs surrender, and 
cre dawn 

Shall l>c long leagues away. We will 
not shed 

f A drop of biorxl, my daughter. 

I Gpfa. Noble 2k:tho, 

I thank you and these worthy senators. 

I knew you would be merciful, t thank 
you, 

And will ol»y in all things. 

[Exit Gvcia, 
Bardanes, M Sen, She is gone; 

I durst not speak liefore her. Dost 
thou know, 

Good Zetho, bow infirm for war our 
State 

I After long peace has grown ? 1 doubi 
if all 

The men whom wc might arm before 
the hour 

Are matched in numbers with those 
murderous hordes; 

While in expertenceofarms, in training, 

In everyth^ that makm a soldier 
strong. 

We are no match for them. Our para* 
mount duty 

la to the State alone, not to theye 
pirate 
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Who He iu wait lo alay u« ; nor to one Though 1 approve not, yet 1 may not 
W'ho, wf»man"like, known not our net 


strength or weakness* 


My will against the universal voice* 


Nor cares* if only she might wring a Sieve u« our Cherson. For the rest I 


promise { care not* 

To spare her Inutorous love. But we > Only I grieve lo 4>rcak inir solemn 
have arts | promise 

Wltlch these barbarians know not, To Lamachus’s child. Poor heart ! 

quenchless fires poor heart 1 

Which in one moment can enwrap 
their stronghold 

In one red ring of ruin. My counsel ACT V. 

is, 

That ere the hour of midiiight comes SCENE I.—Our.^ioK Lamachvs's 

wc place I PAi^Ace* 

Around the palace walls on every \ 

gjjjg ! MKGAt i.KS, Lysimaciios, Courtiers, 


ACT V. 


PAI^ACe* 


MKGAt i.KS, Lysimaciios, Courtiers, 
Such .Hlore of fuel and oils an»l cunning | Ciiirens fi/ Chtnon. 

drugs I Mtg. Oh, this has been a happy 

As at one sign may leap a wall of! day. All has gone admirably. Not a 

fire ) hitch in all the arrangements. Pre- 

Impassable, and burn these hateful | cctlcncc kept* rank observed, dresses 

traitors { all they should be. I do not, 1 really 

Like hornebt iu their nest. 1 do not think, though I say it who 

Good brethren all, | should not, tlint the Imperial Chamber- 
Is thif your will ? Is it faith ? Is it | lain at Constantinople could have coa- 
honour, think you, i ducted the matter better. 

To one who has given all, for us to ’ ir/ Cour^ Kay, that he could lutt, 
break j good Megacles. Let us hope that 

Our solemn plighted word P | what reouuus to do will go os smoothly. 

aW Sem. We wUl not break U;; Mig. What remains? Doubtless iron 

We shc<l no drop of blood. The State ! mean the banquet. That it all ArraniEed 
demands it | \ long ago under three heads. Fiitt, the 

The safety of the State doth override j order of entering the hall: second, the 
AU other claim. The safety of the! order of the seats; third, the order of 
Btate \ going forth. 

Is moH than aB} ^ | Lys* DonbUess the last wiB mnangie 

Ail A* d S f im iur r , «e/jl p^/ind «nwr. j itself. Remember, the mdy mdse of 
Ay, Zi^o, more than all 1 ! going to be observed is Ant Ihoa 

Then, be it os yon wBL See, get thyself gone, and all the guests ftom 
therefore, to ft} Chenon gone, fully hidf an hoar ttsiipfie 

Take measuNs that your udil be don^ inldoighL ^ 

not mine. But, mg foed, that is impos- 
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sible; you ask loo muck How long 
do you suppose it will take* at a inode> 
rate oomputation, to get one hundred 
men of in-defined rank out of a room 
with a decent regard for Pi«;e<icnctr. 
Wliy, I have see% it take an hour at 
the Palace, where everybody knew his 
place, and here I cannot unilcrtakc to 
do it under two. 

Lys, My friend, you will gel it 
done; you will waive ceremony. None 
but the Prince «nd ourselves must re¬ 
main within half an hour of midnight, 
and tire ball must be cleared. 

Mtff, Ah, welt, my l/trd Lysinm- 
chus, the responsibility rests with you; 
I will have none of it. It is as much 


I U no time to lose if we wpuld forortatl 
I these fellows. Bnt here oomes Ute 
; procession (o the banquetipg-hftlil*- 
(Citizens £oiNg‘ fe htutfmt two anel 
fUUK ^ 

{h/UA a Ibis way, 

gentlemen; this way, maaters and 
I mistresses; this way, Respectables 1 
{.hwmpttitu's t/h'm to iht eW of tkt,. 
unoahis tht 

in thdUttmu. ReturmtotKO r^ 
anoihef party* Musicians, ttc* 

Etthr Senators, two and txvo* 

1 

{Jtmoing profoundly tkrtx Hmai\* 

I Most Illustrious Senators 1 this way, 
i your Highnesses; this way. 


as my reputation is worth. Rut if I do • 

this, cannot you let me have a guard i ^«/*t MiiLi»..sA and othtr\jxA\i», 


of honour of armed men to stand at J (/b Mkli-ssa) Fairest and loveliest of 
intervals along the hall, t have Isecn | y<iur adorable sex, your fdave prosliates 
longing for them all day. j himself l^fore your stainless and beatific 

Lys, [angrily)* Peace, fool! 1 have i feet {bmtdng low and kissing ^ fingers). 
(old you befun: we have no boldicrs Illustrious Ladies, 1 pray you to 
here. advance. 

[People of Cherson overhearing him* Lys. {with Courtiers statuUnge^arfi, 
\st Cii. Didst hear (hat old man ? A good appetite, my friends. Enjoy 
He believes there are soldiers here, yourselves while ydh may. 

Whence do they come ? and why did Bard. We arc quite ready, my Lord 
the other cbedt him? L)simachtts. Are you not (with a 

Meg. Wdl, my Lord Ly»machu«, sneer) for the banquet ? 
if not aoldievB, mcn-at-amui, and theM Lyj. In good time, in good time, 
thure ceiiainly arc, qnd highly deco- if they only knew. {Aside. 

native too. Bard, {overhearing). If you knew 

sud CU, I bate these Bosphoriant. | all, my friends. 

What if the mstour should be true ? | M^. {rvfuming), I pray you, most 

Puss the word to the eitiaens that they j Uloftriotis Senatoti, to eacnae the 
sleep not (o-ntgM* |f««P thdr arms | absence of a guard of honour, 
leady for what may edme. We are a ^ Bard. Nay, nay; we are peaceful 
matt^ for them, wWevermay be their I peofile, and have no armed men nearer 
dte^pu To-dMnww we wfl} pndie this j than Bo^ihoEtts, aa my Lord Lyeiiim* 
patter p Its def^. | ;^ius knows, lliere are pilenfy in that 

/ »n4 Court, 1>(|!end npon it, there > fovoured Slate, no doubt. 
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Lys. What does this 

innoloncc mean? 1 would (he hour 
were come. 

F.afer Zetik>, with his reiinuf, 

Meg. Your Gravity, Your Sincci ity, 
V'oiir Sublime and Wonderful Mi^ni- 
lude, Your Illustrious and Magnit'icent 
ttflighncss, 1 prostrate myself l>efori' 
Your Altitude. Will You deifin to 
walk this way ? 

Zetho. My lord, I am no C.esar, 
but a simple citiron of Cherson, calle<l 
1|y lay fellows to preside over the State. 
Use not to me these term's, I pray (*f 
you, but lead on quickly. 

Meg. 1 prostrate myself before Your 
Kmincnce. 

Enter AsAiiDER and Gxvi\, 

Meg. {retarnittg). Noble Trince, 
will your Illustrious Consort and your¬ 
self deign to follow me? 

Asan. fiojt good Megactes, will 
you and these gmUemcn go first, 1 have 
a word to say to the Lady Gycia. We 
will 1>e with you before the guests arc 
seated. 

Meg. I obey, my Lord Asandcr, 
and will await you at the door, 
[Megaclis, LvsiMACtirs, and the 
redf pass an. 

Asan. Gyda, theuigh we have luuised 
from amity 

j\Mi all our former love, yet would I 

r»yy««. 

By our sweet years of wedded happi¬ 
ness, 

Give ear to me a inomciit. -It may 
be 

That some great shock may come to 
setoor Uves 
For evermore appit. 


Cyeia. Ah yes, Asandcr— 

For evermore apart 1 
Asan. And I would fain, 

If it must be, that thou shouldst know- 
to-night 

Thai never any wonmn on the earth 
I h id me one moment in the toils of 
love 

Exct-pi my wife. 

Oyc/'ii. What I not Irene’s self? 
Asan. Never, I swear by Heaven, 
She was a woman 

In whom a hopeless |>assion burnt the 
springs 

Of maiden modesty. 1 never gave her 
I'hc solace of a smile. 

(7yeia, Dtwt thou my this ? 

Is thy soul free from all offence with her, 
If thou c.imcsl now to judgment ? 

Asatt. Ay, indeed. 

Free ns a child’s. 

Cyfia. Oh, my own love I my dear! 
Ah no! too late, too late! 

[Emhraaes him. 
Asan. I ask thee not 

Counter assurance, since I know thy 
truth. - 

Gyt'ia, Speak»t thou of Theedor^is ? 
lie loved me 

Before I kne w thee, but I loved no man 
Before I met Asanto, Wlien he kndt 
HiAt day, it was In pity for my grief, 
Thinking thee false, and all bis bwied 
love 

Burst into passionate words, whkb on 
the instant 

1 as thy wife repelled. 

Asan. Oh, perfect woman I 

[They mhrme. 
O God, it is too late 1 Come, let osgo; 
The guests are waiting for ua. 
can Fate 

Devise to vuim{iiIA Love. 
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content. But I we Are the 

Enttrtvx,iruHh» LttK>are««/a.r. n^p-y „Mvin» in Cher- 

mi, hurint/ngp^- tnd straw. , ^ h»„ (he ill fotUMW 

ut J.ai» Well, fricucl. what kind of to l>c sot)er. Am) sneh wine too, and 
day has it been with you ? nothing to pay I 

tnd /jtff, <;>h,(tiA white Hay, a happy ; ind /.afi. Never tninH, ritiacn, wc 
Hay! Deniy of f<to<!, plenty of wine, ' shall be paid in meal or molt, t dare 
rarce shows without end, such pro- ! sny, and we ore bound to keep «tob«r, 

‘ cessions as were never seen—the very ’ lly the way, it is a curiously contrivetl 
model of a democracy; nothing to pay, • li^infire this. 

and everybody made happy at the c.x> j is/ Lak It will l>e the crowning 
jtense of the State, i have lived in I triumph of the whole fe.stivat, the 
Cherson, man and boy, for fifty years, ! sen.ator .said. 

and I never i^w anything to conip.irc I znd ImK Hut who ever heardsofj; 
with it. Here's gooil hick to Lamachus's ! bonfire on a large acalc like this, so 
inethory, say I, and I should like to | close to an old building? Vou know 
celebrate his lamented «lcccase as often i our orders; wc are to place lines of 
as his daughter Itkcs. { faggots ami straw close to the buihling 

lx/ fjxb. Didst know him, citizen ? ; on every side, well soaked with oil, 
Znd J.ab. No, not I. lie has liecn ! and certain sealed vessels full of a 
dead these two years. Time he was ! secret compound in the midst of them, 
forgotten, I should think. They don't ! And just Itcforc midnight we arc to run 
commemorate |>oor folk with all these ! with torches and t«t light to the whole 
fal<)aJs and follies. I Itonfire, to amuse the noldc guests at 

is/ Jjdf* Wcdl, citizen, there is one • the liaiu^uet. 
comfmt—the great |w<»ple don't enjoy j [Ikeke at a windata, nterhmring. 
themselves as we do. Did you ever j u/Jjxk Ah! da yon not sec? It is 
see such a set of mdancholy, frow'ning, t a device of the .‘Achate to startle our „ 
anxious faces os the grandees carried j friends from Hosphonis. The faggots 
with them to-day? Andasforthcl'rince | and straw bla/c up fiercely round the 
and the Lady Gycia, 1 don’t believe | w.iU; then, when all is confusion, the 
they spoke a word the livelong day, 1 suUtance in the scaled vessels escapes 
though they walked (o^Bther. That is | and at once puis out the Are, and the 
the way with these grandees. When \ laugh is with us. Our friends from 
yoa and I quarrel with our wives, it is | Bosphorus know what wc can do in 
hamAier atkl umgs for five minutes, j chemistry before now. 

then kiss and make fiends. 2*id Lah, Faith* a rij^ meriy 

usidJLa^. Aod-Bmey being drilled fay device I Ka! ha! What A head then 
thot-oid fool fiom Bosphorus—** Most bast, citiacnl Wdl, we must go on 
niusttiions, tWs is your proper place; ” with our work. Lay the fiiggots evenly. 
^'lleqiecfAliie dr, get you bock them” vdndaw Great 

If BGACUti), osid ao iorth. God t what is this? 

UtiAt, WeiI,«ayflCttSW>dtohe| We ore doomed to die 1 
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GVCJA 


ACfT 


Good frienilMp 

Know you iiiy brothei, the l^ord Thco* 
doriw ? 

1 have iioincthing urgent 1 would say to 
him. 

I will write it down, and you shall give 
it him 

When he comes forth from the banquet. 

\Disafpears, 

\st Lab. Goinl my lady. Her 
brother, loo, she ealb: him. I go bail 
It Is her lover, and this is nn ast>igimtion. 
Well, well, we i'wr men must not be 
too particular, 

2Hd Ld*. No, indeed; but let us 
get on with our work, or we shall never 
finish in time. 

In, {nctfptarin^y Here it is. Give 
it him, I pray, when he coine'^ forth. 
'Tis a thing of life.and death. 

i.r/ Zrt^. .So thc*y all think, 

Tuor lovc*.sick fools 1 


Which boasts descent from the Athenian 
race, 

Who one time swayed the world, there 
w'as no man. 

Nor ever had been, fired with deeper 
love ^ 

Of this our city, or more heartfelt 
pride 

In liur republican rule (LvsiMACilus 
jwtm), which freeborn men 

Trirc nuvre than life. I do not seek to 
bind 

Those who, long imiitireil imder kingly 
rule. 

Give lo the Man the love we Iwar the 
.Stale: 

j Hut never sb.aU the name of King lie 

{ heard 

• In this our Cherson. 

I 

Lys. Archon, *twere unwise 

! To risk long propfiecies. 

Bani, Be silent, sir. 


In, See, hero is gold for you -- ; 
'Tin all 1 Have ; but he will treble it, 

Tf you fail not. | 

\ii Lab, )»ady, we shall tie here, 
We must be here. Fear not, we sliall 
not miss him. 


SCENE II.—Tite hanquet wai.u 

A4a ZcTUO, 

Gycia* Senators j Lvsimachus, 
and Courtiers Ihtibarm, Mag- 
luitM ^ Ckirwm ai etvts tdkt, 
Asklil3^ tYaiHAClliis, the Cour¬ 
tiers, and Senators mmJUufud xritk 
ttdm, . 


If you would not offend, 

I bid you all 

Drink to the memory of Lomaduis 
And weal to our Republic. 

Lrs. Shall we drink 

Its niemor)’, for U has not Jtwg ho Bve, 
Ifitlicstillaiive? 

Bard. It will outlive thefti 

Tiou hast not long to live. 

Lys. hongtx than thou. 

If swords be sharp. 

ZstAo, I pray yon, gentleinen, 
Bandy not angry wor^ 

Gyeia. My Lord Aaonder, 

Thy cup is empty* Shall I fiR H Cot 
thee? 

Thou lovedat Lamadiut? 


Ztika, I drink to him whose 
gracious memoty 

We celebrate to-day. In aU our Cher* 
son,'' 


Asm, Ay, thatldid 

And 1 love thcc^ But 1 haft dmnk 
encaii^ 

I mustlieq> cool to-idglit. 


ten 




MBIK 11. 


GYCU. ^ 4*7 

Gytia, Kfty; sc«, I fill' Ittht. lirethfen, tHb hour it Ule, 

My 0m to «lrink with thee. j And draws to midnight, and ^tis lime 

Asan. WcU, well, 1 drink, I that all 

But not lo the Republic, * Should rest for whom rest Is. {Tfi 

Gyfid, Ah t my lo>xi, ' Bardanrs Wc must con« 

Tlwrc is a gulf 4|till yawns 'iwixt thee , sidet 

ami me i What cliange of policy this weighty 

Which not the rapture of recovered h)vc ; change 
Can ever wholly bridge. 'I o my dcatl Which makes Asandcr King may work 
father in w** 

I drink, and the Republic J M. {asi/ie). Nay, nay, no change I 

Ip. Which is dead. ; He is a murderer still, 

JSartl, Nay, sir, but living, and i And shall l»e punished were he thrice 
shall live when thou < a king. 


Liest rotting with thy schemes. 
Enter MEGACi.F..s. 


Mtg. 


My Lonl Anandcr, 


I Asm* Good night to all. And 
thou, good Megacles, 

} Thou wert my father’s servant, take thy 


rest. 


A messenger from llosphorus, just i Go hence with these. 

limded, ! -''1%. I liave no heart to marshal 

Has bid me give thee this. i These lUgniiaries forth. My King is 

AsAndrk letter, 1 dead; 

Asm* (rrtwiwjp) “ My Lord, tltc i I am growing old and silent. 

King I 7.eth&. Daughter, remember 


Is dead, asking for thee.” Oh, 
wretched day I 

Had I but gone to him, and left this 
place 

Of sorrow ere be died I 
Gytia* My love, my dear t 

Thou wilt go hence too late. I would j 
imleed 1 

The law had let thee^to. Sorrow like j 

tlm 

Draws parted lives in one, and knits 
anew 

The rmtta wldelt time has made. 

Ip* The ia dead t 

Ay, Bten long live the King of fios> 
pboraaJ 

And more tie ^ 

,, $m4* Tt^ you fhat he wUl live 
,T«»'W4arhistio«»^ 


Thy duty to tlie State. 

Gpiti. 1 win, good S^tho. 

1 am my father’s daughter. Gentle 
Sirs 

And Ladies all, good ni^it. 

[Ejretmt rmsKS ext^l AitANPKR and 
GvciA; LYSiMACHuSMafOmr- 
tier* by ow door^ thm the Cher- 
Ronites by anothtr ojpsite. 

Asm. Dearest of womens 

How well this lair head wUl become a 
crown! 

1 know lUH how it is, but now this blow 

Has falkn, it does not mote me as I 
thought 

1 am as those who come ip toUering ' 
age 

Even to life’s verge, wh^ kts of 
frieod t»c child 
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GYCIA. 


ACT T. 


Touches not deeply* since the dead 
they love 

Prece<l<‘ them hut a stacc upon the road 

Which they shall tread to-morrow. 
Yet am I 

V<>un{*, and thou t(v>^ my Gyctn; ue 
Khould walk 

The path of life together many years, 

Hut that some strange forclKKltng 
troubles me. 

For oh, my dear I now that the sun of | 
love 

Ilcains on our days again, my worth¬ 
less life I 

Grows precious, and I tremble like a 
coward 


The blood of any, since the o’crwhclm- 
ing force 

Will make resistance vain. I never 
liked 

llie plot, 1 swear to thee; but, all 
Idling done, ft 

An<l I a subject, dared not disavow 

That which was done without me. 
but I have forcerl 

A promise that no blood be spilt. 

Cyria. Asandcr, 

I have known it all, and have c1is> 
covcre<l all (Asandirr i/ar/r. 

Thy secret to the Senate I Hut I knew 
not. 

Save by the faith that is the tsvin with 


At dangers I despised. Tell me, my 
Gycia, 

Though 1 am true in h^ve, wouldst thou 
forgive me 

If 1 were false Or seemed false to ihy 
Slate? 

Hast thou no word for me? May I 
not tell thee 

My scaet, which so soon ail men shall 
know, 

And ask thy pardon for it ? 

Gycia, Say on, Asan<ler. 

Asan* Know, then, that soldiers 
sent from Bosphorus 

Have long time hid within our {mltiee 
here— 

t..oiig tbne l>efore I knew', or 1 had 
nipt 

The treason in the bud $ and in an hour 

Or leie from when we speak, they will 
go fbrtlk 

When all the dtticns ate wrapt in steep 

After the toftsome day, and sdxe the 
gates. 

And op«a to the inny whudi lies hid 

On bo^ the ahips without. They irill 
ftOtAed 


love. 

That thou didst foitow only in this 
plot. 

And wert unu tiling; and 1 do rejoice 

Thy hands are free from blood. But 
oh, my love,. 

Break from these hateful men 1 Tbon 
art now a King, 

Thou canst command. Come, let m 
fly together; 

There yet is time! 1 tell thee that this 
plot 

Is doomed to min. Ere the moniing 
dawns, 

All but the guilty leaders will be sent 

Prisoners to Bosphonxs, and thou with 
them. 

I have gained this on my knees; hat 
lor the guilty 

The State has punishments. 

As 0 /t, Gycia, thou wonldid not 

That I should br^ my fahh ? Us a 
King’s part 

To keep fiuth, thouj^ he die. Ihtt 
when they have sdbmd 

The city, then, using my kiai^y 

t wifi ui^ the dee^and nudte afikmoe 



ilOBSB IV. 


crcjA, 




With CbexsoQ, aii4 this done 1 will 
depart, 

Taking my Queen with me. 

C^eia, Then must 1 go; 

1 cannot live without thee. 

Asau, ^ Kow to ruKt, 

If not to sleep. 


Without erne drop of bloodshed. All 
my path ^ 

Shows clear as noonday» and I save our 
city 

And those who with err in inno¬ 
cence. 

Why do I hcduite ? Yet does some dark 


Cjicia, Good night, my love; fare- < And dreadful presage of iniffending ill 
well. I So haunt me that I kuow not how to 

Asom. Kay, not farewell, my love I | face it. 

G)ut'a. Ah yes, farewell! : 1 dare not do it. I must stay with 

Farewell! farewell fur ever ! {£xrunf, \ him, 

Or bring him forth with me. 

[Asnfiifs tht s/e/St thrffufs open the 
doi>rSf and finds ail darkness and 
sHenee, 

! .\Randcr i hustaind 1 

Gycia hurricdljf Jesemds the steps^ j It is ihy wife who calls ! Come forth, 
chmg the ^eeat doors oj the Inenfuct j Asandcr! {Ustens, 


SCKNE III.— OUTSlliK THE BANQUET 
KALI.. D.AKKNICSS. 


hall softly. 


Kay, there U no one there. I cannot 


Cycia, I hear no sound within; the 
lights are gone. 

And all the hail is dark. These doors 
alone 

Of all the many outlets of the palace 

Remain unlocked. There is not now a 
moment 

To lose ere midnight comes, and here I 
hold 

llie safety of our Cherson. Oh, my 
love! * 

1 could not tell thee all, nor recom¬ 
pense 

'fhy Ihith in me, since duty held me 
fast— 

My dntylwhudi idiould also prove tby 

sa^, 

For bow the aotemn promise of the 
State 

Is pledged to hold thee faamikst, and 
defeat 

The ihMlid plot 1 knew wse never 
tidae* 


stay ; 

'J'his is mere fully. I must keep my 
word; 

'llierc's not a tnomenl’s time, or all is 
lost. 

Which is the key ? 

\Cleses the doors^nd locks them with 
a clang, 

I must go forth alone 

To the SenatC'Chantber. I have save*! 
our Chersou 

And my Asandcr 1 

[Totters down the steps and exit 
hurrially. 

SCENE IV.—The Ssnatc-c]<amue«, 

Zetko and Senators; afterwardt 
GvcfA. 

Zetka. What is the hour ? 

Bardemes, It wants five miniitee only 
Tomidn^ht. Think yon idle will come? 
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GYCIA, 


ACT t. 


2etho, I knoiir her. 

She is the sonl of honour, and Vrould 
keep 

Her word if ’twere her death. 

Uard. But would she keep it 

If ’twere her lover’s ? 

Zftho, She thinks not thnt it is, 
Nor should it he, indeed, were we hut 
true 

As 1 believe her. 

Hard. True! There is no truth 
In keepinf; fnith with murderers; they 
must perish I 

In the same net which they laid } 

privily I 

.\gainst a faithful city. | 


A‘w/tT(iYCIA, toUirbigiH^ with Me hrys. 


Zetho. llnil, noble daughter ! Thou | 
hast sa\*ed the State. 

I knew thou wuuldst not fait us. 

Gyda. Sec, gowl Zetho, 

The proof that I have <loiie my p-irl to 
you. 

There ore the master keys of all the 
doors 

Within the (mtace. When I closed the 
Inst, 

A few brief minutes since, there was no 
sound 

Nor light in hall or chamber: every 
court 

Was silent us the grave. 

Sard. Ay, as the grave 

It ts, or wiB be v^n. 

Gyiia. " What mean you, 'sir, 

I pmy yoii> I am bnt a Hoik! woman. 

Full of foreboding teats and dread of 
ill, ' 

And snch a donbt doth ovetapread my 
sou), 

Hearing thy wolds, X think I shidt go' 


Nay, Zetho, he is safe; I have your 
promise 

Thou wouldst not harm him. An over¬ 
whelming force, 

"rhou .saidst, should so surround them 
that resistancdfi^ 

Were vain, and ere the dawn they 
.should go hence 
Without one dn>p of bloodshed. 

Zr/hi\ Ay, luy daughter, 

Such was the promise. 

Hitf,/. And it will be kept. 

f /*’<•// s/fih.'s midnight. 

I lark, ’li.s the hour! .\n overwhelming 
force 

(/•/ red ^litre rising higher nud higher 
ii tmi through the wi»diru*s of the 
Senate ehamher. Confused noises 
and shouts heard without. 
Surrounds them, but no drop of blood 
is shed. 

All will go hence ere dawn. 

Gyia. Oh, cruel man, 

And most (K-riidious work! I Oh, my 
Asander I 

To die thus and through me! 

\A woteiU knockhtg is heard id the 
door. 

Enter Thboiairus m great elation, 
and laENR, who throws htsrsSf on her 
knees, wee/dng, GvciA faUs swooHh^ 
in ZtTiio*s arms. 

Zetho. Whence com’st thou, Tbeo* 
doms ? 

Theo. Straight, my hud. 

From Gym’s palace. 

tetho. Say, what didst Aon 
And w'hat of luOTor has befifien thee 
That makes thine eyes ntaie thus ? 

Tho. Most noble ZeUto, 

Wlnm from the banquet scarce an hoar 
ago 



AdsyK tv. 


cycu. 


1 pfts«edy came one who oflernl me a With strange armed inen» who leapt 


letter 


into the flames 


And bade me read. Tivas from this] And )>erished. Those ivho, maimeil 


woman here, 


and hnrnt, escaped. 


My sbter, ami it told of some great Ktc they could gain thefir Teet, a little 


]>rril 


band 


By lire, which she, within Uie jjrisun j Of citisens, who sprang from out the 


locked, 

l'x{K'ctcd with the night. Wherefore 1 
&|>cd 

With one I trustal, and did set n 
ladder 


night, 

Slew as they lay. The Prince, who 
bore iny sister 

Unhurt tci ground, stood for a moment 
umte. 


Against her casement, calling her i»y . Then, seeing all was lost, he with u 
name, j grf>an 

And bidding her descend. Hut no Stfll>1>e(i himself where wc stood, f 
'Voice came, fear his hurt 

And all was dark and silent the Is morlitl, since in vain I tried to 
grave; staunch 

Ami when 1 called again, the Prince I'ho rushing IiIoimI ; then bade them on 
Afiandcr, a litter 

From an adjacent casement hj«Aing, (’mry him hither gently. Here he 
cried, c-nm-.-. 

‘*I had forgot thy sister. Take her | 

hence; £«/*■/■ CilirenA, Asanuer <*« a 

She should go free ! ” i\nd then, at | ‘tthtutuied. 

her own casement j Gyda^ Oh, my love, thou art hurt! 

[Gycia rtttrvit and listens. Canst thou ftn^ive me ? 

Appearing, be came forth, and in his j i thought to save thee and the rest, I 
arms knew not, 

A woman's senseless form. As the>’ ^ t did not know I Oh, God 1 

descended i Asan. 1 do licKevc thee. 

And now were in mid>air, there came j The fates have led our feet by luckless 
the sound ' ways 

Of the striking midnight, and forth- ’ Which only lead to death. I loved but 

with 1 thee. 

In a moment, like a serpent winged with | I wished thy State no wrong, Intt 1 am 
flt«^ dying, 

Tliare rose from wsU to wall a sheet of; Farewell t my love, farewell I (IVd, 

.. flame, C^a. Oh, my lost love 1 

Wl^ in one instant mounts to the [7%rint*< ktrul/an ike body andkku* 
roof k peanmaifly, 

Vfidlk fbfhed red tca^pms. Uten every ; Zeiko, Poor Boats I Myslmrious are 
emmment teenral the ways of Heaven, 
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CYCIA. 


ACT V. 


And thewi have suficred deeply Ui the 
fortune 

That lH>und their lives together. 
littrd. That dead man 

Would have betrayed our State, and 
thou dost pity! 

So perish all the enemies of Cher* 
son 1 

Cyda {ruing). Nay, sir, be silent. 
*l'is n coward’s part 

To vilify the dead. You, my Lord 
Zetho, 

f had your promise that you would hurt 

me 

Except the guilty oidy, and 1 thought ; 

'Hiat to your word 1 might entrust my : 
life ; 

And one more dear than mine; but now j 
it seems 


Gycia, Farcwdl, good Zetho, 

And all who were my friends. I am 
going hence; 

1 can no longer stay. There lies my 
love. 

I'h^ere flames my fate's house. 1 go 
far off, 

A long, long journey. If you see me 
not 

In life .igain, I humbly pray the 
bute 

May, if it think me worthy—for in* 
deed 

I have given it all—bury me, when 1 
die, 

Within the city, in a fair white 
tomb. 

As did our (jreci.'in forefathers of 
old 


That ill some coward and unreasoning 
panic 

This worthy Setutor has moved bis 
colleagues— 

Since cruelly is close akin to fear— 

To break your iahh to me, and to con* 
fuse 

*rhe * innocent and guilty, those who 
‘ led 

And those who followed, in one dread* | 
ful death 1 

1 pray you pardon me if, being a 
woman, 

Too rashly taking luirt in things of \ 
State, 


For him who saved the State; and, if 
it may be, 

Lay my love by my side. 

and Sens, l>aughtcr, we swear 

Ihat ihou shall have thy wisli. 

Cj’i ia, 1 thank you, sirs. 

I Then, 1 may go. Kiss me, g<iod 
Theodoras: 

1 am no more a wife. 1 know thy 
love, 

.•\nd tluiiik th;'e for it. For that wretch 
whose lie 

lias wrecked our life and love, 1 bless 
the gods 


l*hai I am childless, lest my daughter 
1 have known noi^ht sA State-craft or \ grew 

the wisdom | As vile a thing as she; and yet t know 

Which breaks a {lighted word. | not. 

ZefAa, Daughter, 1 would j She loved him in some seat, poor wrefelii 

Our promise had been kept, and 1 had ; poor wretch i 

kept it I But now I must be goii^ *Tii past 

But that the safety of the State to { midn^t; 

some j {3)nKi/r4wr a ^gger firm TliiObO* 

Seemed to demand its breach. \ 
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I mast go lienoe. I have lost my life | ‘Die State is saved I Lcmg live our 
and love, | Lady Gycta, 

But I have saved the Stale. ! W^o saved the State I 


fS/ais and/alts an Asande&'s ' 

6a<ty, 

Citizens a/ CAi^ph hnrsting in. ^ 

Cits. The State is wived! I^ong ; 
may our Cheruon flourish I 

llr. 

SONGS OF 


Gyeia {rising a tittle), Ves, I have 
saved the State t 

\FaGs h§gk dead, 
Citiu-ns {ui/htmt). Long live the 
Lady Gycia t 

Curtain. 


BRITAIN. 


-K< 


ON A 7'/tA’l '.S7/ S/NG/.VG /X 
^ AUrUAtN. 

.SwEfcT singer of the Sprinj;, vkhrn the 
new world 

\Va« tilled with Httng and hhxjtn, and 
the fresh year 

Tripiiedi like a Iamb playful and void 
of fear, 

lltrongh daisied grass and young leaves 
scarce unfurled, 

Whore is thy .Ii<|ukl voice 

That all day would rejoice ? 

Where now thy sweet and homely call, 

Wbidh from gray dawn to evening’s 
chOfif^ AtU 

Would edio from *lhin cr^pse and 
tamdled brake, 

For homely duty tuned and love’s sweet 
aaike? 

The i|»iiig«thle poaaed, Id^ summer 
aomi ahoiild come. 

The umoda gmt Ihkh, the meada a 
deqjmr hoe; 

Tba iitoy er grosrtlis awelled, loch 


1'hc slinrp scythes .swept .at daybreak 
through the dew. 

I'hou didst not hec<l at all, 

'I1iy prodigal voice grew dumb ; 

\i» more with wing mightst thou be* 
gnilc, 

She sitting on her speckled eggs the 
while, 

Thy mate’s long vigil as the slow days 
went, 

Solacing her with lays of measureless 
content. *’ 

Nay, nay, thy voice wa.^ I>uty's, nor 
would dare 

Sing were Ixnre fled, though still the 
world were fair; 

The summer waxed and waned, the 
nights grew cold, 

The sheep were thick within the wattled 
fold, 

The woods bqpm to moan. 

Dumb wert thou and afone ; 

Yet now, when leaves are $ett, (hy 
anckmt note 

Comes low and halting from ihy donbt* 
fttl fhvoat, 

a ¥ 
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JN A COUNTRY CUURCJL 


Oh, kmely loveless voic£, what dost 
thou here 

In the deep silence of the fading year? 

Thus rlo 1 read the answer of thy song: 
sang when winds blew chilly all 
day long; 

1 sang because hope came and joy was 
near, 

1 sang a little while, 1 made gutKl cheer; 

In summer’s cloudless day 

My music died away ; 

But now the lv>pc and glory of the year 

Arc dead and gone, a little while I sing 

Songs of regret forilnys no longer here, 

And touched with presage of the far- 
off Spring.'* 


With the old Hebrew king lejotce. 
With him grow contrite and repent. 

But when the pole priest, blandly cold, 
. White-winged alwve the eagle bends, 
i I lose the ancient Mi||rds of old, 
i The monotone whicn still ascends. 

4 

I 

f 

I Toi‘ there the village school Is set, 

I A row of shining faces bright, 

i Round cheeks by time iinwrinkled yet, 

I Sntooth heads, and boyish collars white. 

f 

1 

' And through the row there runs a smile. 
Like sunlight on a rippling sea-— 

A childish mirth, devoid of guile; 
Whai may the merry movement In: ? 


Is this the meaning of thy note, fair 
bird ? 

Or th> wc read into thy simple brain 

Kchocs of thoughts which human hearts 
have stirred, 

lliglv-soaring joy and melancholy }>ain ? 

Kay, nay, that lingering note 

Inflated from thy throat-- 

“Regret,” ia what it sings, “r^rel, 
regret 1 

The de^ days pass, but are not wholly 
gone. 

Ill praise of those 1 let my song go on; 

'Tis sweeter to remember than forget.” 

AV A COUNTRY CHURCH. 


The teachers frown ; not far to seek 
The wonder seems, for it is this; 

I A little scholar whose round check 
A stain of gides appears to kiss. 

For some low shaft of wintry sun 
Strikes where Dame Dorothy of the 
Grange, 

In long devotions never done, 

Kneels on tliiough centuries of change ; 

And from her robe’s unfading rote. 
Athwart the fair heads ranged below, 

I A ruddy shaft at random goa, 

And tights them with unwonted glow. 


ITiik engaa peaht, the people stand, ^ 
The white {MToeession fhro^h the aisfcs, 
As is Dur modem nar, de6^ 

In tanks, which pan on cither hand. 

They chant the psalms with resonant 
voice 

These peasaiitt ^our Saxon K^t; 


And Btra^htway all the scene but 
these 

Grows dim for me; 1 heed no more 
The preachers smooth numptonles. 
The chants n^mated o’er and o'm. 

For I am borne on wis^^ 

Far from the Pmeut to ^ Fast $ 
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From ihose which pat« to those which 

htttf 

The root and mjrstcry of Things. 

How many an <dd and vanished day. 

Has gone, she knUding there the while, 
And watching, with her saintly smile, j 
'Hie generations fade away. | 

I 

The children came each Sunday there ( 
To hear the self-same chant and hymn; ! 
The boys grew strong, the girls grew * 
fair, 

Their lives with fleeting years grew dim. j 

Their 'children’s children came and | 
went, 

She kneeling in the self-same prayer; j 
They passed to wthcred age, and bent, ; 
And left the Lady kneeling there. j 

V 

They passed, and on the churchyard j 
ground I 

No more their humble names arc seen ; 
Only npon the billowy mound | 

Yearly the untrodden grass grows green. | 

They grew, they waned through toil 
and strife, 

From innocence to guilt and sin ; 

Thqr gmned what prize was ihetrs to 
win. 

They sank in shame the lo^d of file. 


No chaise, unl^ some change there 
were 

In simpler rite or grayer stone, 

The self-same worship never done, 

And for its very age grown ftJr. 

Great God, the creatures of Thy hand, 
Must they thus fail for ever still 
Thy high behests-to understxmd. 

To seek and And Thy hidden will ? 

Arc Thy hands slow to succour then ? 
And arc Thy eyes, then, slow to see 
I'he toiling, tempted race of men 
liom into sin and misery? 

For nineteen centuries of Time, 

Nay more, for dim unnumliered years, 
Men’s eyes have sought Thy fare 
sublime, 

And turned uncomforterl, in tears. 

For countless years unsullied youth 
Has sunk through grosser mire of 
sense; 

And yet men cherish innocence t 
And yet we are no nentbr truBi t 

And not the less from age to age 
Heavenward the unchangit^ suflfrage 
rrdls 

From hearts inspirexi by holy rage. 

And meek and uncomplaining souls. 


And still the kneeling Lady calm 
Throwa gules on many a childish head, 
And stlR dm seh’-mme prayets are said, 
The a^-«eme ehantf the self-same 
fualm. 

1^ hod tliey 3»een, hefoft as yet, 

^er hnr-eiff gnotdiitev Heed and died, 
Sk MaiEBl had 


Who see no cloud (A doubt o’enpreod 
The fkr horizons of the »ky, 

But view with dear, unfaiHng eye 
I The mofistons of the happy dead, 

I I 

j pb, wcMider! oh, peipleaed thm^l 
i Oh, interdiaiige of good and ill 1 
\ f tt vain, by lifie’a long pain antangli^ 
i We strive to sotve die riddlwstill,. 
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In vain, so mixed the twofold skein, 
That none the tangle may unwind; 
\Vhcrc one the gate of Heaven may 
find, 

Another shrinks in hopeless pain. 

So here the immemorial sum 
t>f simple reverence may breed 
A finer worship tlian might come 
F<jt fruit of some severer crciM. 

Kneel, Lady, blassoned in ihy place ! 
Through generations children kneel. 

To know is weaker than to fuel: 
'Iljough Truth seem far, we know her 
face I 


/y SPftL\G-TWE. 

This is the hour, the day, 

The time, the stvason sweet. 

Quick I hasten, la^ard feel, 

Brook not delay; 

Love flies, youth passes, May tide will 
not last; 

Forth, forth, while yet 'tis time, licforc 
the Spring is past. 

'fhe Summer’s glories shine 
From all her garden ground, 

With 13i» ptankt aroUnd, 

Ahd roses fine { 

But the {fink blooms of white upon the 
bursting trees, 

Ihrimrosfe and violet sweet, what charm 
• has June like these? 

This b ^ time of song. 

From many a joyous throat, 

% Mute ail the duB year lomg. 

Soars dear note % 


Summer b dumb, and Hunt with dust 
and heat; 

This is the mirthful time when every 
sound is sweet. 

Fair day of larg# light. 

Life’s own appointed hour, 

Young souls bud forth in white -- 
The world's a-flower j 

Thrill, youthful heart; soar upward, 
limpid voice; 

Blossoming lime is come—rejoice, re¬ 
joice, rejoice i 


IN AUTOMiy. 


''l>ErAV, decay," the wildering west 
winds cry, 

“ l^jcay, decay," the moaning woods 
reply; 

The whole dead autumn landscape, 
drear and chill, 

Strikes the same chord of desolate sad¬ 
ness still, 

'Hie drifting clouds, the flood.s a sullen 


sea, 

The dead leaves whirling from the 
mined tree, 

The run whieh fiUling soaks the sodden 


way, 

Proclaim the parting summer’s swift 
decay. 

Nosong of bird,nor Joyous sight or thln^ 

\Vhich smooths the wintry Ibveftout of 
the ^ring; 

No violet lurking is its mohsy bei^ 

Not drifted snow-btoom hdftdiai|g 
head, 


Nor kingcttps caipeUngtlm meads wiA 
gold, 


weld; 
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bat thia dall herbage which no meie 
may grow, 

And di 7 reeds rustUng as the chill 
wtndl blow. 

Bleak hillsides whence the hoddled 
flocks are fled, 

And every speaFof crested grass lies 
dead. 

** Decay, decay,” the leafless woodlands 
sigh. 

The torpid earth, and all the blinded 
sky. 

And down the blurred moor, 'raid the 
dying day. 

An age-worn figure limps its weary way. 


^ MIDSUMMER NIGHTS 
DREAM, 

Fak in the west sinks down the Sun 
On bars of violet and gold, 

A soft breeze springs up fresh and 
cold, 

And darkness a transparent pall 
Upon the waiting earth begins to fall, 
And, dttked with lucent gems of orb^l 
light, 

Walks forth the sahtc Night, 

And once again the unfiiBing miracle is 
dome. 

Ineflhhley illimitable, immense, 
Wonder af wonders, mystery of Space, 
Hew can a 6nite vision meet thy face ? 
How shall not our poor eyes, dazzled 
anddtm, 

Whidi see bnt thy vast ehcfe*s outward 
fhli* 

Sink toacl^ before thy with fan* 
pd^nabe? 

' flow ilt^ our foelde voices dare to 
^ hymn 


Thy infinite glories—voloei whkh were 
best 

To mortal loves and earth** poor joys 
addrest? 

How seek our earthly limits to triiu* 
cend. 

And, without halt or pause. 

Soaring beyond the limit of our laws, 
Touch with A feeble hand on glories 
without end ? 

Nay, great are these indeed 
And infinite, hut not so great as He 
Their Maker who has formed them, 
who made me. 

Who can in fancy leap, outward and 
outward still 

Beyond our System and its farthest star, 
Beyond the grenfer Systems ranged afar. 
To which our faintest suni are satellites, 
and no more-— 

Beyond,Tieyond,beyond, and strive to fill 
'fhe illimitable void which never sense 
Nor thot^^hi atone may compost or 
contain, 

Then with a whirling brain 
Return to the great Centre of all light, 
Which doth control and bound the 
Infinite, * 

And, looking to the undiscovered Sun, 
Find all perplexity and long^’ng done, 
And am content to wonder and to adore. 

This *tis alone 

Whidi doth ctmsole and soothe our 
feeble thought, 

Faint with the too great sttain to com¬ 
prehend 

A UiuvecBe,iirii2di bwnt nor soiike nor 
end. . 

Wlwrever timnqi^h the boirndlem 
Astray, 

For ever and for ever, some 
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Of (he great centraJ Sun, the hidden 
Will, 

Attcndi our wandering* still | 

Beyond the utmost limits of the sky. 
Unseen, yet seen, the gace of an Eternal 
Eye. 

No waste of systems lies around, 

But a great Knle by which alt things 
arc lx}uiid. 

A changeless order circles sun with sun : 
One great Will imlscs through, and j 
makes them one. 

System on system, vast or small, 

One greot Intelligence directs them all. 
No longer from the endless mare we 
shrink, 

l.ike those who on some sea-ctilTs 
dreadful brink 

Long to Oing down into the empty air 
And lose the pain of living, and to be 
.Sunk in the deep abysses of the sea; 

To lose the pain of living and the care, 
Which dogs life like its shadow. 

Nay, no dread 
Have we who know a great Sun over* 
head, 

W'hich shines upon tts always, unbeheld. 
How sliottld ottr eyes tiehold what is 
too great 

our imperfect state ? 

How should our minds reach to it; 
bow attain 

WMih a loo feeble brain, 

To comprehend the Unbounderl, the 
Immense, 

Iaoonipi«hen»lde by finite sense 
How thrm^h Um Finite view the 
In&uHe, 

Except by this dear Light ? 

That is the light, indeed, 

Whkh Ughu all souh whidi come upon 
the earth. 


That is the central Sun which on our 
birth 

Shone, and will shine upon us till the 
end; 

A central Will which holds the worlds 
in space; 

A Presence, though lb look not on its 
face. 

Which sows a cosmic order through the 
waste of things; 

A Being, all the beatings of whose wings 

Arc secular wastes of Time ; of whose 
great sou) 

Creations arc but moods, in whose vast 
mind 

Antinomies of Thot^ht repose com¬ 
bined, 

Till those which seem to us as dumgc> 
less laws 

Show but as phases of the Unchanging 
Cause, 

And we and all things fade and pass 
away. 

Lost in the effulgence of the Boundless 
Day. 

Let, then, unbounded Space, 

Sown thick with worlds, encompass us 
we care 

No whit for it, nor shall out dasded qpes 

This waste of Worlds s^riie, 

Which have looked on its Maker, who 
is more 

Than all his work can be, but not the 
less 

DwdU in each human soul that looks 
on Him 

Albeit with vision dim; 

Whose constant Preieime all our Eves 
confess, 

I Of whom we are a pact, and doser fiw 

Than is the furthest, most unmeasured 
star. 
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Than are His great sans, big with 
fruitful strife, j 

Seeing that we are a portion of His | 

; Okce 1 rememijer, in a far^oif June, 

Seeing that we hold )H$ Essence— i Leaving the studioni cloister of my 
some clear spark, ; youth, ' 

Which shines all creation else j Beside the young Thames’ stream I laid 
grows dark, j n,e down, 

And are, iiowever impotent and small, | Wearicil, upon a bank. Twas mid* 


One with the Will that made and 
governs all. 

« ft « « 

And now the night grows thin; 

A subtle air of newness seems to stir 


summer; • 

The warm earth teemed with flowers ; 
the kingcup's gold. 

The perfumed clover, 'mid the crested 
grass. 


Before the dawn, as if its harbinger . The plantains rearing high their flowery 


To prisoned souls within. 

Proclaiming the near coming of the day. 


crowns 

Above the daisied coverts j overhead. 


Then Darkness, a great bird, with raven j The hawi horns, white and rosy, bent 
wing, i H-ith blexim, 

Flies to the furthest w<s>l, ami in her , •phe broad-spread chestnuts spiked 

st«td ; wJlh frequent flowers. 

Young Day, an orient conqueror over- j And while gold-hearted lilies on the 
bead, stream; 

Locks down, an<l all that waste of j All these made joy within my heart, 
worlds has fled; \ and woke 

And once again the Klemal, mystic , The fair idyllic phantasies of Greece; 

Krth I And dreaming, well content with the 

Is bom upon the earth, | rich charm 


And once again the round of whole¬ 
some life, 

The dottfai'dispelling stir and joyous 
strife, 

Chates the dreadful visions oS the night, 

lx4t in the inoeasing light; 

And from the spheres a still voice seems 
tossy, 

** A wiflte„ aiisef adore, behold the Day I 

It is to be^ nor qttestkm why; 

It is mtoiqgh to work our work and ^; 


Of summer England, long 1 idly mused: 

" Andjwcre the tleq^-sel vales of Thes¬ 
saly 

Or fait Olympian beech-groves more 
than lids? 

Or the Sicilian mcods nune rich in 
flowers, 

Where the lost goddess plucked the 
asphodel ? 

Or flowid the clear stream throng a 
lovefier shade 


It is enough to fed and not to know, j Where Dion bathed and rapt Actaeon 

Biihold, the Dawn is breakh^; let us | saw? 

go,"* Or wew they purer depths iditie Byl^ 

I fdsQfcd 
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Till the nymphs drew him down ? Ah, 
fairer dreams 

Than our poor England holds I Grave, 
toil-worn land I 

Poor agl:d mother of a graceless brood, 

With shambling gait and limbs by 
labour bent I 

What should she know of such ? ’* 

When straight I heard 

A ripple of txiyish mirth, and looking 
saw 

Far off along the meads a gliding lH>at 

Float noiselessly ; lithe forms at cither 
end— 

The self-same forms which Phidias fixed 
of old— 

With tall poles, pressed it forward, 
others lay 

Reclined, and all had crowned their 
short smooth hiur 

With lilies from the stream, white one 
had shaped 

Some hollow 1 ‘oed in semblance of a 
pipe. 

Making a shrill faint sound—a joyous 
crew, 

Clothed with the grace of inniwent 
nakedness. 

Then, while they yet were far, ere yet 
a sound 

Of their poor mstic tones assailed the 
sense, 

Or too great nearness marred the grace 
offonn—— 

f 

Polled sudden in a white row, side by 
tide. 

They pHu^ied down headlong in the 
sweet warm tide. 

T1ieu> as I wetad, withm mylelf I 
said, 

**Tbe yom^ Apollo k not Hhotty 
ded, 


Nor can long centuries of toil and care 
Make youth less comely or the earth 
less fair. 

To the world's ending Joy and Grace 
shall be. 


I, toes have been to-( 


in 


Arcady." 


ANIMA MUNDI, 

Oh great World-Spirit, wherefore art 
thou come ? 

We crave an answer, but thy voice is 
dumb. 

Oh great World-Spirit, whither dost 
thou tend ? 

Ky what dark paths to what mysterious 
end ? 

We do not know, we cannot tdl at 
all, 

Only tiefurc thy onward march we 
fall. 

• • « * 

Nay, but before thy throne we tall, we 
kneel; 

We crave not that f face thon shduldst 
reveal; 

We do not serk to know, only to fed. • 

We praise thee not in words onr toognes 
con tdl; 

Though thy hand slay us, we will not 
rebel. 

Wliatc’cr thy wilt desqpi for m, ’lis 

Compute our lives with all tly bound* 
less past, 

Project them bn tly atyaimU Fotuie 
vast; 

Only let all be moged in Thee at last 
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Thtrough crested ferass 1 took my way 
From my Iove<l komc. The sun was 
High j ^ 

The warm air the live-long day; 
No shadowy cloudlet veiled the sky. 

Ttie swift train swept with rhythmic 
tune, 

By endless pastures hurrying down, 
White farm, lone chapel, castled lc)wn, 
Then, fringed with weed, the salt lagune. 

And lost the lamt-Iocked haven blue, 
Thin-sown with monstrous works of 
war, 

And on the sweet salt air 1 knew 
Faint sounds of cheering from afar. 

« « « ft 

Strong arms and hacks are lient, and 
then 

They draw us up the fluttering street; 
Behind, there comes the ordered heat 
Of long-drawn hies of marching men. 

At last a halt; a steep hillside 
Set thick with toil-worn workers stremg, 
(have faces stretching far and wide, 
Fired with the hope to banish w'rong. 

Ah me! how thin one voice appears. 
To reach ao maigr eager minds! 

Nay, for it spe^s to snlling ears, 

And what the hearer seeks he finA«. 

Uiilia|i|)y lidaod of the West! 

Thy brethren them In race and blood. 
Not Uke thee tempted or r^prest, 

Bat died wiA longing for good. 

Fey jtttt is manbond rade knd strong 
^Arntgisieroiia the toiler^ aoal$ * 


When tlicse the ship of State control, 
Oppression diall not Armiish long. 

t • * • 

The crowds ore gone, the hiUside hare. 
The last good-nights at length are said. 
The harbour crossed agalu, the fiitr 
Large star of eve hat^js overhead. 

lire sliadcs of tardy evening fall; 

Lights come in easements here and 
there; 

Through dewy meads on the cotd air 
The wandering landrails hoarsely coll. 

'J'he silent roads loom ghostly white i 
No veil of darkness hides the skies; 

I A sunless dawn appears to rise 
' Upon the stilly charm^l night. 

1 

I 'Hie day's hot concerurse comes to seem 
For, far away ; the eager crowd, 
llie upturiufd gore, the plaudits loud, 
In the cool silence like a dream. 

? 

» 

And idi, sweet odours, which the air 
Of the calm summer midnight deep 
Draws from the rose which lies asleep, 
And bowery honeysuckles fair. 

Oh, perfumed night 1 Some tremulous 
bird 

From the thick hedgerows seems to 
thrill. 

No other sound but this is heard, 

Save ringUHS horsehoofs, beating still. 

i 

Midnight is pMt; there comes a gleam, 
Precursor of the scarofset san. 
Through gray streets hiuhed as in a 
dream 

We sweep, and the loiy day is done.. 

♦ ♦ , ♦ a 
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Men but still shall Nature keep 
Her night's coot calm, her dawn's 
bright glow; 

Unseen her fragrant wild flowers crcep» 
Unmarked her midnight odours blow. 

The long injustices of years 
Shall pass ; the hapless Western Isle 
Shalt dry the age-long trace of tears, 
And show instead a happy smile. 

The wheels of Fate arc swiftly Wnc i 
From p<Hnt to ^Kunt, from change ti> > 
change; 

What yestenlay; was new and strange ; | 
To-morrow scouts as old an<l wont. 

I may forget the shouting crowd, 

The sea of eyes which upward turn, 

The kindling cheeks, the plaudits loud, 
‘llic sympathies which glow and burn. 

Ay, all things change, but hardly those 
Shall fade—the midnight calm of June, 
The coed sweet airs, the night-bird's 
tunc^ 

Hie perfume of the sleeping rose. 


EASTERTIDE. 

Awake, arise, oh Earth I 
Thy honr has come at last; 

The winter's ruin }>a8t, 

Spring comes to birth. 

The world with flowers again 
grows bright, 

And in the ittcreasing light 

Doth clothe htvielf with beauty; once 
again 

A new creation ksues with a statidy 
iraUu 


Oh soul of man, arise 
And keep thy £aster*tide. 

White clothed as is a bnde, 

With calm pure eyes i 
When all things living else rejoice. 

Nut thine should be Ute voice 
Alone to keep dull^lence, mute, un¬ 
heard, 

Amid tlic joy that wakens every nest¬ 
ing bird. 

'Tis an old Spring of mirth 
That bids uur srmb arise; 

No other moved tlie priests and 
augurs wise 

Ujton the younger earth 
When for the Tassover the lamb was 
slain, 

Nor when they did complain 
Of old time for the fair Adonis dead, 
Greeting with tears of joy that dear 
recovered head. 

The same, yet not the same, 

Joy fuller, deeper grief 
Than in the old ages came 
To wake beUc^, 

The Spring our voices celebrate to-day 
I Is not the Spriim which fadea with 
i ^lay. 

: Nor that renewal ours which tfliall be 
; done 

{ Soor. as our earth leans outward from 

I the averted sun. 

> 

I 

Nor os thdrs is our loss 
Who wept the eoumouied boy; 
Ours k a hmivier cross, 

A livelier joy, 

Mixed in such tort with grkf flhat one 
is bred 

From the other and by It aouiMihi, 
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So that without the salutary pain j A mystery has passed a mystery, 

Were no place left for this triumphant I A boundless hope has bid new heavens 
gain. I and earth to be. 


Great Law of Sacrihce ■ 

On which ou^ves ore built, j 

That with ourload of guilt \ 

Soars to the skies, | 

1 doubt if ever there was race of man 
But based its life on such a mystic )>lan, | 
From old Prometheus’ godlike treachery | 
To calm Osirtscold and sad Peiscphone. , 

T 

I 

‘llicrefore, because the eml 
Of Winter comes and Death, 

Our yearning souls ascend, 

Faith qiiickenclh. 

How should it be that man alone could 
cease 

When all things else increase ? 

Man, the first fruit of Time, Creation’s 
crown— 

Shall he, while all is Spring, lie hope* 
less and cast down ? 


Rise, happy Earth, arise. 

Thy wintry darkness done, 

To greet the new-risen sun 
Oh scml, arise! 

The joy which stirs the world let it 
wake ihcc. 

A symbol of thy risen life is born. 
Awake, arise! this U the very morn ; 

A mystery has l>een! a mynlery I 


07fOS7S. 

SoMBnMKS in some forsaken ]>lace, 
Hid from the aspect of the sun, 

We come on some forgotten trace 
Of life and years longtkatband done. 

Some faded picture’s douVnful truth. 
Fixed in the springtime of our days. 
Which through all change of mien 


Ay, always with the Spring portrays 

The waking comes again; j The evanescent charm of youth— 

Mixed tones of joy and pain ] * 

Our life-chords sing. j The rounded cheek, the wealth of hair. 

Sweet are the songs of autumn, sweet \ The bright young eye’s unclouded 

of death, ^ Woe- 

And Inlter sweet the first-drawn breath, | White head,wan face, were you thus fair? 
And sweet, though fuU of pain, the \ Sad eyes, and were these ever you ? 
mortal strife j 

When firmn Death’s grasp we strode ’ Changed, and yet still unchanged 
into Life. i through change, 


That is the fatw of tills— | 

Joy bought by naifice, | 

Pkaame Ibr hopeless s^^is, | 

. Aadrot for strife. | 

Tlu^ canh is n» inaie, as it was at first,; 
iBy souie itnu^ iiV^ 


The ielf<4aine lives ftv good or ill. 
Thin ghosts whb features known, yet 
strange. 

Of us who live and travail still. 

Thin ghosts t or is it we udu» fede 
And aiu deceased, and keep no laoR 
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Than Kome thin ansnbstantial shade 
Of the young hopes and fears of yore ? 

Who knows what Life, or Death, or 
Time 

Arc in themselves, or whither tend 

The great world's footsteps slow, 
sublime. 

From what dim source—to what 
hidden end ? 

Or if our growth Iw l>ut decay, 

Or if all Life must wax and grow. 

Or if no change true Jteing know. 
Though all things outward pass 
away? 

Ah 1 not in outward things we know 
The chiefest work of Time and 
Change; 

Hut new^ faiths come, old thoughts 
grown strange. 

Old longings which no more may 
glow. 

Some time-stained sheaf of youthful 
verse. 

Some inarticulate yearning dumb. 

Once dear, ere lime and age had come 
To turn the better to the worse. 


In these ttie gaser starts to see 
A sdf, not his, reflected most. 

And asking, “Were these part of 
me?” 

Knows he has looked upon a ghost. 
SONC, 

Ix>vi-' t<x>k my life and thrilled it 
Through all its strings. 

Played round iny mind and filled it 
With sound of wings, 

Hut to my heart he never came 
To touch it with his golden flame. 

'rhcreforc it is that singing 
I do rejoice, 

Nor hec<l the slow years bringing 
A harsher voice, 

Hecausc the songs which he has sung 
Still leave the untouched singer young. 

But whom in fuller fashion 
The Master sway's, 

For him, swift wing^ with passion. 
Fled the brief days. 

Betimes the enforcM accents come, 
And leave him ever after dumb. 


FHOM WILD WALES. 

; Than in the tamer South. There (he 
*■ stem round 

LLYN Y MORWYNiON. i labour rules,—# hmd, some- 

) times 

Bir firir Festim^, Void the Northern ; with the blast that bnfiiits iril tlm 
unis, j hiUs 

The vales are full ttf bemity, and the j Whereon the workers toU, in ^munles 
heists, j hewn 

Ttiimaet with mountain sheep, show | Upon the terraced rodksides. HeStm 
stateUerfiir 1 tier, 
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Above tbe giddy depths, thc^ edge and 
cling 

Like flies to the sheer precipice as they 
strike 

The thin cleft slate. For solace of 
their toil ^ 

Song contes to strengthen them* and 
songlike verse 

hi the old Cymric nicnsiuvA, and the 
dream 

()rramc when all the listening ihousan<ifi 
round 

Are ranged in Session, and the rapt | 
array 

Expectant of Uic singer's snaring voice, 

Or fulLciuire rising thund’rous to the 
skies, 

The >heathcit swords, and the sacred 
Chair of oak, 

Where sits the liard. lJut most of all 
they prwe 

Old metnoricii of the Past, forgotten 
fends, \ 

And liattles long ago. One talc they | 
tell 

Of a deep tarn u)M)n the mountain side, | 

Llyn y Morwynion called,— “ The J 
Maideiwi' Lake ; ^ i 

And thns It »the fair old story runs. | 


On Arvon once the men of Meirion, 
Bdi^alon^ nor having hearth or home, 
Swooped down when all her warriors 
wcnrafleld 

Agakiilihcfoemen, And thi^ anatebed 
Anomthem 

The flower of alt the maideiis of the 
0«* 

And ^ flumntaio foatnem fur away 
iflare lliem nm^edccd.. Thme with 
^ g^tuntt and tove 


Thqr tended th^* and in the captives’ 
hearts 

The new observance slowly ousted all 
The love of home and oounliy, tUl they 
stayed 

Content, forgetting all theii T'ves befiore, 
rarenis and kinsfolk, everything Imt 
love. 

Hut when il«s war was ended, and 
their arms 

Set fice, the men of Arvon sent demand 
That they should straight restore to 
home and kin 

The maidens they bad rapt. Then 
came great doubt 

I'lnm the men of Meirion, knowing well 
'f heir strength loo weak to match the 
Arvoniaii hosts 

In unas'iisted war; heralds they sent 
To Arvon asking peace, making amends 
For what had liccn their fruit. Ihit the 
others nursed 

1 )cep anger in their hearts, and to (heir 
words 

Made only an»wer, ** (Jive ye back un 
touched 

(Jur daughters and sisters, whom 
your fraud 

ilan stolen from us, or prepare to 
die.” 

Then they, taking deep counsel with 
themselves. 

Swore not far life itself would they 
retoni 

'fhe wommi, only if tbemselvei should 
will 

To leave them; and tlwqf made request 
of them 

That they might know theirwuh. Ihit 
whmi they soo^^t 

To questhm them, they^uiiswenkli^. 
one v<Hce— 
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** We will not i;o; for barren h the 
lot 

or maidenhood, and cold the weary fate 
Of loveless lives, the household (asks 
whose weight ’ 

lienrs down the childless woman. Since ; 

wc came ! 

We have known life in the full light of | 
home. I 

Say to our sires and brothers, that wc [ 
stay t 

Willing, and bid our young men that ! 
they wive 

From out some noble tril»c ; for thus : 

». f ’ 

It IS ! 

Our Cymric race grows strong. Hut do | 
ye bid ; 

Our mothers comfort them, for they i 

shall take 

Their grandsons on their knees: ftir we I 


There, with the sun, within a dose* 
set pass 

The men of Meirion stood, n scanty 
bond, 

Waiting the approaching host. With 
grief and paiqi 

They left their loves, and swift, with 
l>rcaktng day. 

Marched with unfaltering steps, with* 
out a word, 

I'o the field of honour, as men go who 
know 

'lliat nil beside is lost. But as they 
Kt'HXl, 

Ranged in stem silence, waiting for the 
fray, 

They saw a white procession thread the 
pass 

Behind, now seen, now lost, by flowery 
licnds. 


ore wed 

And cannot more return. 


I Corse gold and heather purple. 
Not F.ite i their head 


At 


itself 

Con e’er recall the irrevocable I'.ist.” 


; Biudeuwedd, she the flower in face and 
' form 


. By m.iigic formed, by magic art fore- 

But w’hcn the men of Arvon heard ! doomed 

the best ' To sin and suffer. Then again Umy 

The herald brought, their souls were knew 

wroth in them The bitterness of death, and clasped 

Against the ravishers, whose cunning once nu>re 

wiles 'i'hc forms they loved, when by the lake 

Hod worked nitdi wrong. They called the sun 

tlieir warriors forth Lit the fierce light ofctninlleeistiuurcliing 

From every hill aftd dale, and marched j spears, 
in haste | 

To Meirion. And they sammoned | Then with a last onbraM the tearful 
tbem to yidd, | throng 

But they refhsed t and so the fi^t was | VVithdrew to where above the 
set 5 «»e 

, For the morrow, on the margin of a A purple dope. No way the as aa iltm t 
mere j 

Deep down wiUun the ctrcult of the ' Might find to It while yet one stehtert 
hitts. ; arm 
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Of Meirion lived. Towiurd the lake it Retreating with their dead, and rove to 


fell, 


TUI ui a sheer, predpitous cliff it sank, 
Its base in the unfalhomaUe deep. 


go 


With succour to ihdr lovers. As they 
gazed, 

Sadden, as with a last despdnng 
Now, while th^jpoaidens like a fleece strength 

of cloud And a hoai'sc shout, again, « torrent of 

Wliitcned the hill, or like a timid flock J steel, 

From nearer danger shrinking, swift j The men of Arvon, by their own weight 
there came | prcsscil, 

Along the grassy margin of the lake 1 Burst on the scant defenders of ilio 
'Ilie countless spears of Arvon. And | pass; 

their sires j Like some fierce surge which from the 

And brethren saw them, and great wrath ) storm-vexl sea, 

and joy j Throagh narrow inlets fcnml by rocky 

Firwl them and urged them onward, till walls, 

ihey surgctl I Lifts high its furious crest, and awceivi 

And Iwuke on Moirion. Hut her strong j in ruin 

stins stood I Within the raylcss, haunted ocean caves. 

And flung them backward; and the ! Rwks, wreckage, and the corpses of 
frightened throng j the dea«l. 

f)f white-robed xuppliant:; saw the dccfl, » 

and fcarc»t, | And as the women, impotent tn save, 

Hiding their eyes, hovering iwixl hoi>c i With ngoni/ing hand# and streaming 
and fear, i eyes 

Divided 'twixl their lovers and their j Looked dowm upon the {«##, they saw 
kin, their loves 

^ Driven back, oVrwhdmed, surrounded, 
All day the battle raged, from mom j flashing sword# * 

i 5 And thrustit^ spears and lirokcn fdticldx, 

All day the men of Arvon changed and ! and heard 

B»oke, I The nease of dcsjieratc battle, then a 


And charged i^in the little band which 
stood 

Unshaken in the pass, but hourly grew 
Wtalnff and weaker still. But at the 
lost 


pause 

And silence, as the last of MeirionV sons 
Sank in his blood and the long fight 
was done. 


The noise <ff battle ceased awhile; the 
dmats, 

The cries, grew aOent. On the puiple 

m 

kneiKog aromen saw the Arvonian 

iv IKWl 


Then suddenly, ere yet the comjner* 
inghost 

Mhthc climb to them, Blodeowedd. 
standing clothed 

In her unearthly beanty, faced dm 
throng 
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Of shrinking women. Not a wcnri she 
spake. 

The hioking sun upon her snowy 
rolke 

Shone with unearthly gold; like some 
fair bird 

leading the flock she showed. With 
one white arm 

She pointed to the dreadful pas.-, where 
Iny 

'riie thick'idlwl corpses, with the other 
signed 

Toward the sheer cUlT, and to the lake 
lieocath 

Motioned. C)nc word she uttered - 
*‘ Follow me,” 

And all who heard it knew and sh.ired 
her mind. 

'Mien looking to the heavens, she 
hurried down 

'I'lirough thyme and heather, chanting 
sontc wild hymn 

To the Imniorta! (itKlsj and with her 
went 

Thcw‘hUc-rolKixl throng, and when tlu )- 
gained the verge, 

NYitlund a p.anH", plunged through the 
empty air 


Into the unfathomed deptha, like tome 
great flight 

Of white bird.s swooping from a sea- 
cUflf down 

To ocean. The still waters leapt in 
foam; 

One loud shriek onlj(*i\'oke the air, and 
then 

Silence was over .all, and night and 
death. 


Still sometimes, when the dreaming 
peasants go 

Ily the lone mountain tarn at shut of 
day, 

'I'he white clouds with the eve descend¬ 
ing swill 

Down the steep hillside to the lake rony 
scorn 

The whitc-rol>cd maideos falling, and 
the shriek 

Of night birds, fair Bh^euwedd and 
her train; 

,\nd fancy, by the ancient fable fer], 

Tams from the dufler Fresem’s dust 
and glare 

*!'<> the enchanted twilights of the rasi 

k 
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Far, far away in wiki Walcs^ by the shore of the boundless Atlanric, 

Where the cloud^capt pciSks of the North are dwarfed to the hills of the South, 
And through the vale to the sea, the ftt1l«fed, devious Towy 
Ttttiift and fetums on i(s<df, like the coils of a sUmy snake, 

A grey town sits up akdt on the bank of the eteai, ^wing river, 

As it has Mt since the days vrheii the Roman was. first in the huack 
^ A town, with a luii^ raistle and walls mantled over with ivy. 

With church lowers square and stmt^ and narrow imuttbr streets. 

And, frequent in street and lai^ maByowiiKlowed high*dKialdeitd chapeb, 
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Whence all the $tiU Sabbath ascend toad preadiingaiid paasionate pfayer. 

Such violent wrestling with dn, that the dtag^ on the pavement deserted 
Wake with a growl from their dreams at the sound of the quetnloiu voioe. 

And the gay youths, released from the counter and bound for the seadde or 
hUhkle, 

Start as they wak^oii their way echoe-s <*f undevout feet, 

And here and there a rude square, with statues of jmpular iioroes, 

A long quay with scarcely a ship, and a hoary bridge «|)anning the itrcam, 

The stream which stra^^les in June by the shaltowii where children are swimming, 
Ttie furious HckxI which at Yule roars seaward, resistless along. 

Though the urhite steam ribbons float by it, forlorn it seems, almost forsaken. 

All the day long in the week the dumb streets are bushed in re(tose. 

But on market or fair day^ there come, a throng of Wclsh-speakiiH; peasaiitH 
From many a lonely farm in the Adds of the rain-beaten hills, 

And the long streets are filled with the high-pitched speech of the chaflering 
Cymry. 

With a steeplc'Ctowned hat, here and there, and the red cloaks udiicb daunted 
the French. 

iicarce in Keltic Bnttany's self, or in homely Teutonic Silesia, 

So foreign a crowd may you see as in this far corner of Wales. 

Above the grey old town, at the mouth of (he exquisite valley, 

Rises a quaint village church deep in r>\'rshadowing yews; 

On a round-topped hill it stands, loiiking down on the silvery river 
And the smooth meadows cnced by toll elms, and the black ktnc, like flics »n 
the green. 

Below, ’midst its smooth-pleached lawns, stands the many-roofed Anglican 
palace, , 

jVnd al^t from its straight-ridged pines, the enchanter's summit ascends. 

Thence along upward vale, by Add ui>on fold of the ri>cr, 

By pork and by tower, at lost the far-off mountain chains soar. 

Flexed with shadow and sunshine which float on the side of the desedate 
mombuid, 

And the wlnde i^U la n dscape lies bathed in a haze of tneflhble peace. 

There, where the mountains ascend by the white little town o! Llandovery, 
Steeply the chcuhr side of the craler-tikc snininit dips down. 

A blue lake liei benfewtti, deep set in the desolate ludlow, 

Where scaiody a breath of atr raflles in sumnaer iu fine. 

The Van Ltdce 'tia called of edd time, like the Van Lake of dialaiR Artneuija. 
Hardly a wayfiuerh foot comes aear, or a wayfarer's eye. 

JBat fisr^ fitf hdew are teen the white homesieadi^ dottfaig the vaUey, 

And Ithdayvimof odd, still aitence and sotHwde everywhm telga. 

2 O 
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There, a» In crowded towns, life is real and iiili of striving; 

Tbo'e, too, is life fulfilled of saoall hopes and of trivial fears. 

There, too, the finger of fete, unnvoi^ble, {lidless, awful. 

Points with ttnfidterii^ aim, to the road which our footsteps shall tread. 
Love is among them, and bate, low desires and high aspirations, 

Fortune is blind there as here, the good mourn, and the wickid rejoice. 
Only there the sense of the Past, the romantic, the mystical lingers. 
Touched %rith a glamour and charm, denied to the turmoil of towns. 

The light which never has been, stitl shines on those hillsides secluded, 
Illuming with rays, not of earth, those homely and labouring lives. 

Here Is a tale which is cheririied to^lay through that fer*withdrown valley, 
Half believed by the agcKl folk stitl, hut year by year fading away. 


Long, long ago, when our Princes were falling in fight with the Norman, 

And all our wild Wales lay overwhelmed by a torrent of rapine and blood, 

A brave peasant woman strove here with hard fate, though her husband had 
fallen, 

.Strove for her only boy, who was rising to manhood apace. 

So close was the l^nd which bound widowed mother and dutiful striplii^ 

None of Myddfai*s daughters touched the young man’s self-contained heart. 

A kindly fortune smiled on the toil of the descdaie woman, 

Their docks and Uieir herds increased on the meads of the bountiful vale, 

Su quickly their nurril>crs grew, that from the shorn valley be drove them 
To fresh fields and pastures new on the side of the mystical hills. 

Mornii^ and evening he watched on the lonely side of the hollow, 

While the grey kine wandered at will on the hill’s half-piecipitons steq). 

OA on the lake’s still surJacc, no breath came to ruffle the mirror, 

Nor sound, save the boulders rolled downward, that stirred for a mcmieBt its 
calm. 

AU the day long he mused, wrapt in thoi^t on the desolate hillsUUi^ 

All day the sui^ooted kine cropt the sweet grass of the htUs. 

’Thoiq^ts came to him, innocent thoughts of a chade youth guilelew of error, 
Thoi^bts of a makleii as Adr as a young man’s passionate ditatn. 

Fair Wfia the maidens of Myddfei, but feiier Ins fer-off ideal, 

Whicb tonphed wHh a glamour of gM the day-dreams of inttocem yoath. 

AH the day long he dreamt on, gasing down on the bine of the waten, 

Tin the pladi of die tiDttt, as tb^ rose, seemed the oar of loam mystical bsrkj 
AU the ^y tong he asnsed, and with evening, nMHNdigbt or stmlight, 

Breandng he wonnd ids ilw way tirith Ins kine to the valfey 
Dreamtag through feir summer Aiys and the long dark evei^kigi of wfetef 
’The sweet diy dimaim of a youth feUHlfd of a vfagiaal shame;. 
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tn seewt bts mother aoCed the dreams which her son was dreomiitg', 

Markii^ the fiir>oflr look io the absent eyes of the boy. 

Fain would she rouse him with jests and bantering words, but the stri|ding 
Smiled a wft smile in reply, them turned to his musiugs again. 

Wheat he had ^pent many days in happy and undisturbed dreamtng, 

One day, as the setting sun thi^w beams of bright gold on the lake, 

Lo! a great marvel and wonder, a herd of phantom-like oxen 
Seemed to his dazded eyes to emerge from the mystical dqiths* 

White they were, brindled and white, heavy dewlappcd, lords of the meadows, 
Driven as it aeemed by a swan from the lake’s far centre along. 

Nearer and nearer they drew, till the swan to his yearning vision 
Grew to a maiden as fair as the fanciful Fair of his dreams. 

Gold were her locks and blue her eyes as the clear sky of autumn, 

White was her bosom ami red the half-opened rose of her mouth. 

Neartpr and nearer she came, till the youth, with ineffable longing. 

Stretched forth his passionate arms to fold to his bosom the Fair, 

Stretched forth, and offered her bread in humble token of frivndKiiip ; 

But the Fair smiled a sweet smile, smiled and eluded his grasp. 

Then, as he stood on the brink, in mute and motionless yearning, 

Lo t with a silvery laugh, the fair vision faded away. 

Offemimes thus on the brink he stoml afterwards filing the maiden, 

Often she came not at all, or a strong wind rafllcfl the dcc{>. 

Twice again dkl she come, and he held forth bread for her taking, 

StUl, with a silvery laugh, refusing, she faded away. 

Careworn the young man grew, and spent with unsatisfied ydirnings, 

Nor recked thou^ the kinc unbceded’ktrajred on the perilous stee]is. 

Never egeia the lake nuuden came by sunlight or moonlight. 

Till his fond hope too long deferred, wasted him body and soul. 

AH his sleeideM'iu^ts were filled with the pitiless vision j 
AU the mtt^ng days, a stow fire burned in bif breast; 

Hatfashamedi he todd his* mother his pain, and the pitying woman 
Sighed (hat her son dionld thus pine, but kimw not to succour his ipicf. 

Maikinf his cheeks’ red ffush, foured lest her son might lie taken, 

Tffl dm lonad no heart for her toU, and her substance wasted away. 

Them, when Iddsummcr Eve was come, focmsgseal season, 

The young maa windered in vain on the b^»k of (he mystical Jake; 

TImn^ wtum AR»UaBow-tkie ouae, he waadcred, if oidy the awaden 
liBghtrlfomi his fontiHgeyes; but aever ut aU did she come. 

Athid, on foe pmr’s lart cighi^ he, steailhily riiiag at midaighl, 
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To the cold lake tide wcoti hopelect, with falteriBg feeU 

The full m(K»n bathed in silver steep hillside end slombering waters. 

By the cold lake side he paused, with something of half-renewed hope« 

When, fiornc on the face of the waters, behold by the reeds the lake side 
Floating a magical disc of milk-wliite mystical bread. 

Swift, yet with reverence too, as one taking the Host at the al|pr, 

Kneeling, the youth partook of the strange inedabio food, 

Till ere the weird rite was ended, again a marveUous portent 
(* reeled his longing eyes, ami stayed the quick throb of his heart, 

For lo 1 on the silvery path of the moon on the undisturbed waters. 

The herd tliat be saw once before came slowly gliding to land. 

And licyond them—ob, vision of bliss 1 —llic maid of his dreams, approaching. 
Plying a light golden oar, in a swift-moving shallop of gold. 

Nearer she came and moic near, while his lieart stood stilt with emotion, 
Fearing the glorious dream should once again vanish away; 

Neater and nearer she came, and lea}>ed from the skiff to the lake side. 

And lay, in unearthly lieauty, willingly claspeit in his arms. 

When he found tongue to speak, ** Oh, my love, at last have I fotmd tliee ! 
Though not of earth is thy race, oh, stoop to my virgiual love. 

Oh, it in long 1 have loved thcc, and though 1 know thee immortal, 

Tarry awhile, fair \ ision, leave me not kivclcss again! 

Come from thy mountain heights, come from thy dwelling deep down in Uie water:*. 
Pity me ere ! die who can only live in thy love.’* 

Then the maid, ** Rbiwallon, 1 Jove thee: long time have I trictl thy devotMUt,* 
Long have I pitied thy vigils spent in these desolate lulls; 

Always have 1 been near tlice, umecii have I witnessed thy yearnings, 

Only the mystical bread was wanting to join us In one. 

Now we are one heart and soul, 1 will live with thee always, and love thee.'* 
And together the mystical bread they ate, and (heir lives wme mode one. 

I'hen said the maiden, *' Oh, mortal I ihls warning 1 needs must give Ibce. 
Thy wife vriU I be all thy days—ihy dear wife, feithftil and true, 

Nourish thy ebUdren, obey ibee in all things, be dutiful alwuys, 

Fill an thy deJds with the dowry thou seest ^ fnlbuddeied kiii^ 

Love thee and cherfeb thee always, and plenish thy bam with giiod barvsssts, 
LoiqS as the will of h4^ Heaven gives thee to live iqpon earth. 

Oidy, thiB ordinance holds if a of the race immortals 
Wed wMk a mortal oa earth, leaving her highet estate. 

If he should strike her three iimea, the and hers, her bonds hetag louaniwd. 
Whether dm will it or not, fetnrii to her kindred again.” 

Careiees the Ibnd yoath heard, nod imotlieied her wanriog with kfawM^ 

And down theouj^ the joyous New Year he went widi hbi bride ^th^ hooin, 
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lx>ng in great wdfkre Itiqr lived, kidt togetUer in happy wedlodc j 
Never a cloud time on the tfanqall sky of their homoi 
The great herds throve and increased more than all the herds of the valley, 

Ihe robbers who harried the vale left them untouched and In peace. 

Never was hmband more fond of the wife of his boyish affection^ 

Never was wife agsre sweet, or fuller of dutiful love. 

The good mother died full of years, and cailing her daughter blessed. 

Children were bom of their love, more than others prudent and fair. 

Their strong sons were good and diswrect, laimriouB, eager for knowledge. 
Scarcely the Abbot hini<ielf cf(ualletl their learning, ^was said ; 

Fair were the daughters and good, sweet, dutiful maidens, and prudent; 
Nowhere in all our wild Wales was a race Mi gracious and fair. 

And yet, when tlieir wedlock was new, that had happened which now was 
forgotten. 

The youth and his bride urere hidden one day to a christening feast. 

'I'he yotang husliand hastened to go t but the wife, with half-hid reluctanas 
l..oitercd till almost too late to traverse the difhcult hills. 

Many a pretext she urgeil, not loving the rites of religion, 

Holding some primitive faith, old as the hills anti the scas,^ 

Till, w‘heii the hour was grown late, Khiwnllon in playful Ifnimtiencv, 

Seeking his wife up and down, found her reluctant at last. 

*' Come,'* said he, ** wife, k is time,*' and smilingly on her fair shoulder 
Topped with his empty glove, ami she rose and obeyed with a sigh. 

** Dearest, remember," she said, **my warning when first we were wedded: 
Once that has been whidi sbeu^ not. Remember, be careful, my heart!" 
Then to the christening she went, nor shrank from the priest nor the wattv, 

Only a vague disquietude tong time troubled their souls. « 

Abo toftg years after this, when the past was weltnigh forgotten, 

They were tudden together again to a gay marriage feint in the vale; 

Not now was the wife anwUltng, but ready to go and eager. 

In deep contentment the pair went forth to the innocent feast. 

Duly the marru^e kped,*tbe priest sdd his mystical office, 

No word the goodwifo spoke, as she knelt in her place by her lord; 

But when the marriage was done, and they sate at the jovial bride-foast, 

Sudden dm goodman peroefved his wile in a passioit of teacs; 

Sobbing, dhe sate by his side iaconsolOble londly lameiitiog, 

THl all the §Kf etmipany loae srith disniy from the midst of their miitb. 

Always bst pcsadsiit sod saw the ftitaie hidden from mortab, 

The grief dud dMmId eooMi of that day, the dreadfol probtems of life, 

The Uves dmt ftom dmt dqr*s mirth dmild arise*^o udiat fata pw d et tb wd t 
Tim long fenamtleni of man fotndoomed m sorrow alone. 
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Knowii^ the fever of life and iu ending} the myttical woman 
Held not her peace, but bunt forth in a posaion oT weepiog and pais; 

But Khiwallon, knowing not all, but filled with distreu for the bridefolk} 

I'amed to her, and bidding her cease, touched lightly her arm in reproof. 

In one moment she ceased from her wailing, and scarcely n^arding her goodman, 
** Love,” she said, ** that was the second time; only one othar||rciiuiins.*’ 

All these things had they almost forgot, living happy in wedlock, 

Watching their children grow to stroi^ manhood and womanhood fair; 

Smoothly their lives flowed along in unbroken weal and aflection, 

As their devious 'J'owy, which wound through comland and mead to the sea. 

Nut a thought had the goodman of death, or of parting, than death more bitter; 
But the gooilwife, loving her lord, watched with solicitous thought. - 
Scaioc from her prescient mind had faded the danger which |jres$ed them, 

The bliss which a careless touch might turn in a moment to pain; 

Here on the kindly earth she had made her choice and her dwdling* 

Here she would willingly live with her husband, and with him would die.' 

For olT her btrlhiand ap{)cared, cold and lifeless the mystical waters ; 

Better to sleep in the meads tiuin to pass that cold {lortal again. 

LoveN light Warning warm on her life, in her veins the warm human lifcoblood 
Filled with new longings a heart which was only half human befme. 

" What would life jirofit her now to those icc*coId abymes returning? 

Better to die upon earth by (he late which awaiteth us all." 

Thus the goodwife, half human in heart, mused in silence, her children around 
her, 

Filled wiUi a deep boding sense of the terrible nearness of late. 

Last it^befdtl once again that the pair were bidden togetKer 
(Christening for ycnith, for full age bride-feasts, for old age the grove). 

To a solemn burial they went; 'twos a friend of their youA who was taken. 

All the desolate houK was hnshetl in mourning and tears. 

But before the dead was borne forth, the strange heart of the mytUod wemaiv 
Long keeping silence with pain, broke oat at last into mirth. 

Was It beouise she knew timt the burden of living is heavy. 

From what load of ndsevy here the dead ace delivered by deutli? 

Or was it beeause ahe knew of her edd primwval religion 

How modi h^her than human life is the lot of the just who are dead? 

Or hraa H her soul had beheld the restitation of all things. 

And fdt agieat bop* and joy whidt lii^tened the dmdow of death?. 

WW ihaU teU ? bm her dfoi nature bicAe f<»tb fo imroodeietc 
Fkrcing the roonnieia' hean% as they ^ood round the bier of the (foa4* 

I/)ng Ihne the goodnum was mult} HB ai last keen dnune ouefcaow 
No more could he sufleranmovtd that ssatnia^cBilaec^iler and iey, > 
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**Hudi»liuihi wife,” fat s«d,**y«itt sad.ton^iedlMr again on tNihottMer. 

** FOf the ending of uouldes 1 laughed,” replied, and grew grave and was stUI. 

Then with a sob and a siidi the goodwife, looking betiind her. 

Rose tironi her place by her lord and swiftly passed forth by the door, 

** Farewell,” she nid, ** oh my love; thou hast strack me the tldril and ttie last 
time. 

Fate *tis that parteth ns—'Fate 1 Farewell S I shall use thee no more.” 

So BtranM she diowed and so ereird that the goodman dared not detain her. 
Seeing hui goodwife no more, and knowing the finger of Fate; 

Seeing his goodwife no more, no longer the wdl-bdoved features, 

Tlie hair that was silvered by time, the dim eyes with their motherly care t 
But the radiant figure once more, golden-haired, anire-eyed, ami immortal. 

That at midnight arose, long ago, from the depths of the mystical lake. 

None oflered to stay her course, but the glided alone, unattended, 

Splendid in radiant youth, up the lonely, precipitous billa 
Not to her home or her children returned, nor tarried a moment; 

Straight to the hillside she went, weeping and blinded with tears. 

And as she passed by the fields where her magical cattle were gracing. 

Always she carolled aloud a strange and mystical song* 

''Come hither, Brindle!” she sang; "come, White Spoil bring your calves 
with yon I 

Come thou, White Lmd of the Herd, who wert brnn in the House of the King ! 
Come, we must go to our home 1 and ye, yoked patient-eyed oxen, 

Come with me, come with the rest; it is time, come all of ye home! ” 

The great herds beard the call, and streamed in an endless procession; 

The gray oxen burst from the furrow, leaving the plooghsharedKliind. 

Up the cough hillside they climbed behind her, obeying her mandate. 

Till they showed to the gaxers below like a white cloud mounting the i^wp. 

Up the steep hillside Uu^ sped to the lake, and the wondeci^ peasants 
Heard a clear voice from the hill, "Deuwehadret Deuwchadrel Come homer’ 

Never again upon earth had RUwalkm s^ht of his helpmeet. 

Never again did be sedr his love cm the lake and the hilk j 
Wayworn and weary he grew, nor m%ht dreams of beauty aUure him. 

The fisee thal he and lost sras agjtdf with ^vety hair; 

jkd the boaUtiftil hel^g who went ftom hm scat at the fttefid banquet-- 

What was her youth to Ids age, or his age to her radiant youBi? 

What if Ida ayes once again ^imdd peronve the hr^ht vhdon of old time, 
as 1m Win, mid diatq^ liNMi Urn hopeful dsea^ of the hoy ? 

Nay, ft umuld kSI hha to see tim blade deqpi which hid taken 1^ Uie’s iuvA 
Ketkr igidB did 1w gjSM cm ift hateful milled fane. 
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Hat the strong sons, when they knew their mother was gone from nmong tfamn— 
Cioac without even a word, to strange death or to mystical life— 

Evening l)y evening would climb the lonely, {urecipitous hillside, 

Veaming if haply their eyes might see the loved features again. 

Long, long vi^ls they spent in vain, nor ever the vision 
Come, any more than it comes to all children orphaned on cat|h> 

Till one night, when all hope was dead, they burst into })assicinate weeping. 
"Mother, thy children,” they «tid, "call thee, and call thee in vain, 

Break through the fetters of Fale, toke again thy womanly nature; 

Come to us, mother, once more, let us sec thee and hear thee again.” 

And lo 1 as they looked, in the moonlight a shining, beautiful figure 
Came in a shallop of gold, on the silvery path of the moon. 

Nearer and nearer it came; but lo 1 as they gazed in fond yearning. 

Not as their mother it seemed, Imt a youthful, fairydike form. 

CiokI were her locks and blue her cye^, ns the clear sky of autumn. 

Bitterly weeping, they turned from the lake aide with sinking young hearts— 
Turncit from the lake side, and went, side by side, down the hill jiaths in silence, 
Silent, with never a word, till they came within sight of their home* 

Then close behind them they heard a sweet voice, which catted to them softly, 
And, turning round i^uickly, they saw the mother they loved and had lost. 


"Listen, dear sons'* ''he said. "With what spells you have drawn me yc 
know not. 

No power but motherly love can brii^ an immortal to uaith, 

No other love con avail to rcknit the lx>nd$ that arc broken ; 

i)nly her child's strong cry calls liack a mother again. 

iiivc me your hands and kiss me; for see, I ant old ns you knew me, 

The youth of those cold depths changed for the kindlier ripeness of earth. 

1 am now as I was, when an earthly love kept me among you, 

Only I view all thioc^ with a clearer and perfecter sight. 

Yours, dear sons, it must he to succotfr your mlTeriiig brothers. 

IkHind to a body which age and disease waste qukkly away, 

Healers your race ^all be, knowing many a secret of Nature, 

And all the vtrtaet of herlw, which are sent for the comfort man. 

When ye come to these loody heights, I will meet you and speak witih yon alsraya, 
Titching the aeeiett of Hfe, which ate bid from tlm great tmm lA earth. 

Come to me ofrea, doMC aonsi 1 ahaU see you afar, and will meet yon, 

Walk with yon always, dfeconm with yon, yon to live and he ndSe. 

Say to my girts that chernh ^eir Attlurr and comfosi him alwsys j; 

them lemmnher their mother, who loves as she loved them on eartli. 

And now, ferewell, dear hearts, siiioe to earth your yearnings have biom^ me. 
While you Bee t win dways be with fcm. Be wise^ ih^ ihy childitw, and 
good.'* 
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Often at evening, tbe youths would dlmb Co the layitioel ItlM ride# 

Culling tbe simples that grew cm tlie dopes of the desoUie hills-*- 
Pant y Meddygon,** men celled it^ dingle of the PhyricinBS^<-** 

And with them, wherever they went, their mother invisible came, 

Teaching them all that 'tU lawful to know of the secrets of Natuff 
And the powers gf healing that seem to Iw God’s own prerognUve gift. 

Much WAS tbe knowledge they took from their loving, mystieal mother, 

In all our uride Dritain was found no leech so riulful ^ tln^. 

All the sick of (he country around (locked to them lo be healed by their cunning; 
Broad lands in Myddfai .and rank the Lord Rhys gave for their skill. 

Often, for years and for years, men might see the gentle Physicians 
Culling the herbs on the hills, to battle with death and with pain. 

From manhood to age they passed, still learning and perfecting knowledge, 
Mounting the hillside at last with slower and tottering steps; 

And often a shepherd would icli of a clear voice which s|»oke with them always, 
And oft of a shadowy fonn, guiding their faltering feet. 

So they passed, and were liid in the grave, obeying tbe mand.«ilc of Nature, 
Wrapt round in the sweet, cold earth by the kindly general law. 

Their sons and their sons’ sons came, increasing the lore of their fathers; 

B.it no kindly Ihescncc came to walk with them over the hills. 

.Slowly, through ages of Time, as the fierce glare of knowledge as^aiU it, 

Hardly the fair tale can live in (he light of our commoner day ; 

Bui still through the country side runs the fame of the gentle Physicians. 

The grove of Physician Evan is known in Myddfai to-day. 

** Ltwyn Ifan Feddyg,” it runs, and another—** Llwyn Mcrcdydd Keddyg.” 
Thus, in the old, old tongue, the old, old legend survives. 

The skill, which through centuries lightened the Imrden of suAbting morlals, 
Lacked not memorials still in the hearts of the aged and sick t 
Nay, in fair BteckmKk itself, in tbe church of far-off Llandeftdlte, 

Only a century rince, were their praises engraved on their tombs. 

Wlim is the scqptic would donht the tale of the mystical mother, 

If, five centuries after she went, the Meddygon of Myddfai could heal ? 

Ch* if Bving men in (heir ^outh, on the first fair Sairhath of August, 

Have thronged from tbe fair town ticlow to the banks of tbe mystkal lake, 
Hoping to sec its stBl Mtrface boil sudden, the white herds emoging, 

And ife golden ifaatlop and our, and the beautifiil Presence of odd— 
HepiiigrbiitlwpiRgis vain, yet in simple belief aasbakcii# 

For bad they not witnessed her cures of the weak, and the bolt, and the blind f 

Bat today, with Us broader Ihsbb fronts these beautiful storks ffomanlfc. 

Ilo moK tbM fiur yiriioas ttoearlhly are seen im the lakes and the bJ]^ 

FnMh knoudedge alone is streimtth ; but ftis oh for the fiiir dftmns uf okl tine, 




4 S 8 the cvesm of fahtanhas. 

The gtniui which clothed deep truths in vestnret and loir! 

Not more in the legends of Hellos, than these &ir myths of the Cymry, 

Are grave truths and precious set in a beautiful framework of song. 

Let them be; they are fisir, they ore fine, thoi^ they wear not their pearl on 
their fundiei^. 

Let them be; they ore flowers of our Race, and os is the flower is the fruit. 

Not in the savage tales of the Norseman the Cymiy delighted-^ 

Tales of blood-stained feaiy;s and rude gods, consumed in a furnace of fire—- 
Hut this gentle Physician's story of ruth for sufferhig mortals. 

Mild wisdom, o’ermastering Fate, young passion, and motherly love. 

Not wholly your tale shall perish, oh kindly Physicians of Myddfai, 

Nor the charm of that mystical soul which was bom of and lost in the deep ; 

Not wholly, while speech is mine, though the low rays of knowledge shall nfuit yon, 
And in its broad, pitiless glare you dwindle and vanish away. 

But still, as ! linger and gose, perusing the exquisite valley, 

Upward by castle and peak, downward by river and town, 

Whether from wooded Cystanc^, or yew-shaded graves of Uangunnor, 

Closing the upward gate, far off lies the mystical steep. 

Many fair scenes lie lietwecn us—gray Piysllwyn's verdant hillock, 

Crongar long precious to verse, Dynevor's castle and wooil, 

High perched on its precipice-crags the ruins of grim ('errigeennen. 

Or the green vale higher Uian these, where the fair Towy winds and unwinds. 
However the goae ascends, the dark precipice closes the landscape, 

Beneath whose difficult steep lies the haunted abyss of the lake. 

Always the story comes back os I gate, the Iteautiful l^*nd 
Which here for long ages of time the wondering peasants believed. 

In yonder clinrchyard Ue those, who ere tliey svere freed from the body, 
drew strong through their poor brief lives by the gift of the Fair of Ihc lake; 
And, as the sun moves to the West and defines the deep shades of the hqHow, 

1 am fired by the fair old tale, till almost 1 take it for tme. 
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THE CVHS& OF FAHTAHHAS. 

'Mid fidr dMaasgiii's hUhi the dose- 
set vidcs 

Teem with men's wotlcs and ttfil. Itie 
grent shafts rise, 

iklchtfig ferUi smedee and firei the 
labouring beams 


Of the great ei^toei shnriy lift and 
pause 

And fkll with rhythmic beat. Tbe 
labouring town 

Creeps down the windtng valley} the 
poor streets 

Are deep in hiky dmf. There ccmies 
aosotmd 

But eliitdren% elsmoor or Iho sob or , 
shriek 
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Of the quick-throbbiiifi; stoun. The 
iiien arc sank 

Beneath the euth, or sleeping weary 
sleep. 

Toil, or rest from toil, that is the 
sum 

Of those unnamoCTed lives. Yet are 
they filled 

With joys and griefs as are the great 
on earth, 

And through the teeming village love 
and toil 

Are everywhere; the |>oor lives come 
to birth, 

Grow ripe and are deceased, but never 
,inorc 

The lace of mturc is as *twas at first. 

But on the unfenced hillsides, far 
above, 

I'he sounds, the dust, the smoke, come 
nut at all. 

Still solitude is there, whw^ seldom 
foot 

Of wear}' toil intrudes ; the keen cool 
air 

mows fresh and still untainted on the 
hffls; 

Awhile the dark pines climb oloA, then 
stay, 

Like a tired traveller, and naught 
remaina 

Bat short sweet grass a^ thyme and 
liibldtiig shi^ 

And mountain torraiU bid in deep 
taviaea, 

IVhOe (he «wifr gaae ranges from vale 
In vale 

Mehked fay Sts veB of smoke. And, 

Immense Aarons gUwlqg o'erthe sky, 

Ifmk whtfiaamid the folded hillsidei 
. ^ Kes " 


The City of the Martyr* Hci^ where 
still 

The Cymric lore, the Cymric ifieech 
survive, 

The halfrforgotten fables of old time. 

Of gnome and fairy, Bouririi vndis* 
turbed 

Amkl the qpontide glare of common 
day, 

And one there is reaped from this very 
spot 

And breathing of the race, and it is 
this:— 


Long, long ago, tlie iair^folk on the 
earth 

Were fm^uent, and their rings upon the 
meads 

Showcit green wherever virgin pastures 
were. 

And o*er the leas their elfin music 
thrilled 

Whether of oaten pipe or silvery flute, 

While the young moon was rising on 
the hills, 

And the gay elves footbd it merrily 

Upon the dry smoorii tutf. So ofl they 
came, 

Summer and winter, on his sweet short 
grass. 

That one grave riiurl who at PrnitaniMs 
dwelt, 

Matii^ the senseless revel and the race. 

In ai^er to the witch who dwelt hard 

hy 

Reveatod his case, demanding if she 
knew 

Some potent dtarm wbtcewkb to Ine 
his life 

Biom thii fakseMate irirrii of gotfess 
sonls. 
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Thtn »he, knowing lii« wish and all 
the lore 

Of the forbidden books, coonaetled him 
thus 

“ Wherever on thy pastures shows a 
ring 

Which tclts of elfin revelry by night, 

Yoke thy strong oxen, driving straight 
through them 

Thy ploughs, till all lie fallow* Sow 
them thick 

With kindly corn tit for the Ui>c of 
man, 

So, when the harvest comes, this tricksy 
folk, 

‘I'hat hates the newer race of mortal 
men 

And that which gives them food, will 
come no more, 

kbr chiefly the unsullied mearls they 
love 

Where never ploughshare came since 
the old time 

Kre men were fint on earth. So sbalt 
thou gain 

Cireat harvests for thy wealth, and shall 
disjierse 

This cursi^i people^ am) shaft reap white 
wheat 

Till all thy bams o'erflow, and them 
indeed 

Art lord of ifay own'tands for more tiutn 
now. 

Do iboo this thing, and Fortune shall 
be thine. 

And (react and the ftitt mastery of thy 
ova/^ 

Sodhl thechark lie drove his ima 
ploughs 

Throogh the iaviofote ntcida, aad 
stnUght the sounds 


Of dance and song grew silent. Never 
more 

Came those strange elfin rings upon 
bu fields, 

Nor any traveller (Utssing sawn glimpse 

Of those ([uick'tripiijpg feet; but far 
away 

The fair-folk turned, where yet no cruel 
share 

Was sent to kill the greensward. Spring- 
tide came : 

'file fields grew splendid wdtli the 
wheat’s bright green, 

When, one day ns the sun had kissed 
the hills, 

The grave churl, turning homeward, 
saw a form 

Upon his path which threatened him, 
and sakl, 

“ Daw dial ! “ Vengeance comes ! '* 

And in the night, 

W'hcn all was still, there came a noise 
which shook 

The house as though ^twouhl fall, and 
the same voice, 

** Daw dial I" And when now *twas 
harvest-tide 

And the great bams stood open for the 
grain, 

One night, no ear nor straw was in the 
fields, 

Only black ashes, and the mine strange 
form 

Met him again, pointing a sword at 
him. 

And in the same weird tcecfils, ** It 

heginf,” 

“ Nid y w ond dedweu/* 

Thai the ehtni, afadd, 

Ikggcd for forgivmwsa, williiig that the 
fitkfo 

Should tum to muada agasii, ddkeigaB 
the sprite 
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Promised «t last tbal he would prey 
his kiD(;r 

Foigtveiiess of the fipiuU, and come { 
•sain I 

On the third day, briogiiig bis lord’s 
behest. % 

Now, when the third day came, the 
churl went forth 

Through his burnt fields, and there 
again the clf 

Waited, and to the other made rei)ort, 

** The king’s word is for aye unchange¬ 
able, 

And vengeance must he done. Still, 
^ since thy fault 

Thmt dost repent, and hast atoned in 
l>arl, 

Therefore, not in thy time, tun: of thy 
sons. 

Shall the curse fall, but, |K)i$ed on 
high, await 

Thy distant seed.'’ Then he, aj* one 
who heats 

Reprieve from death,o’erjoyed sent forth 
his binds 

To tuni the corn to pasture. Once 
again 

The dark green rings grew frequent on 
the grass. 

The gay elves danced, the old melodious 
soimds 

Of song and music gladdened all the 
fields, 

And he grew rich and passed in peace* 
IdngB, - 

And Mu simtiotieivnd Mm, and sl«]it in 

pe t Kif i 

. IM 1 ftiliit *dM»i foiirtGCiee years or 
more nan neim 

fig diip4«o|6e onnt 4 tfoaca, 
MgslRi 


The self'same threat, ’*Daw dial!” 

*' Vengeance comes 1 
Oft heard across the yean; hut sinee 
long use 

Obscures the sense, when this 
wanting came 

And no'.harm fottowetl it, the wealthy 
squir# 

Who held Pantannas then, look little 
beetl 

I Of luLlf-forgotten mcmttrics. His young 
son 

Khydderch was come to manhood, and 
would wed 

Gwen, daughter of Pciicraig, and both 
their houso 

Were fain of it. A noble }tair were 
they, 

In fitted years, and rank, and mutual 
troth. 

No cloud came oit the sky of ihctr 
young love, 

Dut .all men praised the brid^rotmi's 
gallani pctrl 

And the bride’s sweetness, and they 
made a feast 

At gray Pantannos eiq tlte marriage day, 

Whereto the lair girl Gwett and all her 
kin 

Were bidden. It was Lite wintry 
joyous time 

Of Yule*tide and the Urtb-time of the 
Lord, 

When all hearts, for the sacred season 

Make merry in the fedtog of ihe year. 

With mirth bad sped the feast; aR, 
round the hearth 

Were seated, Gwen and Rfaj^AderMt 
side by ^de. 

Careless they whiged the hp|M» »hh 
Mie and song. 



THE CURSE OF PANTANNAS. 


461 

The night was still, there came tio 
breath of sound, 

Only without the loud unceasing foil 

Of the full river plunging down the 
rocks, 

Only within the mdse of mirth and 
song. ^ 

Then suddenly they seemed to hear 
a voice 

Above the roaring stream. A silence 
fell 

On all the Joyous group. Not as the 
voice 

So often heani it came, but seemed to 
wail 

Some unremembered word. The 
maiden clung 

Close to her lover for a while, and 
then 

The jovial hearth, the jest, the tale, 
the song, 

Chased all their fears, and all was as 
before. 

No sound without but the unceasing 
noise 

Of the full river pinning down the 
rocks. 

'rhen, swift again, above the sounds 
of mirth, 

Above the river roaring throu^ the 
rocks, 

A dear vcdcc, dreadful, (Hsaled, ** The 
'nose is come ! ” 

^‘DacthAinser I*'tints It wailed. And 
all the guests 

Rose to the door, seeking whence cane 
the voice. 

And first the g^man went, his wont 
dtedepak 

With fear, teawnheriag the talcs ha 
heaird * 


In boyhood of the voice. 1/mg time 
they stood 

Expecting, but no voice they heard, 
nor sound, 

But the loud river plunging down the 
rocks. e 

Till, as they turned them houseward 
once again, 

Above the roaring waters, three times 
heard, 

I'he same voice iiealed, ** The Time is 
come ! the Time I ” 

Then they affrighted and in silence 
went 

Within the house, and then a mighty 
noise 

Crashed round them, and it seemed a 
mighty hand 

Shook all to the foundations. As they 
sate 

In fear, without a word, a shapeless hag 

Stotnl at the easement. Then one, 
holder, said, 

**Why comest thou, thou loathely 
thing ? '* And she, 

*' Peace, chatterer, 1 have naught with 
thee. I come 

To tell the doom whkH waits this 
cuisM house 

And that which weds with it. Bat 
since thy tongue 

Is thus injarkms, never wiU 1 lift 

The veil that doth conceal it.** With 
the word 

She vanished, noae knew whltho’. 

Whan riie had goBe^ 

And all was still again, the ay, tin 
cry, 

Roae hnid and ceased not Then' a 
deep affoight 

Felt upon aft, and gloom. The hoa# 
grew late. 
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And Crom the hAphas house the trem* 
Idtog guests 

Went on their lonely ways. Rhydrlerch 
ahme, 

Grown cardess in the fltiah of innocent 
love, • 

Delayed his love’s departure, till they | 
went 

Alone at midniglit down the haunted 
vole, 

Across the roaring waters. Unafraid 

The lovers fared, nor voice nor shape 
of ill 

Assailed them, undismayed, defying all 

The nnsdbn powers of 1 ^th and Doom 
' and 111, 

Strong in the virgin mail of mutual 
love. 

But when the maid was safe within 
her home, 

And it was time to pari, some livelier 
sense 

Of peril took her, and her Ixxling fear 

Burst forth in lender words. **i)earest,” 
she said, 

** Good'Oight! Farewell! Some sense 
of ooming ill 

Weighs down my heart. If we should 
meet no more, 

Or if some laog delay should cheat our 
love, 

1 will be liuthfitl always, <004 will wed 

With thee^ and none beside. Ay, 
though the powers 

Of iH ihonld part us aU our lives and 
. -lenve we 

Widowed ullbiMl** And he, •< For 
ndt, wyUfe, 

the Fower of Love protecls hs. If I 
ooWettut 

Al owoo to Oleim iheo, as indeed 1 
hope, " ‘ . 
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And if the powers of i0 have w%ht to 
port 

Our Uves awhile, yet wn 1 true to diee. 
It! may be some dark ruin waits onr 
house 

For some forgotten wrung | yet, udutt 
care I? 

They cann<ft touch our lives, these 
envious {wwers,* 

Nor blight our luve. What care I for 
the rest, 

My treoBure, having thee ? *' 

Then, with a kias. 
They parted unafiraid, and the youth 
jiassed 

The ceaseless voices and the roaring 
stream 

Undaunted, cloiheii with luve, and 
caring naught 
For things of oirth or air. 

But as he sped 
Across the selfsame fields, which long 
years past 

The ploughshare broke, hard by some 
haunted cave 

Beneath the hill, a ring of fairy green 
Before him showcd,'arottttd him Inirsts 
of mirth 

Cante of inviMble throats, and silvery 
sounds 

Of elfin music sweet; end, rapt in love, 
And thinking careless of Us dear alone, 
ile stepped within the dide^ and was 
lost. 

While Time sboukl last, to home, and 
kin, and love. 

For nowhere tni^ his sorrowing 
parents find 

Tncu of their son. They scantilU the 
cenmtiy roottd, 

Thibui^ every grove and hrakei fhef 
seaidied the depths • 
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Of the loud plunging strenin t but tiev«x 
at aU 

They fouiMl bint. Then, when nuuty 
weekK had gone^ 

They itought a hermit in hii holy cell. 

And told him all, the waUtng cry which 
rang 

Through the aad nijg^tt, vhe luathcly 
form which came. 

They told him all, and he, with grief 
and tcarii, 

Knowing what judgment tnu»l oVrttdce 
the youth. 

Though guiltlc&s, Itade the ntouiuurs 
ho(ie no more 

To him, whether in life he w.t^ or 
death ; 

And they, lamenting him as lost, at 
lavt 

1 ivcil their oUl life, and all wa^ os 
before, 

Till, loiiing not then >»orrow, but bent 
down 

li> weigh! of time, they passed, and in 
the ground 

Were laid, but never again beheld their 
non. 

But Gwen, the j^tle maiden, when 
she knew 

Tliat which had been, and how her 
love was gone, 

Mourned for him long^ and long ttme 
would lament 

The eruchy of fate, but never at all 

Believed that he was dead, for stilt she 
held 

That he would come again^it might 
be soon. 

It might be hflieir yeoia, hat still woald 
come, 

As his wont promised. So she iMed 
her teai^ 


Feeding a deathless hope, and every 
day, 

Morning and evening, when the circling 
sun 

Burst from the gatcb of dawn, or sank 
in night, 

U{K>D the summit of tne scarped rock 

Would >tand, and scan the landscape 
far and near, 

Seeking hee.lovc*'. return, and, when 
he came not, 

DeMxod in gnef. Year after year she 
came, 

Till from love’s easements her unfalier* 
ing wul • 

looked dimly, and the gathering snows 
of time 

Whitened her chestnut hKks, yet still 
she came, 

Steadfast, not failed of hope, while yet 
she could, 

Still looking fur her love. U util,at last. 

By the old chnpel of the V*an, they laid 

Her mortal body and undying hope. 

The years slippctl by, the undelaying 
yeari, 

And one by one they passed, the youi% 
and old 

Who knew the story; soaredy one was 
leA 

To tell of Rhydderch or his Cute; the 
world 

Rotted round upon its course; jrouftg 
lives were bom. 

Grew r^ and faded t many a yoqlh 
ai^ maid 

Came careless, rapt in lovc^ aod lead 
the stone 

Whidi told of Gwen, nor knew whal 
power* of ill 

Blighted htf life and hpp^ fer' metm 
more 
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The dfia mosie toanded on the lea» 

Since that dread night of Vule. Another 
race. 

With other hopes and fears, wa<) on 
the earth, 

And the old vanidied bo{)cs, and fears 
and loves, 

Were gone, clean gone, like mist upon 
the hills. 

* « * « 
Then, one fait summer m<irning, 


Entranced, and the good folk who 
tended him, 

He knew not where, made Uf^t of the 
long weeks 

Which lay 'tween him and health. 
When he was there 

'Twas Yule-tide, now Hwns May.” He 
raiserlrhia eyes 

To see if there, wliere then it usoil to 
wait, 

A girl's form waited. Something gray 


from the enve | 

Where, on that sad night four score 
years ago, | 

His footsteps straye.'!, Khydderch came 
forth again 

In all the pride of youth. His heart 
beat high 

. With love and hope, nor felt he any 
change. 

More than he feels, who, a brief month { 
or more, | 

Leaves fats lorad home. His longing ; 
heart was full; | 

He listened to the joyous notes of song | 

Wlndi the gay thrushes sang, as w'hen 
he wnit 

To meet his love. Slow Nature showed 
no change, 

The edd otUis seemed the same, his 
sweetheait*! home 

The same, or lordly changed. The 
bitter Fast I 

Tooehed him no more, who for the j 
Future looked 

And lecon^enseof love. There were 
Ibegmves 

teeHh the ye«r« where he in happy 
tryst 

Had lingered with hit love when moon- 
rise came, 

An iAssi be sh^ld agatik ** He hud 
heto ill. 


was there, 

Half-hidden beneath the yew. Was 
it herself f 

He vnuUctl o'er the wall, and found—a 
stone 

Gray touched by lime, and graven ou 
it deep 

111 wonls half-hid by lichen, the sweet 
imme 

Of her he loved, " Died, aged threC' 
score years," 

And in some strange year, forty years 
to come. 

Then not so much a Kuse of grief 
and pain 

Took him ns fear. He knew not what 
had l)ecn; 

lie knew not what he was. His 
throbbing pulse 

Grew slower at the chill cold touch of 
fate, 

And great perpleaity and new-ljorn 
doubt. 

And some half-consdousnen of loi^- 
dead years, 

As of a dresm, enchained hhii. Soon 
he (houj^ 

The mists would vanish, leaving all 
things clear, 

And tlum the love, the passion of his 
youth 


2 If 



4fi6 TUB CURSE OF PANTANNAS. 


Once more would live again. So, 
eagerly 

He left the place of grav<», and took 
his way 

Along the well-known paths, h> where 
he )taw. 

fn the old spot—the same, yet not the 
same— **» 

The roof-tree of I’antannas. Nfut 
yet 

Had he seen human face, and a new 
fear 

Came on him, and strange shame, as 
of one come 

Fronjl other air than cartirs; for now 
he knew 

That either he was dazed and i^enk of 
brain, 

Or some great change had pansed upon 
his life. 

Which nothing but the gaze of human 
eyes 

Am) the remembered tones of human 
s)H:cch 

Might ever again dis|>cl. Ami so he 
went 

Up the old path, and gained the well* 
known door, 

And in the old room stood again and 
mmed, 

Changed—yet the samet hut human 
face or voice 

He taw not* All the {leople were 
aheld. 

Nor was there any there to see or hear 

Of tbose ht knew of old* 'fhen, when 
the load 

Of sikmce grew too great, through the 
still house. 

In his high youUifiil voice, he called liw 
one, 

Hit eMld^ serving bo}*, who always 
loved 


To follow him, whether with horse or 
hound, 

All day uix>n the hills, ** Ifan, ’tis 1, 

I have come bock, ‘Dcuwch yma."’ 
'I'he high voice 

Throttgli the void i^jutce resounding 
clear, at last 

TCcboed to when*, within a sunny nook, 
Hcnt double with the weight of ninety 


years, 

There dozed an aged man, half deaf, 
half blind. 

And u hen he heard, his limbs began 1o 
shake. 

And he to mmter to himself; again 

It came, the <dd man trembletl to his 
feet; 

The third time came the cr)% aitd then 
in haste, 

Tnticring, the aged figure, bowed and 
bent, 

M(/vc<l quickly to the dnor, and there 
Isiheld 

11 i** longdost master, fair in youthful 
bloom, 

Unchangetl, and in hU hal>it as he was 

When all the world was young. 

The old hiwrt .. 

Went out to him, who stood munoved, 
untouched, 

Nut knowing whom he saw. One word 
alone 


He uttered, “Khyddetch/* 

And with a dash of light 
Tlie fast revealed itself. The youth 
knew all 


That had been, reading in uiolticr‘'g fiice 
The unnoted dight of Hme. Hi* life 
u*as done; 


He knew it now* All his <wl kngims 
dead i 

Dust was his love, and all Ids yaifni||s 
dustt 



TO J 0AY COMl^A^fY. 


Diut WM hb life, and all hb body dust. ! Jo)ra kaettor than odr own { loftlet 
No more upon tho old earth eoidd he | heights, 

bear ' Depths deeper still; keep tnystetyi 

To walk amid (he light of gartikh day, which is 

And when the white-haired man, with | The nurse of knowled|^, shading firont 
(ears of jog, ; tile glare 

Would fain have kisseit his hand, the i Of the full noontide sun, our tree of 
Life in Death 

Shrank from the Death in Life, and 
fading, left 

Naught Imt a thin dust, lost in oinpty 
air. 


Lifef 

TO A CAV COMPANY 


ThutI side by side they move, the Lives 
of Toil 

And Fancy. What is Fancy hut the 
Post 

Or Future, bathed in light which never 
shone. 

Or shall, upon the earth, and yet which 

ohowa 

Nearer than real Life, and dearer far<-> 
A life wherein the terror of the world, 
Its^mysteiy, its awe, its Iwumlless 
hope, 

Are ))biiicr thaa in ours, wherein the 


A GRASSY little knoll t know, 

Before the windows of niy home, 

; Where, when the chill days longer 
grow. 

And the dow Spring has come, 

, Forth gleams a golden company 
Of lowly blossoms thriiUgh the gratis, 

' Smiling n wdcome back to me 
As the soft Spring days pass. 

' Daily they take the cloudless sun; 
With innocent faces free from guile, 

: And a sweet yearning never done, 

They look on him olid smile. 


pang 

Of hopdesa longiiig and unmerited pain 

Which vex our thought, the blind un¬ 
equal lot 

Wkidi takes us, And some vague apo- 

>ogy, 

And hope some dim fuliilinent, and the 
ways 

Of Fkfe me ^tttlScd. the tli^hteoa 

The wicked fell? Die not, di sacred 
sUur 

Of Fancy f S9iow us stQl the charm, 
« the awe. 

The i^aaaoar of our livfs, bitterer 
gnefe, 


And while be shines, the Hveloi^ day, 
From early mom to failing light. 
Stands patiently the dense array, 
Content and smiling bright. 

Bat if edd rain or wintry hail 
Touch them, the careful petals fold, 
Safe where no vdolenoe may assail 
Their dilniilg cops of gold. 

Ob, silent, innocent choir f 1 settit 
To hear your fairy voices rise, 
Extolli^ hunt, as la a dremai 
Your great Lord in the dtks; 



FJtOM yVVENAL 




Atidi read in your widc*opcticd eyes 
Strange thoughts and human hiatones 
Till from your humble Uvea aeeiiM 
grown 

Life fairer than your own. 

Fair celonditiea, 1 love to see 
Each year your radiant company 
Bloom golden on the apringing grass, 
As the cjuick seasons pass. 

Ko carelem foot shall come to mar 
Your peaceful livest while life is mine; 
Still as the Spring*tidc comes shall 
shine 

Each multitudinous star, 

So like the otherst and the dead 
Dear blosMnns of forgotten Mays, 

The joyous Springs which now are fled, 
Thu wondering childish days 

When you, a joyous company, 

Or yours, were of an age with me; 

Yr hen marvels filled the earth and sky. 
Nor you could fade, nor 1. 

Still shall 1 aecm to hear your voice 
Of joymis praise, though adl be still: 
The Spring-time, bidding all rejoice, 
Throi^h you aird me shall thrill. 


Nay, nay! the sun shines overhead, 
The Spring-tide calls, the winterN 
done; 

I At last, from close depths dark and 
dread, 

I, too, shall greet the^un. 


I FROM JVVER^AL. 

' 1 aiuo to-day a Poet dead 
In old Rome, centuries ; 

; Once more returned the days long fled, 

i The dried-up waters seemed to flow. 

I 

Once more the keen tongue known in 
youth 

l.ashcd the gross vices of the time, 

. Portraying with a dreadful truth 
! 'I'he sloughs of sense, the deeps of 
! crime. 

! Great city of the Work!! were these 
I All that the race has gained of thee— 
Foul lusts and soulless luxuries, 

Fraud, bloodshed, depths oTvinany 7 


Was thb what wc have left of Rome, 
This blood • sUined sink of dark 
offence? 

Kay, stilt across the ages come 
The high pure tones of innocence: 


\VhetKcr we be alive <m earth, 

Or lying hidden in the mould, 

The %Miiig shall come with throes of 
birth, 

And dodie the fields widi gold. 

And ffle» the same Makes made, 
no renewal touch? Shall 1 
tCHiiyottd all hope decay and ftule? 
Deeper than Sptiog*tide lie? 


** Let nothiirgever, base to soi or hear, 
Pass the chaste threshold, where a 
youi^ tout is t 

The innocence of boyhood, oh, 

Lest what of vikness you conceive be 
his. 

** Desidse not thou bb pom aitd bmder 
youth, 

} But let hb wcukaese stand Mat 
thee end 




/G/fTJfAM MOTB, 


4*9 


Not wliolty wt thou dumb, dt«d 
voice of TniUi t 

Nor lost, ob sacred mlnibtry of Song! 


IGHVmM MOTE. 

Til R gray honse from the mont ari'^und 
Rises fouMqeares two white swans 
glide; 

K failing stTenm*s uncertain sound 
U heard on every side. 

A home in an untroubled land, 

As ’twas at first it is to-day; 

Um^nged the hushed quadrangles 
stand, 

Through centuries past away. 

The drawbridge and the entrance lower 
Arc still as in those good oM days, i 
Ere freedom baffled lawless power, j 
Which dullards love to praise. 1 

I 

j 

So oM, so gray, so ripe with time — 1 

Ere the broad cedars on the grass 
Came from some new*discovered clime 
It saw the centuries pass. 

So old and yet so new i to^lay 

Flowers of Japan, in gold and while, 

Its bnilden dreamt not of, make bright 
Ita gradual decay. 

And rounding into leafy bowers 
The laiarustiniia* baUc is q>iead; 

A11^ taae beading overh^ 
ftaddficate snadth of froweta. 

Aid oeer every nwss^frown stone 

Aglemenr of the dead is cast— 

The chntaaof dayadaoeased aid done, 

I Fast. 


A home, a hundred hom es in one, 
Before our English race grew great* 
Before the doughty deeds were done 
Which fixed her glorious fete t 

Before the daonUess Bifc^ocr 
From I>rvon dared the Wetem seas, 
And drove frie sullen Don in fear, 

And robbed his aigosies; 

Before the While Rose and the Red, 
Ere Cre^y proved our England’s might, 
When scarce the Paynim learnt to 
dread 

The stccl*clad Northern knight. 

r 


A hundred tales of good and ill, 

Of love and right, of hale and wrong. 
The joyance ami the dole which fill 
The treasure-house of song. 

The old knights with their mail were 

here, . 

The dames demure with high-built hair, 
The grave ruffed sage, the cavalier 
Flaunting his lovelocks fair, 

The periwigged and powdered Bcat^ 

, The Dame with hoops and patches 
brave; 

I The generations come and go— 

The cradle and the grave. 

Our grandslrcs and our granddames 

CTfnf $ 

They came awhile, Uieir times are 
dead. 

And we, the modem sir aaddann, 

Are reigitiiig in their atead. 

Cmhanged the itid pnnge aiaiidi. nid 

w3l 

When we in turn art fwat and gene ; 
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THE SECRET OF THINGS, 


The hurryini;' years flit by us itilU 

TJfc glides tmnoticed on. 

And what the end? No Goth or 
llun 

Can blot the record of thy paiit; 

Shalt thottt ttnehanged, tintronblcd, 
lost 

Till history be done i 

The peasants spared ihee, the long 
shock 

(>f warring Koses came not near: 

The Roundheail and the Cavalier, 

The King's head on Uie block, 


Thou hast survived. Shall peace o'er* 
turn 

What banded foernen deigned to i^re, 
{n some deqi hate, when all things fliir 
In one red ruin burn ? 

a 

Or nhall a wider faith and trust 
Bind all, until men recognize 
No guofl hut mutual sacriticc, 

Kor aim but to be )ust ? 

Thou best within the net of Fate, 

Oh ancient Kngland of our h)vc t 
I Howe’er the circling world may move, 

I Thou art, thou hast been great 1 


THE SECRET OT THINGS. 


l)ir> the Kocc of men descend from a Nature sublime, 

From a type which is higher than man anti almost divine, 

sinking fn>m higher to lower through .'vons of time. 

Through a hopeless decay and slow unmeasured decline ? 

Whence came, ilien, this downward force to degrade what God gave? 
Can we rest in the thought that we fell from a higher citate ? 

Shall the work of His hand grow weaker in time and hide. 

And that which was once above death, sink down to the grave ? 

,knd if we are born with the secrls of a deep tlecay, 

Can St ever be stayed, thoi^h it were by an Inhnite Will; 

Or are all Uunga fated to lade and dimmish away 
Through ail stages of lower life till Creation lies still ? 

Or If power there be to slay, and willing for good. 

When then ahall be set the Kihit of gradual shi^c ? 

Not there, maybe, when we think, nor then wbeo we would. 

And hiiw sW out bdiig leuaoeod to the height whenue we cuae? 

Or shall this faidi rather be oun, that the Infinite l^an 
Is worked by a gtuduel mifsdb bettering ^ Race, 

Since the quickening Spirit breathed on tim aeu'ii dfead biot. 

And the feist Ikh atlRed, efekh one day dioold bbHmD in Mas ? 


THE SECRET OF rm*vGS. m 


It were likeri indeed, to the work of an Infinite Might 
To raisw all the gradual Test from lower to higher ; 

Nay, but whore, were it thus, were there room far the heaven-sent light 
Tliat, ’midst grou ing darkness shinli^, could bid ns aspire ^ 

And what w^ our profit to rise from the general shame. 

If we knew that the Race were drtomed to a deeper decay, 

(h if roilUons of lives that are past should witherdn flame, 

Nor ri^c from the darknc&s of Hell to n Heavenly day ? 

And docs not all Nature teem, not only with types that ascend, 

Ilut with those theti inofluble fates from a b4;her ideal degrade. 

High archctyiies dwindling down, which from higher to lower tend, 

Keen organs, and powers of might, which to feeble energies fade ? 

(ircAi Universe, what is tliy Secret, what are thy l.aws? 

' l>c> they dwindle through secular time by the grower of an Infinite Will ? 
Dr do all things to rerfectness tend by a changeless ordinance still, 
lm}>elled liy the ujiwar.l force of an inborn Dcitcficent Caiiice ? 

I>ut if such were the Jaw of things, huw tlicn should any ignore 
Ttic st:ir>snme embryo gr\ovth of man and the lowest a}>e, 

Wliich an inlxrm necessity mouUfs to such diflcrcncc (»f ireing and shape. 
That one rises to godlike discourse, one lies s<,>uness fiir cverrarrre ? 

Ctr shall we Ijclievc, indeed, that deep down in the covering earth 
May be found, some day, a trace of a Ileing that once has Ireen, 

Which in long>dcad neons of time was parent of cither birth, 

And, in Natttre*s gradual scheme, stood centred and fined betvireen ? 

Can the Inditridual rise, though the Race sinks down in disgrace. 

And, while all is ruined beside, increase to a hcavcaily height ? 

Can the Individual rink to some dark, incf&ble place. 

While the Race rises higher and higher in face of the Infinite Light ? 

% 

la tht aottl of ilamaoity one with the Individual soul ? 

Shall eadi riae with the other or rink, as the suns are illumined or fade? 
^haS the hand of the Maker show weak oa the aeons ontdiai^cably roH, 
Gioini hdipkn to stay the wreck of the Cosmos itaetf hath m a de ? 

Nay« lixmi ootof the Mouse of despair riialL be heard a jutrilaiit to^ 
Beneath the deejvest defHhs and hopeless al^^eset trf 111, 

Whidiiii emmical accepts immeoae, bids all things livia^ rejeioc^ 

And oolof iha int of HdU strive onward and upward stSL 




47S 


Olf, EAHTal-—ON A BIRTHDAY, 


OH, BAR TH I 

On, c&rth! thut liett Mill to>ntghl 
Beneath the starlit skies. 

How splendid dost thou loom and 
bright 

To planetary eyes ! 

But if some storm-cloud, vast anil dark, 
Should hide thee from the day ; 

If through blind night no faintest spaik 
Should force its feeble way, 

No other would thy face appear, 

Than on this cloudless sky. 

Though all the world should quake 
with fear, 

Though alt our race should die. 

Great Universe! too vast thou art, 

Too changeless and too far, 

Hull grows the brain and chill the 
heart 

Before the nearest star. 

Oh, kindly earth ! upon thy breast 
For ever let me lie, 

Wrapt round with thy eternal rest, 

But gaxing on the sky. 


OH A BIRTHDAY, 

What td»tt be written of the man 
>Vho through life’s mfa^led hopes ami 
femn 

Touches lo-dny our little span 
Ofneventyytan; 

Who, with force undimtnbhed still, 

A Nestor stands amoioc his peen, 
of youth’s fite and diumticsi will 
At seventy years; 


Who knows no creeptng chill of age, 
But, rich in all which life endears. 
Keeps still the patriot’s noble rage 
Utrough seventy years, 

The form unbent, th^flariung eye, 

The curious lore, the wit that cheers, 
The scorn of wrong which can defy 
Ills seventy years j 

To whom no wound which mars the 
state, 

Nohuniblest neighbour’s grief Or tears, 
Apinral in rain for love or bate 
'i’hesc seventy years: 

For whom home’s happy radiance yet 
A steadfast beacon*fire ap|>ean, 
Bright through the storms, the^ stress, 
the fret 

Of seventy years;— 

What else but this? **Brave heart, W 
strong. 

Be of good hope; life holds no fears, 
Nor death, for him who strives with 
wrong 

For seventy years. 

Live, labour, spread that sacred light 
Of knowledge which thy soul reveres; 
Fig^t still the old victorious %ht 
Of seventy years. 

Live, labour, r^ien to fourscore 
While still the Itstening Saiate hears % 
live tin new summers Ueatom o'er 
These seventy years. 

Or if a br^ter briefer lot 
Withdraw thee from riiy comri^s 
tears, 

Be sure thm fe wlieie duoBge it oot, 
Nor sfe, nor yeus." 



W A LABOXATOXy-^^THS SUMMONS, 
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I So I penemed, and the brute agaiui 
/N A LABOR A TORY, With u loe{ii|r, sorrowful look of paint 

I Brought the left paw over the htlfdets 
A MOST inteUigenl dog I tockt rjghtt 

AfiectioDate, full of caressing grace, > AikI I marked the efort, with deep 
With aomethlog ^ human love in Ins ; delight, 
look, 

And such a trustful, half-human face. , And havin^ushed knowledge so far, 

again 

Had learnt tricks, too—would give you j fijvjjed the opfKMite lobe of the brain, 

^ I And the poor brute, though willing to 

WTiere a brother-savant would offer a , 

^**”*** <,'ould no longer obey—and I grasped 

Right or left, as you asked him ; could j, | 

understand 

Your speech—it might almost fill one j Later on, still athirst for knowledge, 
- with awe, j once more 

• I carved the weak brain, as 1 did 
Seeing how near if> mankind, yet how ; before, 

; Till the }HK>r dumb wretch, as be lay 
1'bcse dumb and pitiful creatures are; | 

How all their faith ami belief and love ; g ikying look regarding me, died. 
Is centred an Man as a Lord above- 


And looking into kia eyes for awhile, ! 
For knowledge is precious and gained ! 
through pain, 

I bound him down with a pitying smile, 
And deftly removed the left lobe of his 
brain. | 


Poor brute ! may his pain be for know¬ 
ledge, and I, 

If I grasp not the clue, yet I may by-* 
ond-by. 

Strange how weak .Man is, and infirm 
of will, 

For sometimes 1 see him and shudder 


And tbeii, with all that I had of skill, 

I healed it again, so that presently, 

Thoi^h hme and sick, in his love for 
me, 

'fhe emtnie strove to obey my will. 

And when I asked him togtve me a paw, 

He gave dm kA first, but when for 
the right . 

1 nshedt umiitted btam fidling him 
quite, 

Iktve the left—aiMl 1 iboai^l 1 had 
. toadied a taw. 


still! 


; THE SUMMONS, 

\ 

1 Maach aB, 1884. 

I 

Away from love of child and wife^ 
From the first Hush of ripeniiig Iftb, 
From books and Art* ftom all tbifags 
I foif. 

From hon^y jcyi^ front pnbUe'cafe, 

A low vokm snottnons os away, ' 

And prfaice and peasrat nnuf obey* 
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SILVSRN SPEECH. 


SometimcM amid the noonday throng, 
Amid, the feoat, the dance, the song, 
Amkl the daily whoiesmne round, 

Tiic incvitahle accents sound, 

And the car hears the summons come 
As his wild cnll<$ the truant home. 

I 

And sometimes iu ttie loneV night j 
It sounds and brings with it the light. | 
Alone, with none but strangers ntgii, • 
(!omc8 the cold voice which bids us dii*; | 
Sudden, or after inoiuhs of pain, 

And weary vigils spent in vain. 

I 

f 

What shall it bring of profit then j 
I'o have loomeil large in the eyes of | 
men ? 

Or whal of comfort shall endure, ' 
Save soaring thoughts and memories j 
pure ? j 

Nought else of thoughts and thirds that | 

be . I 

Can solxmc that great misery. j 

I 

I 

Oh drcailful summons, full of fear 
For weakling mortal souls to bear I ! 

When that lost moment shat! be ours, j 
'Mid failii^ Iwain and sinking |H>wcrs, | 
May one great strength our stc|is I 
attend, 

The constant presence of a Friend, | 


SilVEEN SPEECH. 

TMSftl are w'bom Fate*s obacure decree 
Dooms in deq> SoUtude to be; 

For wbom no noid that mortal spake 
The suUen sUence comes to break; 
And e*en the imudc of the Spheres 
Falls only on nabeeding cars. 

For them, hfe's loitd proceadtms seem 
A ooiaetees and wnwiiiiiig dnan. 


Around their prison, jt^ous life 
Echoes with noise of fruitful strife. 

Yet, to their cells no sound may come, 
But all the universe is dumb. 

Ah! strange that while all things 
rejoice ^ 

Man only should be wanting voice ! 

Ah { strange that nioming*!u>ng of bird 
By living ears is never heart!! 

Nor mtgh^ master-music dim, 

Nor i tcavm*thritlct! note of snaring 
hymn, 

Nor rijtpling laugh of happy child, 

Nor the Deep’s thunder-voices wild I 
Unreached by life’s tumultuous sountl 
Even as the dead, beneath the ground. 
And still, though all creation groan. 
Unmoved in loneliness alone. 

Ah, cntcl fate ! unequal doom 
That sinks the innocent in gloom I 
W'hat first the depths of chaos stirred 
But the Ineffable S}>oken Word ? 

What else our inmost souls can reach 
Like that l>ivincst Gift of Sjvecch ? 

Ah, hapless fate that thus deprives 
Of half their life unconscious lives! 

Ah ! could a soft .compassion gain 
To soothe the victim’s lonely pain 1 

What if will) knowledge, love combined, 
Can wake the undeveloped mind. 

And without speech or sound can teach 
The use of sound alikh and speech; 

To those dumb solitudes profound 
Convey some blessed g^t of sound. 
And kindle from the dormant »aue 
Bright sparks of new intflligenoi: 
Assbt the undeveloped bruin 
New loftier summits to attain, 

Till knowledge grow the guide of 
lovc^ 

And love iimied Heanenwiid pidiil 
above; 



THE OMEUSX. 


m 


And the itimmocd soul confes* 

The innale love of RighleQtt»ncs&! 

Surely a mintclc it U 

Which works so blest a change as this 

THE OfiEUSK. 

Trox the river side, 

Alx>vc the turbid stream, 

Which rolls on, deej> and wide ; 
Strange as a dream, 

The obelisk defies 
Its dim unnumbered years, 

Facing the murky skies, 
ilieir snows, their tears. 

Three thousand years it siou<l 
Upon the sweet, broad Kile, 

And watched the gliding flood, 

The blue skies vmilc. 

And many a century more. 

Where it of old would stand, 

It lay half covered o*er 
By the hot sand, ' 

Kow with s^s graven deep, 

In this our Korthem Isle, 

Where the skies often weep 
And seldom sgiile. 

Once more again it rears 
Us dins, discrown^ head, 
ThM#t ail those oonntless years 
Its life is dead. 

' f t 

IFiiigetlen is the kac 

mystic symbols keep t 

III bnilden emnom 
> Sieep thdr last deep. 


I Amid thb Ntwtbem ak. 

Beyond the slQrm«tost sea, 
i Where earth apr sky is fair. 

Why shouidsl thou lie ? 

Standing amidst (he strife, 

The modem city’s rt^ar, 
Memorial #f a life 
I>cad evermore, 

Ami of the end of all 
That shows to-<lay so silting, 
The giratness tiuit shall fall. 

After how long ? 

The city which to>day 
Shows mightier than thy own, 
Wliich yet shall pass away. 

Like thine o’erthrown. 

And thou ? Where shnlt thou Ik; 

When Time has ruined all, 

And Faith and Empery 
Together fall ? 

Shait thou at last find rest 
Beneath the river’s flow, 

And mark u[>on its breast 
New ages grow^^ 

Or shall unlxirn race 
Take thcc as price of war, 

And set thee up to grace 
New cities far? 

Or shall uor Northern frost, 

Onr chill and weeping alries, 
Sap thee, till diou igt lost 
To mc^ eyes? 

The Past It is, the Past 
Whose ghost thou eomest here; 
The yean fleet by us hwt. 

The end draws ncm. 
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But while the Presenl fliet 
The rar*tiflf Poit SQTvim; ^ t 

It lives, it never dies, 

In newborn lives* 

It lives, it never dies, 

And we the outcome are ^ 

Of countless centuries w j 

And ages for. 

I 

{ 

What if our thought might sec j 

The Future ere it rise, j 

The ages that shall be, ! 

Before our eyes; i 

i 

t 

r 

» 

And if incorporate, | 

Oraven some mystic hand, ! 

Our hieroglyph of Fate i 

By thine might stand ? ! 

» 

I 

I 

Nay, nay, our Future shows 
Implicitly in thee ; I 

For well the thinker knows 
What was, shall be. 

And thoo^ a ghost thou art, 

Tis well that thott art here 
To touch each careless heart 
With hope and fear. 


A SONG OF EMPIRE, j 

\ 

JVNt 30, 18S7. 

Fiaar Lady of our English race, | 
In Royn] ^giuty and grace j 

Highef than all in old ancestral blood, | 
But higher still in love of good, 

And cue for ordered Freedom, grown | 
To a great tree where'er ! 

In either hemisphete, ! 

Its ntal seeds are Uoifo ; I 


Where'er with every day begun 
Thy English bugles greet the coming 
sunt 

Ihy life is England's, All these fifty 
years I 

Thou from thy lonely Queenly place 
Hast watched the clouds and sunshine 
on her face; 

Hast marked her changing hc^ies and 
fears t 

Her joys and sorrows have been always 
thine} 

Always thy quick and Koyal qrmpathy 
Has gone out swiftly to the bumMest 
home, 

Wherever grief and pain and sufieriiig 
come. 

Therefore it Ls that we 
Take thee for head and symbol of our 
name. 

For fifty years of reign thou wert the 
same. 

Therefore to<Klay we make our jubilee. 
Firm set on ancient right, as on thy 
people’s love, 

Unchecked thy wheels of empire oo> 
ward move. 

Not as theirs is thy throne ' 
Who, though tli^ haptesi subjects 
groan. 

Sit selfish, carii^ not at all, 

UnUI the fierce mob nurges and they folly 
Or the asMBsiB sets the down-trod foee. 
Not such thy fote on this Uqr jubBee, 
But love and revertnee in the hearts of 
all 

Oh England! Enqdiewidaantdgreat 
As ever from the duqdng hand of fold 
Did issue on the earth, large 

grown 1 



A SONG OF SMmS, 


What were the Empires of the paiA to j The Englbh laws» the Epglish actHtnta 

thinef I 

The old old Empires ruled liy kiitgs j *Mid huminc North or 0K>ler Sonthere 
divine— ! air. 

Egypt, Aasyrta, Rome ? What rule | A world within themselvea, and with 
was like tl^ne own, | them blent 

Who over all the round world bearest \ Island with continent. 


sway ? i The green IMes, Jewels on the tropic 

Not those alone who ihy commands j blue, 

obey ' N^ltere flower and tree and bird are 

Thy subjects are j but in the boundless strange and new j 

West Or that which lies within a temiwrate 

Our grandsires lost, still is thy reign air 

contest. As summcr'England fair; 

“ The Queenthey call thee, the young Or those, our Southern Britain that 


People strong, 


shall Ijc, 


Whrf, beii^ Britons, might not suffer Set in the lonely sea. 

wrong, I T.an<1s of deep fiord and snow^clad 

But are rcknit with us in reverence for | soaring hill, 

thee; 1 Wherethrough the ocean 'Currents ebb 

I'hereforc it is we make our jubilee. aud fill, 

And craters vast, from which the 

See what a glorious throng they come, prisoned force 

Turned to their ancirat home, ; Of the great earth-fires runs its dreadful 

The children of our England! See course. 

What vigewous company ! And vales of fern and palm, whence 

Thou aendest. Greater England of Uic ; rising like a dream 

Soothm .Sea ! ' High in mid-heaven, the ghostly ice- 

Thy stately cities, sown with domes^ fields gleam. * 
and s[Hres, 

ChasctheUhumnedftight wiUifestal fires ^ And from her far and wintry North 
In hcaiour of thdr Queen, whose happy i The great Dominion issues forth, 

reign I Fit nune of stalwart British hearts and 

Began w^n, *mid theta central roar, i strong; 

The nideed ravage trod the paihleu | From her black pine woods, deep in 
plahi. \ mow, 

TtKNMiada miles* North, South, j Her billowy prairies boundless as the 
East^ Wesl, to-day, aea. 

Their oonnBera benia and flocks on* Where on the sweet nnirottbled atdl 
nerabered stcay. Yearly die tmnoUeed, oountlesi wild* 

Thebs are the vast primaeval forest flowms blow, 

dqithsprofiMiiid; | And by men’s (hutfittl and copapelttag 

Vet e ve r y wheic are found « I toil 
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Veftrlythe deep nnd bount«ott» hArvcftfs 
growi 

Fi;pm the lone plains, o'er which the 
icy wind 

Sweeps from the North, leaving the 
Pole behind; 

in whose brief summer suns, so fierce 
they shine, ^ 

Flourish nlike the n|>p]c and the vine ; 

From teeming ancient cities bright and 
fair, 

Whether in summer’s heat or frosty 
wintry air, 

StamiHid with the nameless charm and 
' grace 

Of a more joyous race; 

<.h' on the rounding prairie nestling 
down 

Homestead ami freriuent new-built 
town. 

Kven to those ultimate wilds where 
comes to lie ^ 

Another Westminster on the Pacific 
Sea. 

Nor shall thy Western Isles 

lie wanting, where the high green 
breakers fall 

the torrid shore, and nature 
smiles; 


Long creepers trailing thick with 
brilliant bloom, 

And loud upon the forest’s sUemt 
gloom 

The plunging surges of the cncircltng 


And from the ancient land 

Scorching Inmcath the strong unfailing 
xun, 

Round thee thy unnumbered suliject 
millions stand; 

I From many-a storied city fair, 

Old ere our England, first begun. 

From marble tomb and temple white, 

Built ere ouk far forefathers were. 

And still a miracle defying Hme ; 

Palaces gray with age and dark with 
crime, 

Fierce superstitions, only quench^ in 
blooil, 

‘ And sweet Howct'foncies yearning 
towards the light, 

And lustral cleansings in the sacred 
flood, 

Where by dim temple cool, or shaded 
street, 

From hill or parched plain the waywi'wn 
j pilgrims meet. 


And yet sometimes broods over all, And from the unhappy Continent 

Thick woods and hot laguncs with j Which breeds the savage and the 
steaming breath, slave— 

A nameless presence with .a face of' From our enormous South, there shall 
death. Iw sent 

Fair balniy Isles, where never wintry A scanty bsuul of strong aetf>govemed 
air men. 

Ruflks the scentless tropic blossoms And from those poisoned swuinp^ tih 
fair, day a gra\^ 

Upon whoa* sun«wanned fniithil But which one day shall ^nlte wHb 

Our hither’s dusky Intdmen tml. plenty, when 

Lands of bright plttmes that flash from The onward foot of Knowledle, sk)«v 
tree to tree, sutflimo. 
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lilts imversed licr and set her children 
free 

Frinn ocean to her falntlous inland 


A natkm, m»t a city, the loved home 
Whereto the lunging thoughts of exiled 
Britons come I 


sea. 

And the fierce savage, full of hingly 
grace. 

Is father of a gentler race. 

And pcncdTiil cotnniercc heals the 
wounds of Time, 

And the long histrtry of blood and i>aiit 

Comes nevcimore again. 

And nearer to thee stillr'and dearer 
yd. 

Thy people of these little Xorthorn 
Isles, 

Who never shall their Queen foigct. 

Nor be forgotten, whether Foitane 
smiles 

Or armM Euro^tc storm around. 

Whom none assail, licyond the wave*.' 
deep sound, 

Behind thdr surge-struck ranijraris safe 
and (m. 

These are tby closest subjects, these 

The brain ai^ heart of Empire, as thy 
Rose 

Within its dose-ranged petals comes to 
hold 

A perfunmd heart of gold, 

Wherdn the seed of the miraculous 
flower, 

Safe hid, defies Fate's power. 

And most of all tby wofidroos mother' 
town 

Upon omr broad Tfiames sitting like a 

ClCfttltj 

Who^ *inid her beolthfiil labour'laden 
air. 

Grows every day tnene fair t 

Whom not for fairness do her children 
fwiae, ■ 

Bm for hergracioiislioinely numories** 


Wliat is it that thetr voioes toll? 

What is it that in tianihig thee they 
praise? 

Not wider eflipirc only; that is well. 

But there are worthier triumphs, 
]>caccrnl days, 

Just laws, a people happier than before, 

And rolling on untroubled evermore, 

Wuh larger stream, and fidlcr and more 
free 

I 1'hc tide of f^rdered lilicrty. 

; 7'hcsc things than empire higher arc, 

I Higher and nobler far. 

I 

I i)\» old Dmcunic Law 
! With chihlreii’s IiUkkI cemented, no 
I more kills 

Its tale of innocent victims. Pitying 
I Love 

Amid the nbjccts deigns to-day t<i 
move 

Whom no man cared for. If the cruel 
city 

Hitll claims its thunsands, by the out¬ 
casts stand 

f'ure men and women in a gentle band, 

Linked in a minbliy of Love and 
riiy. 

No more the insensate State 

Binds down the worker, to exi^ggeratc 

Tlie unequal gifts of Fate, 

But comes instead, some care for 
common good, 

Some gUomiefhig s«se of growing 
hrothetbood. 

No mote half deafened by the unresting 
loom, 

Soolkss u is the brute» the ptHkl 
children pint | 
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Nor hapless i»bves half naked, 'mid the 
gloom 

And grime and squalor of (he sunless 
mine, 

The young girl-workers coarsen, but all 
take 

Some modest gleam of knowledge, 
which may breed i 

llie faith that is almve, yet under, 
every creed, 

And of these humble lives, one dny 
shall make 
True citixens indeed. 

Kor shall thy peoples' voice 
Keep silence of the salutary change' 
Which brought the gill of hillcst 
freedom down 

To humble lives, whether liy field or 
town; 

The latent gift, and strange, 

Whi^ wakes alone the wider civic 
sense, “* 

Which, more than knowletlge, solwirs 
heart and mind, 

And rich and poor in closer tics c.tn 
bind, 

Aiul knits a nation firm in harmony I 
Let civil brmls and fiercer dissidence 
Come^we are one. What care have 
we? 

In speech, in action, we are free. 

No mob fow need we fear, or <«ensete8s 
anarchy. 

And for all thm rejoice. 

What law fiof m has done, 

For all our greater £n|^d *!iieath the 
sun. 

Let us do 40W, bnildhtg cm high a 
State 

Of lu^f the Worid c o a fe dwate I 


Sure, ’twere the nobleat victory of 
mind 

Thy scattered realms to bind ; 

To guide the toiling, hqpcless feet 
To where is work for all, and life is 
sweet; 

To teach our mtuions their great 
heritage, 

To call together high u’orld-counciis 
sage. 

Strong as the Priest's, in this our 
island-home; 

Then, though the armed world shall 
come, 

What care, what fear, have wc, 

Who, being free, are one; and, being 
one, arc free ? 

If all the w'idc Earth brings our 
millions food. 

And if our navies whiten every sen. 

If we have rest and wider brotherhood, 
Alt these l»^an with thee ; 

And shall, if Heaven so will, still more 
increase 

With thy remaining years, till bletihd 
Peaoi, 

Half frighted from us now by grave 
alarms 

Of half a world in arms, 

Shall Itfood, a white-winged AiHfel, 
o'er the Earth. 

llicn may the rule of Wrong be 
done I 

Then may a new and Gkirioas Sun 
Gild the tllumined#rorldl mid then 
Come Kig^tcousneis to men I . 

Three soveielgM of our Eng^ Hue 
Have reached thy length of rale, eudi 
of iua name the tUtd, 

But never England'a heurt was stined 
By those as 'tis by Ihioe, 
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Oar Henry died lonely and girt with I And Shakespesam^ tongue nod Miltons 
foes; I learned to dance 

Our greater Kdward fell in dotage ere j The ininaet of France. 
lifc'N close: j 

And be thy grandsirc kneu a traubluuK I And now again uiive juurc 

time^ 0. : A Queen icigns ucr us *ii tidore : 

A dim pathetic hgnre! full of |)ain | Again Ijy land and sea 

And care too great for mortal to ' We cast the illtequcred sum of victory. 

sustain, I Once more our English tongue 

And in his rayless sorrow grown j Wakes to unnumbered bursts of stong. 
suUime! j A great choir lifts again its accents fait, 

^ And to those greater singers, if we find 
Three Queens have swayed . TonJay no answering mind, 

Our England's fortanes-**great Eliza- , 'Tis that too large the Present tills llic 
beth. view, 

In wl^se brave times the blast of war ' Yet luis its great names too. 

Ulew luttd and fierce and far. Part of the glorious fellowship arc wc, 

Her dauntless sailors dared the uii- ‘ The great Victorian coro^auiy, 

bounded West, Which, since old Caiidmon's deep voice 


And fought the Armada’s might, and 
did prevail, 

And wheresoe'er was seen an English 
sail 

Her Empire was confest: 

And round her gracious throne immortal 
flowers of song 

Bloomed beautiful, bkiomed long. 

And left our English tongue as sweet 
os H was strong. 

And when a centory aitd more had 
passed 

]a 1^)^ and tunnoil, came a Queen 
atlast 

Her soldiers and her mtilocB once again 

Conqnefed on tenUtt fleld and on the 
main, 

And once nioie rose the choir of song; 

Hot as the EUaahethan, deep and 
stronflb 

Bat, tripptag 1igb% on its fewelled 
lect, 

laaoad politily sweet, 


Through England’s clrcquered story 
Imre along 

The high pure Arc of the world's 
sweetest song. 

But not iu the increase 

Of Empire, or the victories of peace, 

Chiefly we seek tby praise. 

But tW thy long and graduus days. 

Lived in the solitude that hems a throne, 

Since thy great sorrow came smd left 
tlmlone, 

Were ever white, aiul free from thought 
of blame. 

Kot once in thy kmg years shadow of 
envy came 

On thee, <v him, whose stainleaa nuin* 
hood bore 

Thy lov^t nniading flower, Hever 
hefoee 

In aB ottr Enii^aiid was a royal beime. 

\\*hereto the toeing thougltts orhmnhle 
hearts m^t come. 
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Thjr diUdrei’s cfdldrvn stand artnuid 
thy knees, i 

Their children come in turn as fair as 
these; 

Thy {Msopie and thy chikiren turn to 
thee, 

Knit all in one by bonds of sympathy | 
With thee, our Queen, arl we; ! 

Therefore we nudcc our solemn jubilee i > 

I 

t 

1 

Flash, festal fires, high on the joyous ! 

air 1 I 

Clash, joy-tiells I joy-guns, roar ! and, | 
juldlant trnmftcts, blare f 
Let the great noise of our rejoicing ' 
rise! j 

Gleam, long-illumined cities, to the . 

skies 1 

Kound all the earth, in every clime, j 
So far your distance half confuses time! ' 

As in the old judrean history, j 

Fling wide the doors ai^ set the | 
prisoners free! 

Wherever F.nghind is o'er all llte world. 
Fly, banner of Koyal Kngland, stream ; 

unfurfed! | 

The iHOttdesi Empire that has been, to¬ 
day 

Rejoices and makes solemn jubilee. 

For England I England! we our voices 
nisei 

Our England 1 England 1 England \ in 
our Queen we praise t 
W'e love not war, but only peace, 

V*et mmsr shall our Eni^amrs |iower 
decrease I 

Whoever guides oar hehu of Stale, 

Let aU men know it, Engfatnd shall be ^ 
great 1 \ 

W> bold a vaster £in|»ru than has l 
been I | 

Kigh half (he race of man is 8uli|ect to 

our QiMen! i 


Nigh half the wid^ wide earth is outs 
in fee 1 

And where her rule comes, all are free. 
And therefore *tis, oh Queen, that we. 
Knit fast in bonds of tcmpeime liberty. 
Rejoice to-dny, and^ make our solemn 
jubilee! 1 


7£Jl/P£EANC£. 

Whoso can rule his soul 
In prudentrv still; 

Who can liiii lieart control, 

His thought, his will; 

Whom, tcmficrate in all, 

Lalmur and play. 

No low dciures enthral 
Nor lead astray; 

Seeking the golden mean, 

To liuty vowed,— 

Ay, though Idack depths between 
Roar dark and loud; 

He shall new pleasures find, 

More fruitful fin* 

Ilian for the undlsciplmed 
And scasaal are; 

A ktngdtun ahoolate, 

A wider sway 

'rhan bis whom myriads mule 
And Mind obqf. 

For in his soul one voice 
Alone ia hend, 

Which bida his beioc n^tdee. 

One perfect word. 

Stronger ihaa heated 
MfghtMw than wfoaf^ 
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Tbe GodUlM voice o( Troth* 
A oomUnl scmg, 

Silence all dboords loud 
Within the braut 1 
¥\y from ibo Ugubletl crowd 
To }>eaee ana rest! 

And let ilie cnfranchtjicd 
From self set free, 

?'incl in Kighfs dread Cf>ntro1 
True Liberty! 


THE fMPET/AL fNSTrrVTE. 

*As Odiu (Jui.y 4, 1887.) 

Wiril soaring voice and fiolcinn music 
sing! 

High to Heaven's gate let ^icaling 
trami^cts ring! 

ToKlay our hands consolidate 

The topire of a Uiousand yearn: 

Delusive ht^ws, distracting fears, 

Have passed and left her great. 

For B^taifi, Britain, wc our jubilant 
anthems raise. 

UpUfl your voices all: worthy is she of 
praise! 

Our Bfilaiti, issoing at tbe call of Fate 

Keont her tone islets in the Konhern 
Sea* 

Oanned her Imperial robe, assumed her 
erownid stale. 

Took the lole sceptre of tbe Free \ 

'Mid ckqg of anas her ctaaecnt glory 

lOiti 

By sbattend deet and flaming town: 

Vidnrions ti the last o'er aU her ibes, 

Bmbaltled rolls her apkndtd stoiy 

domptk 


Soldier and seaman, side by side, 

Her strong sons, greatly dared and 
bravely died. 

Close on their steps her dauntless 
toilers went 

O'er unknown sea and I4ithless conti* 
nent, 

Till wlien #ra centuries of strife were 
done 

ITiey left the great ettt Realm beneath, 
the sun. 

Traijic them and her; your grateful 
voices raise. 

other of Freedom ! lliou ait worthy 
of our praise! 

No mure we seek our Realm's increase 
By War’s red rapine, but by wbi*c- 
winged Peace i 

I 'I’u'ilay wc seek to bind in one, 

Till all our Britain's work be done 
Tlirough wider knowledge closer grown, 
As ca^ fair sister by the rest is known. 
And mfitual Commerce, mighty to 
efface 

'ITic envious bars of Time and piace, 
De^pulsing from a common heart 
And through a comiticm speech cx- 
jwessed,' 

From North to South, from East to 
West, 

Our great World Empire's eveiy part j 
A universal Britain, stnmg 
To raise up Right and beat down Wroi^. 
Let this thing tie 1 who idiatl our Realm 
divide? 

Ever we stand together, Kioimen, side 
by side! 

Toslay we would make free 
Our millions of their idovkuis hmitagie. 
Here^ Labour orowds in hopdoss 
mismy,— 
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Thcfc, M untwundeU work ond ready 
wage# 

The iait breete, calling* stin onr 
Northern bloody— 

Lead we the toilers to thatr certain 
good; 

Guide we their feet to where 

la spread for those who daS*e 

A happier Britain 'neath an ampler 

< air. 

I’prisei O Palace fair! 

With ordered knowletlge of each (ur* 
off land 

For all to understand \ 

Uprise, O Palace fair, where for the 
Poor shall bo 

Wise thonght and love to guide o'er 
the di%'iding sea. 


First Lady of otir British race 1 
Tis well that with thy peaceful Jubticc 
Tliis glorious dream begins to be. 

ThU thy lost Consort would; this 
would thy Son, 

Who has seen all thy l^ropire face to face 
And fain vrould leave tt One. 

Ob, may the Hand which rules our Fate 
Keep this our Britain great! 

We cannot tell, we can but pray 
Heaven's blessing on our work to<day. 
Uprise, O Palace fair, where every eye 
may see 

I'his proud embodied Unity ! 

For Britain and our Queen one voice 
wc raise,— 

Laud them, rejoice, peal forth: worthy 
are they of praise ? 


OAr/D utyvA^. 

Daviii Gwv.n was a Welshman lx)ld wlio pined a slave in the bulks of Spain, 
Taken years since in some mad emprise with Francis Drake on tlie Sp.anish 
main. 

Long in that cruel country he shared the captive’s lullcr ami hapless loft; • 

Slowly the dead years {msed and left him dreaming still of the days that were 
not, 

Of tiny Radnor, or stately Brecknock, or Card^;ao s raia<ewcpt heights may 
be. 

Or green Caermarthen, or rich Glamorgan, or Perabrokc sttling on other 
sea. « 

Sickening within his squalid (uison, while still as the drdii^E seasons come 
The fterce sun beat on the brown Sierrasb springtide and mmmer and autuinn 
the same. 

Almost hope failed the dauntless sailor, chained in an alien and hateful biid, 
Lonely and friendkas, atarved and buffeted!, none to pity or undentand. 

Pining always and ogiiBB yearly as akm Time wbitowd and bowed hii head, 
While longiiq; and hate burned high and h^ber as life sank tower and hope lidi 
dead, 

With bnitea ftw his fsolm, and fiends few his fellows, chained to him ceoadeasly 
nii^t and day. 

Eleven mtamns, ^even winten wasted thdr weartsooe lengtli away. 



DAVW eWYN. 

Then there «w<^e foiuid hit floethis pi^ou chmg of hanuneri wid buttle of men} 

Ship«rrf||^ts liiboaring hite and early woke old thoughts in hit heart again. 

*' Spain will lay watte jroor heretic Islsiid with fire and sword ere the winter be 
comet 

And you and the rest of your felon crew shall row the galleys which sack yoar 
home." ^ 

The hot bUKxl fiu$he«l to the prisoner’s forehead, Imt never a word in reply 
said he, ^ 

Tiling obedientiy days and weeks till the great fleet sailed on the suimner sea ; 

Splendid galleons towering sky ward with gilded masts and with streamers Iwavc, 

Floating proudly to martial muric over the blue Lusitanian wave, 

Four great galle3rB left<ling the van, and in one mklst the cloie-throngcd lynches 
sate 

Ihivid Ctwyn, a forgotten oarsman, nursing n burning heart o( hate. 


So ahmg the windless ocean slow the great Ammda sped, 

• Two unclouded weeks of summer blaaed the hot sun overhead. 

Hourly from the high deck«pulpiu preaching rose end chant and pra}Tr, 
And the cloying fumes of incense on the brisk Atlantic atr; 

Courticri fine and sea>w<Hii sailors jesting the slow hours away, 

Silken sails and blasoncd slamlards flapping idly day by day, 

And within his high poop-turret, more than nuirtal to behold, 

The High Admiral kicdiua lounging idly, clothed with gohl: 

Not a thought of (>cril touched them, not a dream of what might come, 
Proudly sailing, sure of amquett, with the benison of Rome, 

And far dbwn among the oarsmen’s benches, fainting, des(ierate, 

Dn%dd Gwyn, a patriot helfdess with a Imming heart of hate. 

i 

With the roaring Bay of IHM»y louder winds and greyer skies, 

And the galkons plunge and labour, and the rolling m<Hintains rise; 
Blacker loom the drifting storm clouds, fiercer grow the wind and sea, 
Far arid wide the gallecjns scatter, driving, drifting helplessly. 

Hi^wr mount the thundering tuiges; tossed to heaven, or fatimms down, 
Rew or plunfi^ the cumbrotn gaUqrs while the helpless oarstnen drown. 
Like a diver the DianA slides head first beneath the wave. 

Not a soul of all her hundreds may her labouring consorts save. 

Now to huhoasd, now to starboard, shattered, tost from lude to side. 
UctpksB redls the great Armada, shorn of all its pomp and pride. 

Xknm between those topidiBg ridges, groantii^ ftiwning in bis place, 
Damd Gwyn among the oaismen rits with trhmitdi in his fiice. 

Then amid the mariiqi; seas, when hope was gone and death was near. 
And the hearte of all the.Speniards linldng, (ailing them for fear, 
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DAVW OWYN. 


BoTcHy (o the haughty Captaiiii David Gwyn the CMnman went. 

Veiling with a fearlm frankness all the depth tA his intent. 

** Quick, Sehor ! the ship is staking; like her eonsort wilt she be, 

Ituricd soon with slaves and freemen, fathoms deep beneath the sea. 

Give me leave and 1 will save her) I have fought the winds before, 

]*i>ught and conquertKl storms and foemen many a time on seagnd short." 
And the haughty Captain, knowing David Gwyn a seaman bold. 

Since upon the Spanish miSbi the foemen sailed and fought of old, 
Answered, turning to his prisoner: ** Save the ship, and thou shall gain 
I'reedom from thy lifedong fetters, guerdon from the Lord of Spain." 

Then from out the prisuner's eye there flashed a sudden gleam of ftamr, 

And a light of secret triumph o’er his clouded visage came. 

Thinking of his Cymric homestead and the fair years that were gone, 

And his glory who should save her from the thraldom of the Don. 

** I will save your ship," he answered ; ** trust me wholly, have no fear: 
Pack the soldiers under hatches; leave the main deck free and clear." 
IXtuhting much the Don consented ; only, lest the slaves should rise, 
lly each oarsman sat a soldier, watching him with jealons eyes, 
f.iltle knew he of the cunning, secret signs, and watchwords l>um 
t >r long years of cruel fellers, strii>es and hunger, spite an<l scorn. 

Little thought he every prisoner as in misery he sate 
Hid a dagger in his waistband, waiting for the call of Fate. 

David Gwyn, the valiant seaman, long time battled with the main. 

Till the furimu s(orra*wind siqckened and the ship was safe again. 

Sudden then be gave the signal, raised his arm and bared hU head. 

Kvery oarsman risiiig swiftly stabbed hb hapless warder dead. 

Seised his arms, and, bred with conquest, mad with vengeance, like a 6ood 
(.)n the crowded ’tween-decks bursting, left the SpamarkU in their blood. 
JJiavkl Gwyn was now the Captain, and the great ship all hii own; 

Well the slaves obeyed their comrade, thus to sudden greatness grown. 
Straight foe France the stout yatafts shaping, sudden on her lee 
Don DUgo in the A*i»yu/, foaming through the stricken sea. 

Driven by full four hundred oarsmen, nigh the monstrews galley drew. 

Then firmn out her Ihttndeving broadside swift the midden Ughtwng flew; 
In amontf Gwyn’s crowded seamen stralglit the bartiing mnsiles sped; 
Nine strain saitons in a moment lay avoiind their Captain dead. 

David Gwyn, tiie danntlms Captain, taming to his comrades that^ 

** God has fiteedcun; eant it t fear not j qnil yonrMdvea flke men. 

Lay Che ship aboard the iftgfai: free yonr comra^ and be free." 

The strong oacsoMm bent, obedient, rowing swiftly, «hmUy* 

Till, as if in middle ocean itrftlng on a hid^n ro^ 

All the »(oiu timbeia, qedvieriag, reding with the diode. 



SONG, 
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Stratghi on bound the crowded leapt that band of deipeitte men. 

Freed the sUve«| and tell no Spaniard who might tell the tale again; 

And the auter gaUeya Mately with fair winds sped safely on, 

Under David Cwyn, their Captain, and cast anchor at Bayonne. 

And King Henry gave them lasgease, and they parted, every one 
Free once more to his own country, and their evil days were d<mt- 

David Gwyn to England coming won the favour of tile Queen} 

Well her Grace esteemed lits valour in the perils that had been. 

What 1 had those swift, mighty galleys, which could wind and tide defy. 

Willed with speed the slow Arnmda when out weak fleet hovered by ? 

Had not then that sullen quarry, ploughing helpless on the plain, 

Turned and crushed the nimble hunters, and rewrit the fate of Spain ? 

Who shall tell ? Hut his were doughty deeils and worthy lasting fame,. 

Though the country he delivered never yet lias knourn his name. 

Did he seek again the home of his youth, did he let the years go peacefully by. 
Breathing (be sweet clear air of the hills, till his day was done and he came totlie } 
By tiny Radnor, or stately Brecknock, or Carcligan*s rain-swept heights may lie. 
Or green Caermarlhcu, or rich Glamoigan, or Tembrokc sitting on either sen ? 
]>id he dreun sometimes ’mid the nights of storm of those loiig*dead years in the 
hulks of Spain, 

That stealthy onset, tliat dread revenge, with the wild winds drowning the cries 
of pain? 

Did the old man shudder to think of the blood, when (he knife pierced deep to 
the Spaniard's heart ? 

Nay, to each of us all is his Wfe a^^signed, life Work, his Fate, his allotted Part 


SONG, 

* 

Farcwcu. J larewell t Adowti the 
ways of nigbi * 

The red sun maks, and with him takes 
the light; 

O^erthedttU East the gadtcriig; shodowi 
grow, 

Ahd (nrn to gray the Western after- 
g!low. 


Farewelli farewell! But Day shall 
come again; 

Shall hope then die, and prayen be 
bribed in vain? 

Oar faithful hopes outlive the fleeting 
day; 

Stronger than Life and Death and Time 
are they. 

Ah f see the last feint ray hoi ceased to 
flame. 

Courage 1 our parted amils are itiB the 
uaie* 
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'Round is the earth, and round the 
estranging aea. 

And Time*! awifl wheel which brings 
thee back to me. 

Come back ! Come back cltmlung the 
Eastern sky I 

Our M>uU are deathleM thcfgh our flesh 
shall die. 

Winged are onr thoughts and fla<ih forth 
swift and far 

Iteyond the faint light of the furthest star. 

Come itack I or if we meet in .some 
strange place, 

On some dim planet, f r>hall know thy 
face; 

}ly some weird land, or unimogined sea« 

I shall not l»c afraid, dear, having thee. 


/WB AlBA7'SOSS. 

U i'ON the lone Australian slmrc, 

A cbnnce-svtit traveUex’s careless eye* 
Saw a white Idtd swoop down and lie 
With wide wii^ that should soar no 
more. 

.V feetde quiver slmok tlte bird, 

A film the gloaing eye o'etspread { 

Once more the pearly plumage stirred, 
And then the Albatross was dead. 

4 

He spread the giant |nnions wide. 
When *nealti the snowy down he found 
Dy hands unknown secure^ bound* 

A sca>wora udunve safe and sound. 

Ami when tbe blotted page he read* 
llib message bore H from the sea— 

** Fire shipwrecked sailors, mraimed as 
dead, 

A thomand mites from land are we; 


** Whoever thou art whose hand diaSl 
take 

Our poor winged messenger, we ]May 
That thou wilt spare him for our salu* 
And send him scatheless on hit way. 

** Ilnnlly we ho{)e oil^ words shall And 
Res{>on$e, save by some blessed chance: 
Gouil friend who readcst thix be kiiMl* 
And vjwwl us to our wcll-lovesl France.” 

The traveller .s((K>d and musing reotl, 
Some ncw-liom pity fiiksl his breast. 
Seeing that |)oor envoy lie at rest, 

The living speaking thro* tbe dead. 

And soon to save those helpless men, 

A stout ship, many a weary mile 
Soiled forth, and found their lonely isle* 
Anti sped them to their homes again. 

But I, 05 o'er this tale 1 slay 
My wandering fancy, seem to hear, 

A voice which comes my heart to cheer, 
A silent voice which seems to say, 

** Thus is it with tbe world artutiid* 

For tho* the messenger be g<me. 

Some winged thought with his being 
bound, 

OVr all the world goes echoing on. 

.Vnd though its tones sound faint and 
weak, 

Lost in the rode wofM's clamorous strife* 
The message of dead lips tan speak 
To souls in feison, wmrds of life I" 


/XA GBKATLADrS ALBUM. 

Fut aoftly, Mum* on litaitaliiig uriu|* 
Thrn^h this feir pleaMunee^ unwed ro 
Prince and Kit^. 



ON A SiLVSX WSOJOING, 




Ucret nng«d ftput, as ia somt leafy 
glade^ 

Monardis ami lUtesmen court (he 
grateful shade; 

Poets and warriors side by side arc 
found. 

And the gr»ve ^oes with harmonious 
sound. 

Science, with steady gure and tranquil 
eye. 

And Faith triumphant ^oaring to the 
sky, 

'fhe iintnemorial East delights to bring 

Its tribute to (he clear Castalian spring. 

WbereW wc stray tome nobler foot has 
« trod. 

And the awed gnser knows a demi> 
god. 


ON A saVEA WEi>DING. 

:^!akcii ro, iSSS. 

Tiik rapid tide of gliding years 
nows gently by this Royal home, 

Unvexed W clouds of grief and tears 
Its tranqnfl^seasons come. 

To one, as happy and more great, 
Came earlier &r, the dread alarm, 
l*he swift Immedicable harm, 

The icy voice of Fate. 

1'iie gracious father of his race 
Heard it, too soon, and dared the uiglit ^ 
Death coming fooivd him with the lif^t 
Of .Sunshine on bit Ace. 


Dreadit thou with daring pinion to in- 


The solitudes for Aner natures made 

Nay, halt not 1 Spread thy wings and 
rai5<e thy song ! 

IlettCT the feebly right than iMuely 
stroK^;? 

Thoo^ too, art like to these, and with 
them one 

In nature, os the stsur is with the Son. 

Here whoso greatly daring enfm hi. 

Tins truth shall learn, ** the whole wide 
wocld is kin.*' 

From Prince to boor, oM East, and 
huger West, ^ 

One TVutb,«ae Kij^, oiie Wisdom is 
oenfiMt; 

One hale of Wrong, one bw of ncMer 
thonght! 

One itfcimtee ^ liM univenil Oiiglit; 

One wond^oftheone pemding 

tVengti murying waioes hemd and yet 
the mine! 


He left his widowed Queen to move 
Alone in solitary sway. 

Alone, through her long aftev'day, 

Hut for her jicople's love. 

Their luUatly daughter, sweet and mild, 
Drew poison from her Ending's breath; 
Their young son trod the paths of death 
Far, far from love and child. 

Nay, now by (he Ausonian sea, 
Daughter of England, good and wise! 
Thou watebest, udifa sad anxious eyes, 
Tby flower of chivalry 

But this feir Eagliah htiine no dmde 
Of deeper soerow comes to blot. 

No grief fer dear onea udio are not, 

Nor voids which years hove mnds^ 

One siekaess oidy, when Hs bend 
Lay long week% wrestling sore with 
death, 

And pityiiig Engjland held her hieatb 
Despidring, roond his bed. 



Off A SILV&R W&DDJNQ. 
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No reg»l house of crowned state* 

Nor lonely ns the homes of kings 
Where the slow hours on leaden wings 
OppresH the friendless great. 

But lit with dance and song and mirth, 
And graceful Art, and thought to raise, 
Crushed down by long labdMous clays, 
'llie toiler from the earth. 

Its Ixurd an English noble, strong 
For public cares, for homely joys, 

A Prince among the courtly throng, 

A lirotlicr with his lio)'s. 

Who his .Sire’s footsteps loves to tread, 
In prudent schemes for po|iuiar goTMl; 
And strives to rnise the multitude, 
Ki'inemlwring the dcncl. 

And having seen how far and wide 
Flics FnglaiuVs flag, by land and sen, 
Would bind in willing unity 
Her strong sons side hy side. 

Its gentle mistress, fair and sweet, 

A girlish mother, clothed with grace, 
With only summer on her face, 

Howe'er the swift years fleet. 

Who was the Vldon of oar youth, 

Who IS the £xefn]dar of our prime, 
Sweet Lady, breathing Love amt Tnith, 
WUh charms which vanquish Time. 

Ciood acma in flowering manhood free. 
Girls fair In budding wamanbood. 

An Ei^lislk housdiold bright and good, 
A thousand auch (here be! 

Great Heaven, how brief our Suanneii 
skowt 

And fleeting as the %ing Sprutg I 


The almonda blush, the throstles sing. 
The vernal wind«flowers blow. 

And yet 'tis fivc'and-twenty years, 

Since those March violets dewy*swcct. 
Were strewn before tli^ maiden’s feet, 
Amidst a people’s cheers. 

And mile on mile the acclaiming crowd 
Surged round her, as the soft Spring air 
With joy<belis reeled, and everywhere 
Ro.ia'd welcome deep and loud. 

While this, mtr trivial life to-day, 
Loomed a dim jierilous landscape 
strange. 

Hid liy thick mists of Time and Change, 
Unnumbered leagues away. 

Long yearn! long years! and yet how 
nigh 

The dead Past show's, and still hour far 
The Future’s hidden gliiupse.s arc 
From mortal brain and eye. 

What secrets here riukll Time unMd ? 
What fates befall this gracious home ? 
Shall to-day’s festal once more corner 
Kifumed with lime to gold ? 

He^tven send it! Close4tnit hearts ate 
here. 

Not that oki hate*of sire and licir; 
Here flourish homely virtaes flur, 

Aitd love that conquers fhar. 

For these Fortune giant again 
Their Sovmre^'s IBhrge and hiamdeas 
life, 

Unwaned by care, nndiittmed by strife. 
Less touched than Ileis by pain 2 
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mt 


High «et above the rniite and duid 
Of Faction, and conusnted sUtI 
To gvddc aright the popular will, 
Bjr sympathy and tmat! 


Throiii^ dvic wiadom tempeiate. 

And forcthimiE^t far the gmral need, 
Keeping midst diangt of pditie creed, 
A Throne, a People great 1 


T//E INVINCIBLE ARMA%A, 1588. 

Tis a (air eve at inidsununer, three hundred years ago, 

Drake and his liold sea captains nil ore out on Plymouth Hoc ; 

They are busy at bowls, brave gentlemen, with jovial mirth and jest, 

W'hen watching eyes spy far away a sail upon the West. 

A sail! ten sail! a hundred sail I iwy nigh two hundred strong ! 

Apd up the sea they swiftly climb in battle order long; 

TWr high inam>royals rake the skies, as in a crescent wide, 

Like a thick wood, full seven miles broad, they sail on side by side. 

There it swift alarm ami hurry then, but never a thought of fear, 

At the seamen, with the falliitg night, I>ehohl the I km draw near. 

*' King out the hells,*' cries Hawkins, and across the darkling main, 

England |)eaU out defiance to the gathered hosts of Spain. 

llicy do not fear the Don, not they, who on the Spanish main. 

Have fought his might and lowered his pride, again and yet again ; 

And yet His fearful odds they face, w^hen they sail forth |(; meet, 

Spain and her great Armada with the puny Englith fleet. ' « 

And the streets grow thronged with seamen, and th«* crowdn liegin to shout, 
And quick oars dash and sails are set, before the stars come out. 

They wd^ their andtors with a will, and out they speed to sea, 

\^*here up the Cboimel, stately, slowly, forge the enemy. * 

Now|{h. George for meny Eng^nd, and St. James for Papal Spain, » 

Our seamen are our diicfest hope, nor shall we trust in vain. 

We have quenched the flies <A Smitbfleld, and no more. Tore God, we swear, 
^udl thqr ever again flame upward, through our sweet, free, English air. 

Kow when th^ neared ihc foeman, as he loomed across the sea, 

Lord Howard led Uw Engtiak van, a Catholic Lord was be, 

^Aodhh gnat Ark Royal thundered out her bcoadndts loud and long. 

With DnAe end Riobldwr bard hyt and heroes in a throng. 
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]iut never a gun the SpatntarcU fired, but silent ploughed and slow, 

As bisom in a sullen herd across the prairies go; 

And Inrhind them close, like hunters swift, with hounds that snarl and bite. 
The Knglish squadrons followed through the breery summer night. 

'fhey could see the Dons* high lanterns, in a brilliant creacen^ flare. 

They could catch the Black Friars* mooning chant upon the midnight air. 
All night they pressed th#u close, and ere the sun b^n to flame, 

D»ng miles away, by blue Torbay, the warring galleons came. 

S(xtn as the dawn Iwgan to glow, the guns began to roar, 

All day the thundering navies fought along the I>orsct shore, 

‘nil Portland frowned before them, in the dktance dark and grim, 

.And again the night stole downward, and the gho'itly clifls grew' dim. 

;\nd already, praised be God, who guides the patriots* noble strife. 

Though not an Knglish flag is tost, and scarce an Knglish life, 

De Valdez yields his ship and sword, and into Weymouth Bay, 

'fhey tow Oquenda's Intming hark, the galleon of Biscay. 


I'tay fades in night, 'mid stress of tight, and when to waking eyes, 
KresbwateKs ghostly sea cliffs, and the storm-worn Nee< 1 tcs ri.<e, 

From a score of sheltered inlets on tlie .smiling Solent sea, 

England comes forth to aid her sons, with all her chivalry. 

There sails my Lord of Cumberland, and he of Oxford too. 

Brave Raleigh and Northumberland, and Grenville and Carew. 

As to a field of htuiour hasten knights of deathless fiunc, 

't'o meet the blue blood of Castile, the flower of Englantl came. 

Then wi^ the wind, the foe faced round, and bissiii^ o'er the blue, 
Forth from his lofty broadsides vast bis hurtling missiks flew ; 

Long time the fight confusedly raged, each man for his own hand $ 

St. George t protect our country, and the freedom of our land ! * 

See here round brave Ricaldes thick the English levies press! 

See theie the keels from London town, hemmed round and in distrets i 
Sach thunder sure upon the seas was nevar heard before. 

As the grem ordnance smUe the skies with one unceasuig rfllh I 


Now when the fifth day ef the fight was coase, St. James's Di^*, 
The sea was like a sheet of glass, the vnnd had died awi^. 
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And from out ibe smoke cloads loomiikg vast, chuining the deep to fuam, 
Driven three hundred oars the towering gailliassct comc« 

liul ere they neared the Koglish iine/a furious iron hail 

Of chain-shot and of grape-shot crashed through mast «id and sail; 

Ko more they coukl, they turned and fled, upon our English sea, 

Not yet such furious hatred raged, or stublarro bravery. 

• 

And upon tlie sleep white walls of cliff and by the yellow sand. 

With pike and musket hurrying down the sturdy (McasanU stand, 

And the trembling women kneel and call upon the Hedy name, 

And watch the thick black cloud which bursts in murderous jets of dainc. 

Now St, George for our old England! for the Don has turned and Aed, 
With many a strong ship sunk or burnt, and gallant seaman dead, 

And by the lost day of the week, the warring scpiadrona lie. 

The foeman moored in Calais roads, the English watching by. 

They licnt for aid to 1 ‘arma, for they wore sore beset, 

Hut the Duke w'as at St. Mary's shrine, and could not succour yet, 

For by Nieuport and by Dunkirk, stem, immo%’able as Fate, 

With stalwart ships, and oitiiiance strong, the Dutchmen guard the gate. 


Now that great Sabbath dawns at last, and from tlie foemaii's (leet, 

The deep mass-music rises, and the incense sickly-saccl, 

And beneath the flag of England, stem, with dauntless hearts .'ind high, 
The seamen take the bread and wine, and rise pre^red to die. 

• 

Then came Lord Henry Seymour, with a message from lier Grace, 

And Sir Francis read the missive with grave triumfdi on his face, 

And be sware an oath, that come what would, her orders should be dune 
Before the early rose of dawn prodatmed the coming sun. 

And the summer daylight foded, and 'twas midnight on the wrave. 

And among the close-moored galteons, all was silent as the gnvc, 

And the bright poop lanterns rose and fell with the breathing of the d«X’}>, 
And silent rode tta^ towering hulls, with the weary crews arieep. 

When two brariPbien of Devon, for Sir Francis bmie them go, 

Whh all sail set before the wind, strde down upon the foe ; 

And bcfoie the drow^ watchmen woke, the swift destnictkm came. 

As with a bbuee of wUdhre kept the iircsliips into dame! 
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Then ffom the clotie-thronged ship* of Spain loud cries of terror rise. 
Aft from their burning ranks the glare flares upward to the skies. 

With cables cut, and sails half set, they drift into the ni|^, 

And many arc crushed, and many burn, and some are sunk outright. 

And the watchers on the Dover CUffis know well what thing l^s been, 
And for noble England cheer aknid, and for her Maiden Querm. 

No more, no more, greatCngland, shalt thou tiow thy head again 
Iteneath the Holy Oflioe and the tyranny of S|)ain J 

And the conquering English followed, and U|x»n the Kiaiider-* shore, 
f Io|h:1csk the shattered galloons fiwght, till fight they cotihl no more. 
And some went down with all their crews, and some l^at bctplcvdy 
Upon the yeasty quicksands of the }icrilouH Northern Sea. 

Then Sidonia with the remnant, shattered ships and woumicil men, 
Klcfl northward, with the foe in chase, hoping for Spain again : 

Hut by the Orkneys, lo! (he Lord blew with a mighty wind. 

And on the cruel Irisli West they left two score behind. 


And the savage kerns of Desmond, when the stormy winds were o'er. 
Robbed the thronged corpses of the great, upon the lonely shore. 
I'licre, in his golddaced satins, lay the IVincc of AhcuIc, 

'Mid friars, and seamen drowned and dead, and Dons of high degree. 


Or faint with hunger and with thirst, thotqth rescued frmn the wave. 
The haughty Simniaids knew m turn the misery of the sla' c. 

They ate the captives* hilter brrad, thor who brief weeks ago 
Sailqd forth in high disdain and pride to lay ow England low. 

And the scattered remnant labmiiing Imck to Spain and IHe again, 
foHxacore gallant ships behind ami twice ten thousand men; 
And when in dole and misery this geeat emprise svas done, 
llkeie was acaroe • palaoe hi all Cailile wh^ did not motim a smi. 


Let not tbdr land flwget the men who fought so good a fight! 

Still shall our England keep undtmmed their fiune, their memory bri^L 
And ifagain the Ibemcn come in power upon the main, ^ 

May she And sons as strong as those who broke the mi^t of Spain t 
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ODK Sl/XG AT TUB FIRST CO- 
OPERA TIVB FESTIVAL, 

August 17. i88S^ 

Come let us sini^toeethec a new song, 

The triumph of tms week made itmng; 

The vicluvies of peace wh celebrate. 

Not those of war and hate. 

The victories of }>eace, won after many 
days : 

Let u& our voices tunc to joy and 
praise; 

Come let us sing a new and happy 
song! 

0 

'I'inie was when hy hb tou>grea( toil 
bowed down. 

The worker feared hrs master's frown { 

For some scant wage chained to hb 
hopeless task, 

Nor ever dared to ask 

For hb young tis’cs and piteous gains 
afraid, 

A fitting riare of that his liand»> liad 
nia<le; 

llttt DOW through union strong, the 
vrofkcrs claim their own. 

llierc b rod war not fought with sword 
or gun. 

Where, in tleep peace, warb wrong is 
done; 

Where Ucc to face in hostile camps 
they stand 

Who sbcmld clasp hand with band: 

The rich aum waning tdow in soulless 
ease. 

The poor man spent by toils and 
niseriea. 

Sing wen cheerful sofig, Tiaieb curse 
tt almost done. 


Ay, alinoat done, but ah! not wlbdty 
yet; 

Let not too sanguine souls foiget 

Those for whom no man takelh thought 
or heed. 

The hearts, the lives that bleed. 

Let not our workm, strong In lurother* 
hoodt 

Forget the friendless toiler's starving 
brood. 

Mixt be our song with joy, yet nut all 
cheerful yet. 

Yet for tivday, at least, let us rejoice. 

Uplifting jubilant heart and vciice. 

Not what has lieen we hymn, but whnt 
shall be; 

Not the old misery, 

Dut the new days when Man beneath 
the power 

Of peaceful union blooms a {lerfect 
flower— 

For this we choose not sorrow, but 
rejoice. 

W'c come tO'day in this our solemn 
mirth, 

Bringing the flowers, the fruits, of catlh, 

Reared by strong haftds which lalwur 
glorifies. 

Toil, honest toil we prbe— 

Look round and see bow rich the har^ 
vest grows, 

The mellow fruits, the perfumed rose 
that glows 

Raised by untiring toil from our good 
mothef Earth. 

See bow lo^lay the Umg drawn vistas fill 

With fruit of every toiler's skill, 

The man's strong gains, the woman's 
deft and foie; 

Here heart and brain combine 
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In pitying succonr for the weak and 
dumb; 

I fere arc fair schemes tu Imild the 
happy home, 

And children's work, and play, than 
work more precious still. 

Thcrerorc do we make melfiy and are 
glad i 

No care to-day shall make us sad. 

We sing the song of wider brotherhood, 

Knit close fur general gixHl. 

Wc sing the higher social seme which 
lands 

Much for the gcncrtil gt^al, up|x»sing, 
minds. 

We hail thee, blessed Union, and arc 
glad! 

.\nd sing aloud together a new and 
cheerful song! 

yV JOHN yiAUGHJ', 

MARCH ay, 1S89. 

I' KiaNi) of the friendless else, and art 
ihou dead 7 

Great Master of our vigorous Sa\un 
speech, 

Unwearied pleader (or the tjeopic's 
bread. 

Hater of war, strung to convince and 
teach. 

With passionate faith and uidig»a> 
tioR strong, 

M^hty to slay the hydm-heads of 
wrong. 

Thy voice was aye for Fieedooi, and 
thy heart 

Wailikefor Peace, siiKe o'er the open 
grave 


Of thy young love, thou didst accept 
thy {Murt 

To strike the i^hamefal fetters from 
the slave, 

Tu lift the toiler from his hopeless 
lot. 

To plant the civic sense where it 
was not.- 

'I'tiy -wHii was 1‘carcii on titling food ; 
thy tongue, 

'rouclied with our older England’s 
purest Arc; 

The noblest strains our Island Muse has 
sung, 

Shak.spcare and Milton did tliy 
s{)cech inspire; 

‘fhe poets taught thy rhythmic 
periods strong; 

.Vnd thy impetuous flights were 
winged with song. 

Thou cottidst not brook the faithless 
souls that dread 

To follow Right and leave the rest to 
GckI ; 

No scltish fear of careless riches bred 

Might turn thee from the path by 
Duty trod. 

i''oglanil thou lovedst, and beyond 
set of sun 

A greater Kngioiid still, and both 
made one! 

Thy friend and comrade went his way 
alone; 

Loi^ years ago God called him, and 
he went. 

To him thy qwedt has reaindl, tlww 
sculpting Slone, 

k statelier anli more hutiag monu* 
menu 
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Long time were ye reviled^ scorned, 
hated { now 

A people's hof^c crowns each 
reverend brow. 

C'ham})ton of K|pcdom, by liiy hearse 
shall 1 

Keep silence -1 who owe thee much 
indeed ? 

A Prince among the People come» to 
die. 

And shall no grateful sun of verse 
take heed ? 


Vet not the less thy voice it dear and 
sweet, 

And tUli thy genius mlpglet strength 
with gntce. 

j On thy brood l>row alone and 
' rwerend face 

! Thy fourscore winters idiow, noi on tliy 
min4. 

^ Stay, Time, a little while thy Itead* 
lung chose 1 

I Or iwssing, one Immortal leave lichind ; 

For wc are urcok, and changeful os the 
I wind. 


Nay, on tfay grave, ere falls the 
earth, 1 lay 

Xbts simple wreath to deck thy 
honoured clay ! 


ON ROBERT BLAKE, 

Enckavkij on rue JIrasm i.n 5 t. > 
Maroaket’s, Wkstminstek. I 

* i 

1 

Ki.vgdom or Commonwealth were less : 
to thc<; 

Than to crown England Queen o’er | 
every tea. j 

Strui^ tailor, alecping tound as sleep i 
the just, i 


For him lung since the dying suan 
would sing, 

The dead soul pine in tidendid miHciy. 
lie winged the legend of the blameless 
Kiitg, 

And ciossed to I^luslond the cn 
cltantcd tea; 

Heard the twin voices strive foi 
mastery, 

Faithful and foithless ; and with pie- 
Hcient thought 

iiaw Woman rising in the days to W 
To heights of knowledge in the past 
un-scMtght i 

These his eye marlrt^, and those bis 
wisdom taught. 


Rest here ! our Abbey keeps no wor* 
tbier dust! 


! And be it was wbo»c miutii^ car o’er- 
{ beard 


TO LORD TENNYSON. j 

\ 

Os Hts EioHTirrit biartfOAv, 

Auotrar 6^ 1889. | 

J 

MAiTtt and teer! too iwiA on noite* j 
ktafeet | 

Tby hanyii^ decadet Heel with | 
tlealtby pace; 


The lovc'^tale tweet in death ami 
madneat end; 

Who sang the dealhlett dirge, whote 
every word 

Faidiiont a golden ttalne for fail 
friend. 

May all good thiiun hit waning yea» 
attend 

Who told of Ritpah mouniiitg for hat 
dead! 


2 K 
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TO HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN, 


Or ii) verse sweet as pitying rath 
could lend 

The chtldinh sufTerer on he|i' hopeless 
bed ; 

Thoughts, pure aud high, of precious 
fancy bred. 


1 

i TO HER MAJESTY THE 
I QUEEN 

Revisiting Walks. 

I 

I Arr.tfsT 24, 1889. 

i WEI.COME, dear Lady, welcome once 


11 is it ib still to scan with jiilient eye 
The book of Nature, writ with herb > 
and tree; ' 

‘I'hc buds of March unfedd, the lush j 
flowers die, 

When sighs of Ahtumn wail nVr Kmd 1 
and seUk 

And those great orbs which wheel from ' 
age to age, ^ 

('okl, unrcgardtng Arcs that seem to 
Idight 

All yearning ho|>caml chill all noble 
rage; 

And yet were dead, and void, maylnr, 
of light, ‘ 

Till first they swam upon a mortal's , 
sight. j 


again, 

To thine own land~nor f(»r the la.'<t 
time Come. 

Small is ourGwalia, but a fair domain, 

Who comes to her comes home. 

Come now and often, still our warm 
hearts bum, 

Though the swift winters close or dim 
the eyes 

That saw thee last; to thee our spirits 
turn, 

Still to our lips true wor<U of welcome 
rise. 

Dear Lady ! welcome, welcome home! 

Our Cymric eyes grow bright to sec 
our Sovereign come. 

Once long ag<i, didst thou, a careless 


.\faster and frieml, stay yet, for there i^ ' 
none 

Worthy to take thy place to-tlay, i»r 
wear 

Thy laurel when thy ainging*days arc 
done. 

As yet the halls of song are mute and 
bare. 

Nor voice melodious wakes the tuive* 
less air. 

Save some weak faltering accents faintly 
heard. 

Stay with us; *ne«th thy spell the 
world grows fiiit. 

Our hearts revive, our inmost sonls are 


child, 

With smooth young browwon whidt the 
1 m))eruil Crown 

Weighed not yet, amidst our htib 
sides wild 

Abide, and with thine own 

Didst s|tend thy Springtime’s joyous 
hours and bright, 

Safe-guarded by a moiber^s tender care. 

Then all the imfolding world showed 
clear and fair 

To thy unwearicil mind and eager sight; 

.\h! it is blest indeed to be 

fn life’s young mmn with all fair things 
to see I 


stirred, 

And all our Ki^lbih race awaits thy ; 
latest word! 


And then thou cames 4 to thy Wales 
oncemwi.. 

In ha{)|^ wedlock, liy the kaighily arm 
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pf tby new Arthur, ilxUered wfe from { 
harm, i 

By Menai*s soundiflU ahore. 

Strong in Lovc^ strength, as one who 
seemed to bear 


Wliat are they all but phanUnm fleeting 
post, 

Weak citaturen of a day. which but a 
flay may last ? 


A ix>tent talisman to sliiekl from 
ill. • 

But uhai defence avci1> tire stroke of 
care, 

Or blunts the shafts of 1 leaven's mys* 
tcrious will I 

(vrief dwelt with thee lung time, but 
now 

The crown of Resignation decks tby 
brow. 


.i 


Dear I.afiy, wc arc feeble folk, and 
weak, 

But our old tongue and loyal hearts uc 
keep; 

We cherish siiU the lo\c we may nut 
speak- > 

1 he old affectiun deep. 

still is our Wales **a sea of song," and 
still 

From smiling valley, and from Sfjarittg 
hill, 

Kryri's snows and fair Clwyd s vejtlant 
plain. 

Or that strange shrine 0|K>n the Wirstcrn 
Main, 


There cinnes a universal voice 
Of a^elcome ta„onr Queen, bidding all 
hearts r^cc. 


9EA/7E PROCJDAm S. 


But the great Sch< me 
« Fares on its euur.,c 
TM^* Time'* long dream 
Of changing force. 

It saw the plesiosaur ami masitKlun 
Wav strong, and dwindle down, and 
still goes silent on. 

> 

It saw the a]xr * 

Rule every land, 

The cave-man shaiie 
Flints fur his hand. 

It ^aw a ihousanfl gciieraiiuns pass 

life’s mournful stage, like \ i^kriis 
in a glass. 


It saw the -trangc 
Forgotten Kings, 

Ages of cltnngc, 

Terrible (hiiig». 

It «aw the Egyi'itian and Assyiian conic, 
The gay Hellenic bloom, the rugged 
hwav of Romd. 

These loo it saw 
ToUcr and fall, 

A purer law 
0 *er<rulit^ all, 

And then the arrested march, the long 
delay, 

The Iwffled hope, the Dawn fading to 

cfimmon day. 


Ocm hope*, our iear<^, 
Ow love and Imte, 
Oiir joyi an^Heaia; 

Onr thfows whb late, 


It makes no cry, 

It lifts no voice, 
Tho’ alt thing* die, 
Tho’ all rejoice. 
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It goex miceuiQg onwardi blind and 

dumb, 

Nor boItXf not btutch, nor heeds what¬ 
ever thing* may come. 

ktcrnal iMhemc. 

< ifeat Lord of all, 

\uguxt, Supreme, 
rrofctrate we fall, 

Wc cannot know I’hy working, nur ilx 
end, 

Nor by what hidden paths Thy Perfect 
Will may tend. 

Hut if one word 
Might come, oi sign, 
t >ur souU were stirred 
To growths divint, 

N(» longer should wc walk in fear and 
douht» 

ohildien III dark wayk, Ik fun the 
Stan come out. 

•Vh 1^1 the nord 
The soul can hear 


Is only heard 
. By the in^ ear, 

No outward Ugh? it U which can 
illume 

, The spiritual eye, and |)ierce Utc cn 
shrouding gloon^ 

» 

' An intMiiu light. 

An inner\oicc, 

Which bumeth Inright, 

Which d<»th n^oice, 

' A J^aith in things unseen, an inward 
I sight * 

I MIiilIi thro' n wicckcd world secs the 
iKtory of Right 
lx 

^ With this our guide, 

I Our strength, our Ata>, 

) So more aside 

' Our footsteps stra), 

I 1*01111 TJhyvcir, (rrcat Svhenic, klernal 
Plan, 

, Work out - we ask no word — the 
Destiny of Man. 


nmtrao av wilciaw cbown ano scms, uxitso, lohoom amo 










